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BOOK  ONE 

• 

CHAPTER  I 

MARTHA 
I 

«t  "t  the  Ktcho,  t.Me     n   "f'*"**'""-    The  mm 
«.  l.I«k  e,el„hrtow"d  hifpi.t  "°^''  •^«-« 

S.bb.th.  th»./^^/'^'"'«?P«">"«t  of  their 

then  brought  htoT^Sn  i  ""'*'«  "'»«"".  "d 
«>«w  uJdi  Zt^  »^°'  '"■»  ttdr  bed  when  he 
papen..  "»  «>'«  to  read  the  Seattle  new- 

ripe.     Th«n  Cfti  fo»  '  'Jf  ""  •«"'«  «« 
~"  in  the  big  cliSj/wr;u*'  ™'''  "  «»  '-r- 

b«n  .inc.  hi  hJlrt^"S7  "  ""  "'  "'*  '"•^ 


^1: 


m 
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for  the  crew  excavating  the  new  Cascade  tunnel,  as 
overseer  for  an  oyster  company  up  the  Sound. 

Soon,  down  at  the  edge  of  the  forest,  the  morning 
train  whistled. 

"Late  again,"  said  Gail,  pushing  away  the  dishes 
before  him.  "And  another  hour  before  that  station- 
master's  kid  gets  up  here  with  my  paper." 

"  You  expect  another  letter  like  that  one  came  last 
night?  "  asked  Arlene,  without  turning  from  her  suds. 
"  You  hardly  said  a  word  since  you  got  it,  and  didn't 
sleep  a  wink."  She  spoke  querulously,  yet  appeasingly, 
and  in  a  woman's  hinting  way. 

"No,"  he  answered.  "It  said  enough.  But  even 
it  won't  mkke  any  difference." 

Arlene  half  turned  toward  him,  then  checked  her- 
self. 

"  Shall  I  fix  the  sofa  for  you  to  lay  on?  "  she  asked, 
in  a  tone  of  self-effacement.  "And  if  you  get  time, 
you  better  show  me  how  you  want  your  shirt-bands  let 
out." 

Gail  did  not  answer  her. 

"  I'm  not  asking  you  to  show  me  the  letter,"  she  went 
on  with  a  timid  deliberation.  "  But,  Gail,  it  was  from 
a  woman,  wasn't  it?  One  of  your  women?  And  the 
first  you've  got  from  any  of  them  in  all  the  years  that 
we've  been  married?" 

He  rose  from  the  table  and  began  pacing  up  and 
down  the  kitchen. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered  suddenly.  His  resolve  to  speak 
surprised  him.  "  And  so  you  won't  be  tempted  to  ask 
me,  111  tell  you  which  one  wrote  it.  It  was  from  Mar^ 
tha  Harlow.  The  last  I  saw  c!  her,  she  was  working 
in  a  restaurant  on  Pike  Street  —  Minker's.  And  she 
was    the    only   one    of   them,    besides    you,   who   ever 
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coanted.**    His  voice  thickened     «P„*  t. 

The  word  carried  neither  surprise   «at,-«f«.f;« 
chagrin.     It  seemed  charged  lw^\  «»t"faction,  nor 

Pty  for  herself.  Shf  Xd  h  f  ^J'  ^''^?'  "**"• 
towel  and  stepped  talhTfZ  ^T^'  °"  *^^  '<>"«' 

•et  eyes.  ShTtol  L  /  f  '  *'°^^^"«  ^^'  *^"»band'. 
ing  back  tfth  ?nk  VZ^/"P  ^»<?  P»«*«.  and.  tu^- 
water  with  a  sigL  ^^^  *^'"^  ^^  *^«  •*«»"«« 

sile^:.  "''^^  ^'  ^-''-  »^-«  t^gan  to  measure  the 

neverTsk  hlli  abo^^  ptt  ^jf  !'!  f^^  -"^<^ 
husband  and  wife  h^  l^S  w  ^f  *°  *^"  T"'*"* 
now  the  vacant  look  inVkf  ^  i^  compact.  But 
fidelity  was  no  lo^«^  *^*'  °^  ^"'^^  showed  that 

«»et,h„.  But  ,i,.;ei.e^-tn\™ft,*°,j- 

not^^pT"  '*^"''  '"'  '"^  '™'  -■'  -"  ■■"  "">  -"O 

in^?  »  "''™"  y™  ""y  of  «  wife's  fwl- 

Arlene  faced  Um  with  a  shudder  «n„„>f  j  « 
reproach  me."  sh.  r.k.j^  i.  "",  "^^  iwn't,  don't 
I  tried  u.y  kst?^?  it^'  ?"'  J"8««"y-     "  Haven't 

^'^Forgive  me,"  Gail  „„t,ered,  making  an  impatient 
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He  sat  down  on  the  horse-hair  sofa.  They  lapsed 
mto  the  silence  which  for  the  past  two  years  had  ended 
their  many  desultory  talks  upon  the  subject  of  the 
fruiUess  and  unhappy  life  they  led. 


Ill 


rraain  was  an  indifferent  student  at  the  college  in 
Seattle,  but  he  had  been  its  star  athlete 
Chemistry  most  appealed  to  his  mind,  which  was 

iTr  "^r*  ^.'*  •T?'*^"^*  t"t  « that  science  hardly 
more  than  its  axioms  held  him.  These  often  moved  him 
to  speculate  vaguely  upon  chemical  discoveries,  and 
tteir  power  to  strengthen  and  perpetuate  the  life  in 
which  he  moved.  But  just  as  he  could  never  grasp  the 
mtncacies  by  which  the  elements  combined,  so  he  could 
not  have  expressed  any  of  his  visions  of  the  vast  prom- 
ises which  chemistry  made  to  him.  Then,  stirred  by 
impulses  of  service  toward  one's  feUow-men,  he  deter- 

V  "S  *  r  t!f  °T  *  '^*^*°'*  '^^^  represented  Gail  in 
his  best  hght,  when  at  the  age  of  twenty  he  encountered 
\rlene  m  the  class-room.  For  marrying  her,  his  dead 
father^  fnends  withdrew  the  money  with  which  they 
had  been  paying  for  his  education.  He  was  cast  out 
ln^\'''  u"'''  °'  half-knowledge  respecting  himself 
and  his  world,  among  the  floating  manual  labourers  of 
the  Northwest  — a  somewhat  strong  being  in  whom  a 
dalJ^iJ     ^n'^eming  existence  was  just  at  the  verge  of 

BuT^™!??  *"  »*Wf  he  ™  not  by  nature  an  ascetic. 
But  puntamsm  not  having  crossed  the  Cascade  Moun- 
tams,  GaiPs  bent  for  the  streets  at  night  of  the  restless 
city  did  not  mar  him  in  his  classmates?  eyes.     H^Jevrr 

SiVided'KfeTo^^^^^^^  "-^'-^'^  physical  maturity 


theirs. 


Only  on  the  foot-ball  field         m 
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of  hi,  body  decreed  ««,ed  J!*",   Watever  the  vigour 
trend  of  „y  of  hi.  in,tLt.  "'""'  ••»"'  "» 

HefXt.'r«:*..Tr'"''"  "■'^  «»  ""'«•• 
.  meteoric  ^r  TZh^  '^"'H*"'  "^  ^  "«'«' 
"or.]  pit,  oml  W^ft'n-Tr  "*',  ■'^'-  The  un- 
in  «  Lesfof  .™"  ft!'''t^\\f^^^^  to  her 
or  re.ig„.tion,  oJ^om  .      ^     '?'*"  '»  Wtteme.. 

•he  .hl^Tthei    Jr„eer^Tl"""r  "  ""  ""'' 
heart   alone.     Her  iTfl,         .     ^T  *"  «"  out  her 

forcedto^trkfe'ro^',.?"*?,'''   *'«™«'    ""O 

iMcIt  to  the  ,chll  Zt    .    ;  '  *^    '  "'""*'™'  "«■» 
befo«  co^in^t  ^^t*stnS"'^i?"8ht  »  California 

f i.trreuXrs^r^jth'oJTrvX'"^^^^  s- 

courtship  he  had  to  bewa«  If  ^L-  ^1''  "^"™«  *"' 
tumal  prowl.      H~  "ware  of  meeting  her  on  his  noc 

her  ch?X  fS  S'^,",.*'!r'"^r~"*-' 

».»  curiously  uEL  .  l,wl  *'f -""""J*!-  Yet  she 
-unity  tothesS^lwi'  J":;^*  "'  "»  "'*■•  "om- 
"d  -ng,  4r*l?  r  :i4t^.?  S^"?.  "0  right 
«  less  sharp  relief  than  in  ,1,7  '  '*°°^  '"*  '" 

Up  to  the  day  on  wWcS  L^  y-'f '  "orthem  city. 
I..wton  had  unfted  tht,  r  'i^^/'"'?"""  '«»>  Fort 
»"er  incIudeSIT  ^^aJ^'^J^  "''^  *• 
uplift.    It  se^nXZlhtT'  "'°'"  •'"  "•^*  *• 
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The  abeyance  of  Qtal*»  paision  after  their  firit  jear 
together  left  a  void  between  them.  And  he  seemed  to 
succeed  at  nothing.  He  had  little  ardour  for  iteadj 
work ;  he  loit  position  after  position.  In  the  beginning, 
the  fact  that  they  got  no  child  was  ot  a  disappoint- 
ment to  him;  but  with  the  passing  years,  as  they  went 
from  farm  to  workshop,  from  workshop  to  farm,  he  be- 
gan to  associate  this  failure  in  fatherhood  with  his  dis- 
content. He  had  no  clear  reason  for  doing  so;  the 
double  idea  was  always  a  mystery  to  Gail.  Yet  it  kept 
growing  stronger,  widening  the  gulf  between  him  and 
his  wife. 

Each  of  their  tempore -y  homes  —  the  shack  at  the 
lumber  camp  in  the  driz^^  of  Hood  Canal,  the  cabin 
under  the  snows  of  Mt.  Shuckshan  —  felt  emptier  and 
more  desolate  to  him  than  to  her,  woman  though  she 
was.  Gail  could  not  understand  this.  Lena  did  not 
openly  regret  their  childlessness;  but  she  failed  either 
to  condone  or  defend  her  lack  of  the  primal  instinct  of 
her  sex.  Although  Gail  recognised  that  physically  the 
fault  might  be  his  own,  Arlene*s  indifference  to  mother- 
hood gradually  came  to  stir  his  resentment. 

m 

**  To  bury  the  matter  here  and  now,  Lena,  111  tell 
you  about  Martha.  How  I  met  her,  and  why  we  sepa- 
rated," began  GaU  at  last,  still  staring  at  the  floor. 
«  Give  me  all  the  blame.  I  don't  think  I  was  heartless, 
but  only  undecided,  weak.  You  knew  my  reputation 
before  we  married.  For  the  time  being  ahnost  any 
woman  could  turn  my  head.  As  to  that,  however  miser- 
able we've  been,  you've  changed  me." 

He  glanced  at  her  from  the  comers  of  his  eyes.  Over 
her  dishes  Arlene  nodded,  grave,  inert. 
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"  I  WM  nineteen.    It  »«.  ♦».-  •   . 

"d  ".7  thini ..  th.  IT^  .^.rr  .^'r  I  "rt  i«. 

Kir  JlMth.  .bo.nl  the  «M  rf-       ^   T'°'  ""•  "  »>>«  I 
-«  with  „  .».„««  .^„t?"KK  t*  ^""*'-    SI- 

%    You  could  ten  ,K  tt?  ^  "  "'"'■  '"""■ 
™  ^fo«  the  Klondike  „h.„T,h°'.^  """^    " 

lendeat  fa  tl,e  iron  counTry-lTt-,?!?' '"P^" 
"otter  went  on  the  .UaiiT^^  '^''*  "^  '>" 
«-.ler  .omewhere  in  Idih;  f!  f  *l!^  *  ''"'*"  "«'  • 
■»«r  „w  them.  And  H^W  't  7?'  '»•  ''•"  ^ 
X.I  n,«ne,  though  I  nrnr  k^^  *^i"  '  •""  '«»  <»>• 
"  I  ren^ember  the  l^^t^I.!"'  °*u"-v  «'  P""^ 
•""•e  door,  g.zin»  .Tth.        \"7  ^'' '"'  "»  Pao*- 

GaiPs  mind  filled  wifl,  -i»  • 

«rf  «i^  I  wt^  her  "^j?;  r"'"^'  "•'  «»*  •"- 
«  "t  done  behind  W  .^ft  ^  T'^  "P  ""  Sound 
P'™!"  grove,  iS,  aSlhl  •  "'"*'•  ^*'"'  »  «>• 
™  .u«  by  then'Th.t'ltef,''^""!  "'^"^  •"• 
r  wouldn't  stand  for  W,  Al  'r„^"»™'  •■•  fa>«r 
8?'"'ered.t„,;g„t"^;  1^7/ .v^'  "*«'  "«« 
,  rid  of  hin,,  and  be  JnT     ,®'','  ''"  *•""  ">•»  'he  w„ 

««ling  look,  _„„rr^  Protectuig  her,  .o  »h.t  with  her 

•«rt  of  "  I      "°*  J";*"-'  fc"«  *0"«t  .«d  dependent 

*    "  ^  '°"  "y  head,  too.    UaCu  we 
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the  dock.**  ^*  '  '^PP^  wouldnl  Imv 

•*«•*  forget  tC-!^7r         'nS!  '?^-  ,^'"'  » 
powdered  itee]  m  »«„.«.    '/  '    .      "'"*«  *»*  Ifte 

"  We.  got  back  to  torn  «^  T  7™~  *™«'"-  •  •  • 
rigM  to  Pelcher  You  «m»l!f  f*"""""  »  «»» 
tkroigh  the  conegi^^ttrS^t'/fu*  P"*""'  "• 
»»4>e..,  to  break  «ir-i  ,H  *■"  »«"*.  or 

"-*«  good,  to  m„^,Lrr,f^  *.T    I ""  c~y  to 

""Med  with  .  wifc  TO^M  „  •  J  ,"•'  ""^""  «»  "» 
Wh«,  I  thr^itenrf  ,,"""  "J"^/""""  »•  «  doctor, 
■ny  -Jlowwce.  «rf  had  C  ,*  J^' ""  """  •"''»  ""P 
pleaded  with  him  .ndJ-         '   l"'  ""»«'  »»  ■«•     I 

Wen,  Pd  have  .Z^  Z         '""^  <««»  «!««.. 

■.".tated.  lf"d  h  M^  ""P""^""^'  ««i  l-car  I 
lo-ther.     Martha  „dTr^r  '"'"-"'""«'«>  I     I 
.;«  -io^-^  ?J."M'f^  ^TJa^^f^  'He  tio« 

-relcner  ever     \ 


"»  he,  tfll  a,,  day  he  bouriit  W  J    «f 
V«.coaver.    She  «Ut  left  .Tl  .!.'*■    P^e 


went  to 


»Iy  left  .;.te  for";.  .tX' ^ 
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/or  me  to  fcnd  her -how  IITL  '"  "**'••• 

with  bjr  leaving  her  brotL,  tl  .i'te"  IL'f  1,  •.*•'* 
millstone  on  mv  neck  if  «  .  ^  .  *  *"°  ''°"^*^  *»«  • 

•peak  to  her.  bit  myiJ^^^L""  '"""'•  '  Wrf  t. 
Ae  didn't  .«  ™ .  "^  **^*  «««P*  wd  I  th«,krf  God 
'»«  w.  got  th.t  iLl  job  .r™Z  '«'  ■»o«th.  .go.  b^ 

ner  our  address,  and  tolA  !,««  »         ..  "*"*"•    I  gave 
needed  anj  help.  _  .».       ^*'  ***  ''"*«  ">«  i/  »he  ever 

Gail  could  not  have  cont.*nn«j 
to  .aj.     For  hi.  firat  ^Zl^f' T""  ^'"  *^*'^  '"^'^ 
that  latest  memory    thrZ  1'  '^^  ^'"'P^"^  ^3" 

*awn,  yet  turned^up^^ard™  hP"  ^"5/  '^""»°n. 
quenchable  cheer  that  Jl.  1^5  "^  ^'^^'^  *^'  ""-' 
having  inc^dibl^'^'^oLTotsttn'^h  ""'^  '"^'*^'  ^' 
what   once,  perhaps   in   cmL^^'f^  '^'  "*f  "P  <>' 

A^frZ,S^-S^Sr^;.uarely  toward 
space.  In  her  blond  andT,  •  i.  .""^'  '^'^^'^^  ^""to 
Scandinavian  featuLX"^"^^?'^^^^^^^^^  — ^^^ 
tion,  as  to  Martha,  upon  thoL        m      ^''  ^oncentra- 
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liness,  of  tawdrj  garments,  of  unremoweful  wanton- 
neu. 

S^rcol?,;!?'"    "  Never  wa.  made  for  the  game  in 

.JnV^cV^*^**^  ^?*''*  *°  Martha,"  declared  GaU 
and  do  her  the  square  thing." 

« I  hope  you  will,  Gail.  You  were  that  sort  once." 
Sfi  °°!»,'°°'''l''^'  l^'""  '^  '*«'^^"«*  *»«'  experience,  a 

wifl?/"  '*'*  fu"  !  ''"'*^^*'  ~™^°«  ^'^^  y°"»"  he  said, 
with  a  tmge  of  hardness,  lost  on  her. 

"Still,  I  wish  you'd  sometimes  acted  to  me  with  the 
•pint  you  showed  for  her,"  she  added,  dispiritedly. 

Gail  sprang  to  his  feet.  ^ 

" Then  give  me  the  chance,  Lena! " 

He  heaved  his  shoulders,  pulled  himself  together. 
He  eyed  her  wistfully,  as  if  an  idea,  familiar  jTt  fol 
gotten,  were  swiftly  relighting  his  mind. 

vr 

«  Another  thing  has  been  on  my  mind  a  long  time. 

1^   ITk    V"-,f  *'"  ^°"  "°^-"    F«'  th«  fi"t  time 
n   months,   Gail's   manner  was   deliberately   winninir. 
«  Please  try  to  bear  it.     I  know  you  can."  * 

She  betrayc^her  curiosity  in  a  listless  murmur. 
I  think  I'd  better  go  away  and  leave  you  for  a 

lZ\       ""^  ' '°  ^  '''''''  ^^^^  ^"*  ^^^"'  and  steeled  so 

1a\     ;P?^  r*^°"*  *  *""°'-     "  I*'"  he  best  in  the 
end  for  both  of  us." 

Arlene  turned  galvanically  and  faced  him.     Gail  ran 
a  hand  through  his  bristling,  sandy  hair. 
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;;GabrieII»  she  breathed. 

coincidence.     I  won't  L,  .""'•     That  w„  j„,t 

to  tell  ,o„  we  mu/t  •  "'„tl:r™^  "P  "^  — « 
So  liear  me  out."  '    "'      '»■•  «  ye«r,  anyhow. 

He  had  «A.ed"T„''ol„tr  »"!'*'■""'«'«'  l^-- 
Posal    Her  resimati    "~-    j    °fP°"t'on.  to  his  pro- 

;i  o-  you  ftClZ^^  "™f  »  ""a-,  threat 
"te.  in  the  time  weVe  b?en  totr"'"""^-  "  ^t  «"? 
constancy."  "^  *"«««'«■  youVe  taught  me 

o»"~,Sdt'  *^rrwC  t  r-  °™  "^^•"  •■«  -"t 

of  you,  drudging  IZ^^J'T'  ""•'  •""''tion  out 
°»  right  to  drag  Z  down  *^'™P'  '■''•  r™  got 
?<»■.«  from  badi'::„t"" '"^  '"""'•  rn.  alwfy, 
job  any  more.     Without%„„  °""  "'"  »«  ■»'  a 

the  world,  and  I  oZ"  ,„  V""  """W  l-'e  risen  in 
t"  late.  Think  ofX  *°V  '  ^""^  *  ''""'  "^fore  it's 
y^  .H  crushed  out  w"i™f  ^°"  "■other  had  for 
™e  to  begin  with,  and  TXd  ^  L«  "i-'^'""'  '«>"- 
»"  my  fatlier  from  the  East  H  '  *'"«"•  ^horo 
7  mother  was,  so  sometime,  if  ."T""  *"'''  "^  "ho 

-fee  much  AiTerence  between  our  fathers." 
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said  Arlene,  moved  bj  his  selfcontempt.  «  What  odds 
is  there  between  forging  land  deeds  at  a  mahogany  desk 
in  the  Alaska  Building,  like  mine,  and  dealing  faro  on 
Occidental  Avenue,  like  yours?  And  as  for  ambitions 
— Oh,  yes,  I  had  them,  as  you  knew.  But  it  was  all 
mother*s  idea  to  make  me  a  home  missionary.  I  might 
have  had  the  brains  and  faith  once,  but  never  the 
patience.'* 

"  But  doesn't  she  need  you  now,  anH  'wouldn't  you  be 
a  help  to  her?  "  faltered  Gail. 

"Don't  you  think  that  my  duty's  here  with  you? 
she  asked,  but  without  conviction. 

"  What  have  we  got  to  live  and  give  ourselves  for? 
he  demanded.  "  Only  this  same  sort  of  living,  dragged 
on  and  on,  in  the  next  county,  in  Oregon,  in  Canada, 
until  the  end." 

Again  Gail  started  to  pace  up  and  down,  with  his 
muscular  awkwardness.  His  deep  chest,  the  lithe 
powerful  frame  under  the  leather  belt  of  his  worn 
trousers,  contrasted  oddly  with  the  slight  sag  of  one 
shoulder. 

"  I've  never  known  what's  been  wrong  with  me,"  he 
went  on.  "  I've  never  understood  what  most  people  in 
this  country  live  and  work  for.  The  motives  that  run 
men  here  always  seemed  queer  and  foolish.  They  scour 
these  mountains  for  coal  and  gold.  They  sit  on  their 
claims  in  rags  and  without  a  cent,  living  in  a  dream  — 
that  comes  true  once  in  a  thousand  times  —  of  the  day 
when  capital  will  come  along  and  hand  them  millions. 
Yet  they're  so  dead  sure.  And  if  one  does  strike  it 
rich,  the  next  week  he  throws  away  every  dollar  into 
some  wildcat  timber  deal.  But  he  thinks  he's  a  hero 
and  a  martyr  for  trying  to  '  open  up  the  country.'  For 
whom,  and  why?     If  he's  got  any  kids  the  stake  is  lost 
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by  the  time  it  could  mVe  thpm  »  i:  • 
to  take  up  the  same  sfrt  of^L^  ;ff  "l'  *^^^  '"'''' 
us.  Men  with  such  huJl  I  ,  *  '*''  ^*°«  °°  1^^* 
can't  conceive  M^beTt^^^^^  *^  ^^"^  ^'^^  ^ 
or  too  far  east,  for 'this  cTunt;™  Tw'l''  *"  ''^^^^ 
bier's  son,  but  I  haven't  «.f      J  .  ^  ^"^  *  «*«»- 

blood.     A  throw-back  Ikelf  B  .7  °u  *^^  «'^"'»'^^'''' 
at  the  rich  men  in  Seattle  ^H  f^  •  '"^ ^^^'^    ^"^  ^°°^ 
if  they  hav-  anv      Dn.nl    f  ""  ""'^'^  *»^  ^^^d'en, 
«  Von  K  .     ^' »  ^"»°^ards,  or  worse." 

put  IZ^"'  •"  '»-  ««"  «  the  S„»d.y  p.p„,P .. 

JefaX'  «'^he  ,t;:Tf,r"'  ■»'»  ■""  P- 

But  I've  got :  uCli  irj^L"  •r"""'^- 

after  :%*!*  "'^^^^f  ""f  '^"^  »«»  "  ««  Ari«e 

Vo»u,e/.ottrowl^a::rto,"""^''  ""^^''  «■"»• 
"■ything  you  chose."  '"'"'  ""^^  P^Ple  <i" 

"And  you  used  to  be ^*  ho  .„•    j     i 

»f  inspiration.    So  k«n  .„5   ""^  '  """^  " «  ^^ 
eve^rthing  you  .aiA"         ^  "8o«n»,  and  right  in 

We  softened  inZ  -LTor  ""r,?"'  '"  »  "■""*» 
woman...  ^  ""  "'  "'"■''  ^^^  <>""  than  for  . 

ever  te"hle!^:rj:;'r.*"°"'  '^  """"t  -'*  oursel™ 

4pdrthT:^t.-S^  "»"^  «-.h  the  .i. 

Yes,  something's  weakened  me      Thpr.         .  u 
been  some  kind  of  nourishm^nf  T       J  /     ^  ™"^*  ^«ve 
he  suggested      A  "Tfr     r  .  ^  "^^"^^^  *»^  didn't  get," 

^g^sted.     A  restless  hght  filled  his  eyes,     "jfave 
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kind  of  wasted.  But  you  take  one  of  these  big  Douglas 
firs  and  plant  it  east  of  the  mountains.  No  other  trees 
spring  up  around  it,  so  it  dies.  That's  like  me. 
There's  nothing  of  us  two  to  keep  on  living  afterwards." 

"  Leave  me!  Do  what  you  please,"  said  the  woman, 
dreading  that  he  was  about  to  touch  upon  the  raw  theme 
of  their  barrenness. 

Gail  stopped  at  her  side.  He  seized  her  spasmodi- 
cally in  his  arms,  and  crushing  her  yellow  head  against 
his  bosom,  let  her  go  again  like  lightning. 

"Don't!"  she  repulsed  him.  "You're  thinking  of 
her  —  of  your  Martha." 

"No,  no.  Of  you,  not  of  them>"  he  rasped, 
through  the  lump  rising  in  his  throat  "  They  don't 
mean  anything  to  me  now.     How  could  they?  '* 

"They  —  them — ?"  gaped  Lena,  her  blue  eyes 
flashing.  "  So  there's  a  pair  of  them.  I  thought  so. 
Why  didn't  you  tell  me?     And  one's  —  her  child ! " 

"  Why  —  yes  — "  admitted  Gail,  bewildered,  reaching 
into  his  jumper.  He  opened  the  letter  of  the  night  be- 
fore. "*  We,' she  says.  Two  of  them.  I  didn't  finish 
this,  or  realise.  I  was  too  dazed  to  think.  Then  prob- 
ably—" 

His  dark,  angular  features  had  lighted  wondrously, 
with  a  virile  glow  which  Lena  had  not  seen  in  them  for 
years.  His  upper  lip  crinkled  upward,  doubling,  as  it 
always  did  when  he  smiled.  "  Maybe  there  is  another," 
he  admitted,  awedly,  thrusting  back  the  letter.  "  And 
—  we're  saved.  .  .    !" 

"  Her  child  —  yours  —  you  knew  it  all  along,"  she 
burst  out.  "  You  were  only  throwing  dust  in  my  eyes 
with  all  that  talk  about  my  better  future.  You  wanted 
to  leave  me  for  your  kid." 

■  I  tell  you  I  never  thought        that,"  declared  Gail, 
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l!^*  ^u    I'fl  ^^  ^'  '^™*«-     "I  P'otnise  you  I 
won^  go  back  to  her.    It».  too  late,  anyway.     And  you 

l^o^^TJu?^''-'^^'-'    I WL  broken^";; 

"What  sort  of  a  creature  are  you?"  he  breathed 
to-smg  her  hands   aside.     "After  our  five  yearrtt 

chfld.      He  sank  back  on  the  sofa.     « In  some  wava 
JouVe  grown  bitter^cold  in  your  souL     Ah.  Lena 
L«ia,Wlp,tyyou.    It's  you  who  pay,  who  ;:,iF^rTn 

«.t1Z''  "r^^°J^«i  *"™^  '^'^^^  *°  *he  sink,  and  be- 
«an  wipmg  her  pile  of  dishes. 

^•*i,  *u'  .    .*  ""**"  murmured  Gail.     « I'U  have  to  settle 
1     /""i^'^P^^*     But  the  way  looks  clearer  J." 

fec2?f"'f  "P  **  '''''»  *°^  "*^«r  t^fore  had  her 
fecund  aspect  appeared  so  deceptive:   her  plumD  burf 

S  J^Wf' 1l\'^t"'^  ^^^^'""^-  mass^lThem;* 
^ke  hair,  her  full  cheeks,  still  unmarred  by  lines  of  suf^ 

PaTl'  ^^  T'^^'i  *'^  ^^«^y  »>^--  of  the  damp 
Pacific  air.  He  watched  the  cleft  in  her  sharp  chin  tlS 
leyto  her  malleable  nature,  deepen.  ^         ' 

T^en,  closing  his  ey.s,  Gail  ran  a  hand  throuifh  the 

temples.  It  had  a  glossy,  concave  uprightness  like  th*. 
mside  of  sea  shells.  He  wrinkled  his'^fofZd  '  J^etted 
the  outer  edges  of  his  eyebrows  in  a  way  pec^Z  to 
nm.    Heavy  and  black  by  contrast  with  L  W  the^ 

X^<^:^^:'2Tr  ^'-'  tLl':;d''::^;h*'i^ 

iugn  cheek-bones  which  always  seemed  tipped  with  sun- 
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burn  as  if  by  some  ahiny  pigment,  they  gave  him  a  sav- 
age, Indian-hke  look.  His  dark,  dominant  eyes  were 
M  with  an  infectious  radiance  that  had  never  before 
transformed  them  so.  His  long  upper  lip  stiU  doubled 
Itself  mth  a  f amt,  amaaed  smile,  which  was  without  any 
^am  of  the  discontent  that  usually  marred  his  features. 
The  shght  pucker  around  his  nostrils  twitched  and  quiv- 
ered mvoluntarily. 

Arlene,  who  had  so  weakly  consented  that  the  bond 
of  a  hfetmie  be  broken,  who  had  so  endured  her  hus- 
band s  love  for  another  woman,  had  stiffened  into  a 
being  morose  and  brooding  at  the  hint  of  his  nameless 

sullen  wiU  all  bfe  had  become  so  blasted,  into  a  man  who 
could  pity  and  could  hope.  They  had  each  stepped 
into  a  new  world  at  this  knowledge  of  a  generation  not 
their  own. 

A  shadow  passed  the  window,  and  footsteps  sounded 
on  the  porch  outside.  The  door  rattled  open,  and  the 
Sunday  paper  thumped  into  the  middle  of  the  kitchen 
floor.  The  ruddy  face  of  Tod  Benson,  the  station- 
master's  boy,  peered  over  the  latch. 

"Hey,  you,  Gail  Fain,"  he  guyed  through  his  hare 

Gan  thrust  his  hands  into  his  trousers  pockets,  and 
stepping  to  the  wmdow,  watched  him  pass  down  the  trail, 
trying  vamly  to  whistle,  across  the  great  checkerboard 
of  the  strawberry  beds. 
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CHAPTER  II 

THE  AWAKENING 


wilderness,  jrt  i°  *  H  ^'^  F'r"  *'"«'  •'  «"y  «n<l 
«ght  .f  tie  W  fi^^  thT  '^*""«'  ""■•»■" 
peBed  such  a  misaW  H  '""^f^  "P  "•'  t™"  ^^^ 
oo.t.  the  flasSr„  ^''""f""!  the  tight  mauve 

^«lge  an,o.d  °L;n„*  ttXT  '"*•    "  ™ 
one  woman  from  whom  .ifT  ]  ^  ^*'  °^  ««,  the 

he.pa™tsu::;;^rwt.^ueTar.ter-r 

^  Although  ^iSe  hadioTil3"t;;^*/'""f *'• 

lad  the  habit  on  SundavsTf  t  l-  TJ"  '"°'"^'  ««'«» 
Gafl  might  be  worl^„  j  "'".'■«  *'  '™''  to  wherever 
two  womt  had  b^"S2^  ^7»«  f  h  l."  wife.  The 
l>«d  married  a  jou2  hb^'    '  h-gh  school  j  later  Madge 

who  had  since  2.  fl  "'*'''■•  ^''''"  A™"", 
.almon  canneries  hi'"'""'  'PT'"""*  »  AUsk. 
Arfene  aU  the  Lr£  tZT^T^  ^"'  ^''^  <»"  » 
ker  father's  bC)Xll'T  i?"''''^'  *■■'  '''"'"  <" 
f«oe  of  Gail's  blM  idX^'^f '"'™«';''  *««  »  the 
and  dogged  loyaltv  to  h;  j-  ,  "^"*""'  ''"««rt">ess 
">"  bi/ hars7voL]°  „  *"°'™''  '»  «>«  P«»ence  of 
i»g  fewness!  """''  ™'  »'  •"»•  "ith  a  grow- 
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"It»»  her.  That  side-partner  of  yours.  Pre  been 
hoping  she*d  forgotten  us,"  said  GaH,  as  a  knock 
founded  on  the  door.    **  I'm  going  in  here  to-daj." 

He  stepped  into  the  bunkroom,  leaving  the  newspapers 
scattered  on  the  floor.  He  slammed  to  the  door,  and 
threw  himself  upon  the  grey  blankets  of  the  bed.  Usu- 
ally Madge  drove  him  to  scour  the  surrounding  country 
alone;  but  after  his  show-down  with  Lena,  Gail  shrank 
from  leaving  them  alone.  At  least,  knowing  that  he  was 
behind  the  thin  board  partition  they  should  curb  their 
tongues. 

He  had  a  son.  At  once  he  eagerly  took  from  his 
pocket  the  lette'  of  which  he  had  read  so  little  and  com- 
prehended less.  He  propped  his  head  upon  an  arm, 
hearing  the  brisk  voices  of  the  women's  greeting,  jlad 
now  the  very  knowledge  that  the  phrases,  which  last 
night  had  ran  blurred  in  his  eyes,  were  ten  days  old, 
made  them  doubly  vivid,  emergent  in  their  call: 

«  May  «d.  Friend  Gabriel,»»  it  began  (there  was  no 
address).  «*As  you  told  me  when  I  saw  you  at 
Minker's  to  write  if  I  was  in  real  trouble,  I  take  this 
opportunity  to  do  so.  I  have  lost  my  job  there  owing 
to  sickness,  and  we  are  still  both  very  bad  with  white 
sore  throats.  Beally  I  must  be  out  of  my  senses,  but 
the  lodging  people  are  very  kind,  thouj^  their  patience 
won't  last  forever.  I  don't  want  to  ask  for  money,  but 
only  for  a  kind  of  help,  and  that  you  come  to  see  me 
before  we  have  to  go  away.  Since  you  have  a  wife,  I 
know  I  have  no  business  to  ask  this,  and  it  must  be 
hard  for  her  when  jou  tell.  But  you  said  last  Novem- 
ber that  she  was  kind  and  liberal,  so  please  come.** 

He  had  stopped  here  before.  He  cursed  the  chatter 
through  the  wall,  but  it  seemed  to  dim  as  he  went  on 
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"But  what  I  wanted  to  sav  wit*  «,-„k    xi..    . 
only  way  to  see  him      I\.l^/    '  ^*^^  *^"  "  J'""' 

c«.  for  him  tm  5^,„  L  "  TT^'"''*  ""•  ™8h» 
enough  piddnir  until  -.  JT-.       !?^'  "°  ^  ""  "n" 

could  p^  T^'f^M,  I  *^'  '1  ^•"^  "^y  *^'  •"■»>'  I 

take  .  ;L'.;  t^tffl?  '^'  '  "r'  "■»"<*  "  ""V 
l»"0.e  of  him.  *"  ""^  ""*  I  <■•«  »o  hold  on  you 

it-rrup/""  ''°''''  '^^  '^-  ""  I  «»•*  .upport  «.. 

"  Your  Martha." 

/-t,^^  1^  Jl:  ^  -Pj.rd'^  »  «.e  paper, 

w  He  p™«. «,,  -er.ttrr^td-i: 
He^rs:rhtte-'7tth-r;^- 
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But  alwayi  the  had  haunted  his  mind.    What  fate  had 
separated  them  from  a  happj  life! 

What  mattered  now  his  threat,  even  his  promises,  to 
Lena! 


m 


The  strident  tones  of  Arlene  and  Madge  broke  in. 
Through  the  welter  of  pain  and  dawning  courage  into 
which  his  mind  lapsed,  he  finally  heard  what  they  were 
saying.  He  did  not  want  to  listen,  but  he  could  hardlv 
help  it.  ^ 

"  I  put  it  up  to  my  Wilbur  before  he  sailed  North 
this  year,»»  came  Madge's  Seattle  twang.  «*  I  says  that 
if  he  was  going  to  spend  so  much  time  in  that  godfor- 
saken Alaska,  he  needn't  exact  promises  of  behaviour 
from  me  that  I  couldn't  get  from  him.  But  he  argued 
that  there  wasn't  white  women  of  any  sort  where  he 
goes.  *  But  squaws,' I  says.  *  What's  the  matter  with 
themr'    You  know  that  Siwash  story." 

Their  voices  feU.     Gail  heard  Lena's  laugh,  and  its 
vacancy  set  his  teeth  on  edge.     The  acute  and  empty 
Madge  always  turned  her  head,  carried  her  away,  left- 
her  more  obstinate,  nagging,  difficult  to  get  along  with. 
"Did  Wilbur  give  you  his  word?"  asked  Lena. 
"He  certainly  has,"  affirmed  the  other.     "Wilbur 
was  always  reasonable  —  in  his  talk.     But  you  know 
me  weU  enough  to  understand  I  haven't  any  particular 
temptations  with  men.     StiU,  you  ought  to  make  a  hus- 
band think  you  have.     It  holds  him,  and  I've  got  to  be 
sure  of  Wilbur  till  we  put  our  new  salmon  deal  through." 
« Is  that  the  only  big  job  you  have  on?  "  questioned 
Lena,  admiringly.     Gail  abhorred  her  envy  of  Madge's 
wealth,  of  the  woman's  scathing,  superficial  cleverness. 

"  Except  the  Atna  River  townsite  up  there.    Lamar 
dnd  bis  crowd  are  having  trouble  with  a  gang  of  farmers 
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iT»i?S!:  ^°^»"«^*  '°«I  cUim-jumper..     But  we're 
got  the  Govenunent  and  the  Copper  Tro.t  both  back  If 
u..  which  mean,  the  court,  and  the  m.r.halVin  53a.ka 
Wilbur  .ay.  that  Hartline  crowd  wiU  be  th^wn  out  by 

StiU,  he*,  onlj  got  a  .mall  interert  there,  and  may^H 
have  to  mu,h  over  Torlina  way.  Charle.  Lamar'Mhe 
.marte.t  man  up  North  "  *-«m«r  .  tne 

ai>"JS  Arierj^""  P'f '«^.*^«  '^o^nan'-  patroni.ing 
illhTu    w  !  *^""«^  "*  ^^'  »»  adulation,  turning  over 

ter  if  ?d  JL  ^T^*  ^  "'^'«''*  ^«^^  J'^J'J  Gail  bet- 

ter  ,f  Id  made  .ome  play  to  other  men,"  harked  back 
Lena  m  a  wh»per,  plainly  that  he  .hiuld  not  hear 
Gad  pre..ed  hi.  ear  clo,er  to  the  bare  boaH.  with  thi 
Z'  '^.^  P;^*7  P-*--^- left  by  the  cabin^  1^11-! 
«en        But  we»ve  never  been  near  a  likely  one  lon» 

^ppmg.    Ah,  but  could  Lena  never  be  .o  .-rank  with 
M^"'  «v'"  y™'","*'  ■»«  !»  «»»."  twanged  ou 

He's  in  there."  '   ''**"*   y<~? 

GmI  winced,  in  a  mounting  anger. 
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^,!^^«nf"'^  "  '*• »'  y^  •*«d  in  with  the 
?!^3T?L  Wflbur  aught  to  i  b«*  thiT  fSiHi 

"Hov  did  Iw  work  itr" 

to  .  is  ^'  .Tlr  »  PiW  «.  th.  wh.rf'    But 
JM  .  f«t,  the«>i  Urdly  .  «hiion,  except  •  humpbMk,  • 

.t<i^^  '"  ™^  """  P"*  "P  "fr".  "  »"er  «. 

M^^  IS"""™*  >••«  M  hour  gone.  *^ 

"  But  Wilbur  and  I  do  need  the  S^     m.f  i, 

n»en  d.ving  for  .n  th...  ,..„t  S-u.  Y^Ue^^ 

S..tnr^  «^"  »  «»«>  to  »y  th.t  you're  going  to  hw  in 
Seattle  when  y^-ve  .Jted  down  that  Sli»?»  „w 
.titj-  J  S*"?""'"  that  foil,  toed  liJ^you  *« 
.U,rfu,theNorthwe.t.  1  h«ir  .v«.  the  ran^^el^J 
rfthe  mount«n.  don't,  rfter  they've  hud  enoJTh  b^ 
^country  won't  take  to  the  home  feeling,  if J^^ 
^.  Cahfonn,.  But  doe,n't  the  E«t  read  ,  rirtHf 
rot  about  ,t  put  out  by  the  r,an«d.? "  *     " 

«lf.  of  that  .elf  that  now  «emed  long  de.  J  .nd  buried? 
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-^  w  !S^;  'rsif  Ji7^.  -^i".  «..,««.«„ 

•he,  M  never  with  k;       u         **"'«*"-''Mh«Und.    Wa. 

Why  Aould  I.  dMT?  »  X^  «  J"  **™' 
•rcknMfc    "We  wZL     f'**""  "•<'«•.  »ith  .  nock 

"me  up  from  the  «nh  '.„  JT^ '  •'''•'•  P'""/  «• 

tli.t  want  to  ri«     Cta,  ,      :  J*.""  *  '"■'  «•  "»  one. 
cn^o.  gl^'^^'X'^'  ^•-■•'•^  o.  tl„  pri.. 

«P  that  ft^'^^^T^jJur'td^  *^\r"'  '"'^'^ 

»  the  worM  o«f  C  th?J  '  «°V*^  "'''"'  •"<• 
country  left  <,uAJ^.'?\"^»  »Wt.  „.,.. 

God',  youngeet  worid  Tril   J^'Te:!"-     I'"' 


» 
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there  ain't  a  happier  woman  in  the  whole  city  of  Seattle 
than  Madge  Arnold." 

"  So  you*d  have  us  all  like  your  sahnon  bay,"  pon- 
dered Lena.  "  Like  this  whole  western  country,  to  be 
honest.  Exhausted  and  used  up,  when  it  ought  to  be 
hardly  scratched.  Like  the  timber  and  fish  at  the  rate 
they're  going.  Killing  the  «joose  and  smashing  hep 
golden  eggs." 

"  Well,  ain*t  it  our  goose,  to  do  with  as  we  see  fit?  " 
challenged  Madge.  "Why  should  we  be  responsible 
for  them  that  comes  after  us?  Let  »em  shift  for  their- 
selves,  like  we  have." 

"  But  your  way,  there  won't  be  any  coming  after, 
argued  Lena.  **  Still,^  I  naturally  do  agree  with  you  " 
—  always  she  parroted  Madge — ^"but  don't  you  let 
Gail  hear  us." 

Yet  clearly  they  had  both  forgotten  him.  Gail  was 
on  his  feet,  his  face  fixed  like  a  mask  of  iron.  Reck- 
less, passionate,  many  of  his  deeds  had  been,  but  never 
such  nauseating  thoughts.  .  .  .  That  pair!  Were  all 
wives  in  this  young,  free  world  of  the  West  like  them  — 
typical,  as  Madge  had  said  --  so  selfish,  sordid,  blight- 
ing? Never!  Somewhere  must  exist  the  innocent,  the 
brave,  the  hopeful;  women  who  had  faith  in  them- 
selves, in  whom  they  loved,  in  this  new,  chaotic  land. 
.  .  .  Like  Martha.  And  there  sprang  out  in  Gail's 
mind  one  unseating  memory  of  her;  her  gaze  backward 
from  the  Skagit's  deck  as  they  left  Port  Angeles  that 
palpitant  morning;  her  pointing  to  the  bluish  haze  over 
the  lime-kihis,  as  she  said,  "  Don't  tell  me-— love  bums 
out  that  way." 

He  stifi^ened,  at  the  impact  of  an  overpowering  im- 
pulse.   Then,  from  Madge: 
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« In  some  ways,  Lena,  I've  al  7«ya  thought  you  a 
very  easy  woman.  A  girl  wh  .  bears  the  brunt  of  her 
husband's  failures  like  you  d< ,  d>n't  got  ,  mch  out  oJ 

cou^f  J°"  J*'  T  '  u°  ^*  *  ^'^^'  ^^'  '•  «»*  i»  tWs 
country     Now,  I  wish  you'd  come  back  to  town  with 

me,  and  take  a  vacation.     We  two  could  have  a  big  time 

nights,  crashing  around  in  Wilbur's  motor,  at  the  Berlin 

?    ?r;  ^'^^  ^^^'     ^*  ™«h*  P"t  »  crimp  into 
your  Angel  Gabriel  to  hear  you  had  a  fling  » 

Gail  felt  himself  trembUng  in  every  limb  as  he  awaited 
Arlene  8  answer;  but  he  did  not  recognise  the  ra«  that 

ttt   ha?  "f.^^  "^^  ^*^^^"*  ^^"^  peevishlcon. 
tent,  had  concluded  saying 

«I  don't  know  but  what  I  might,  Madge.  Gail  has 
just  said  that  he  was  feed  to  quit  me,  on^  for  a  time 
but  I  suspect  he  means  for  good.  I'm  allowing  him  to 
go,  but  I  don  t  want  to  let  on  how  wiUingly.  The  one 
reason  that  riles  me  is  that  he's  heard  f^rom  a  woman 
he  used  to  hve  with.  She  had  a  kid  by  him.  Yes.  he 
^eated  her  square  and  I  wouldn't  kick  at  his  paying 
her  a  visit.  She's  been  sick,  and  he  won't  take  up  ^th 
her  for  good.  He's  promised  me  that,  and  you  can 
generaUy  believe  Gail.  But  just  the  id^a  of  hiClg 
that  kid  some  day -his  own  flesh  and  blood  which  I 
haven  t  got  him -I  can't  begin  to  stand  that."     She 

ntu  Jhetryt'lll^f^'  "'  '"^'''^^  "^*  ^^^  - 

Livid,  Gan  flung  open  the  door.     The  kitchen  swam 

before  hun.    His  fingers  tightened  into  his  pahns.     The 

«8olu«on.  """"""^  *"'^  ^^"^"^  *^'°"«^  ^*  ^*«  » 

Martha,  tiie  boy,  suffering  down  there.  .  .  .  Here, 
these  false,  despoiling  creatures.  ... 
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nz 
Mn.  Arnold,  the  pmpfe  dck  thrown  back   in  .« 

Witt  Z  K         "l  '^-  '"""^  <"■  the  horsehdr  Ja 

S:/r^i^f  .^z?^:^  -^^  ™  -*«  - «« «? 

t.iS.°''"*SI^\"'^  ""r  '^'  —  ^^H  »P  h"  dish- 
a  riM~  ,;  ?"'"!•"'  *™-     Madge  raised  herself  with 

^i^.^'-^dTCtlfif *  '"^:'  *""  -^'p^  "-■ 

v.wX'''""'""'^""-    »•>•'«»  Ada...  .ppl. 

»;;^r^et'TL::e5'^xr;^t^^':r  j--* 't 

here.    I  couldn't  stand  it."  ^  *  '^  ""* 

••It'.^he*''.r'ir'"*  l-"^  ■••"  ««a''  "i«  «fcook. 

^a  for  a  whiif  "'^rt-  d^tr"^'c4°  i^'w.t 

"  ^'''  '^  "PJ^S  •■> «.  I«i V  whined  die.  her  f«. 
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right  here  and  IZ)'       ^  ''"™""  "">  y«»  »d  L 

The   women    flared   af   !,,•«,  i, 

Madge,  with  an  effort  at  W?/  '^'''^^'''*  °^^'co«>e. 
with  both  hand"  the  W  *T  '''!'  "'^  '^"^^  ^^^ot^^J 
bled  in  his  po1klan!Zl°"":t'^^''  ^ail  W 
and  some  silver  ^"*  *^""  *^°  ^o««  WHs 

"Th?^'~lk?tr"?  "'  '^"/  ^^  -^'d  «i-«y. 

She  could  not  re.ist     T^S    ,  '"""^  ""^  >>"• 

which  e«h  Ww^  J5"' '"»"">»»-«•<»»  feature. 

which  in  theX  Tf  e«h  fjT    ^  *'"'  ""'^  «»«  = 
change,  that  pCri »,  '^'•:f  "^"'^'^  ^  <='«P!ng 

fe.J':^'^:rr!"Sr4'r^''-«"^  ^"^-"^-t 

"  Don't     d1'*  I  J"™  *'  Po-^h  do"- 

back!"         ^'       '  """"  'y«  noi'tening.     "Come 

^  the  innumeraMe  pa^^of^-X.^;' 
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T'li; 


ii  =1 


familiar  sense  of  freedom      Tl..  i    i!     •  ""' 

«nil    «,.      J  1    .     "'<"'"'•     ine  lush  vines  and  dank 

w\^       ?""  «p™cine„  that  he  inhaled,  never  t- 
^  IWnt'^^e  :  ^  ~  '""i'  -'  ""  wide-;„°Sn^ 

ir:^:;is^;s'e:""'^?"™^«^^«°^^^^^^ 

S.    i   7  '!?'*  S""""!  lum  forward  irresistibly 
H«  boj!    Through  SO.  his  wastrel  vea«    he  h-J 
loved  no  hving  thhig  more  than  i^inZlZon^My 

Life  had  begun  anew. 

erowth   nf  1,,.  1.       f^^  throu^  the  dense  undei^ 
^S^ed    with        "/'""■  J™""*   *«  '™»«   »l»cks 

ten  ™     ,t    ^'Z'."  ''"'«^«  '^*  »"«»  "ourished  by  the 
'raZt-nlot"^''  *'  ""'  *«"-  ^-o^"  -i^ 

^-.h^ine  .leeveV^'G^tp'Hirft-  ^SI  2^ 
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the  .mokiBg^r,  tea  l^rf^    "^  5°™  '"  ""'"g  "to 

?^  ^' -  - -:^J:^wtr  r  .x^- 

chaos  of  lumberHJanp,  """?'•  »"*  »'  «>« 

.he%^f  ^:'o"^eT;';::j^»^.,  -*-<'  r  •  -*»« 

■■".I  The,  three  wouuT^.r.f.fMrt'''' j"™*- 
hegin  Kfe  over  aeain      h!1    ?i  '  Cascade,  and 

of  «.e  West',  an,Sn..^U:':^lufc*'  T" 
«o  closed  a  book  to  hin>.  He  wouM  f^K*  7'^'  ^^ 
construct  and  to  i.o«...   *  .      ^  '*'  fervour  to 

the  soil,  to  tan-e. ^"^f  t*^  ™''  "■=>>«  .'l«">'y  from 
"  .  home  for  his  bToS  WeT^''"""  "'*  "^  >>'«■<)». 

froJ"  I  tn^t  l^ffat^f Cn  "-- 

figmcts  of  chemical  dis»vt^ t^*?"™^'™ f >■«*■-? 
*nce.     His  mind's  «««o*    *•        .  "^  ^"^  «  abey- 

grown  duH     nI^  S^I^'  """^''"'"'  ?"-'  k^ 
rooted  within  ttTh^^fS  T"  ^'^^  '"  ""i"* 


.1 


»lt 
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wn?J-"*  *"  ''"  "'"'^  ''^'^  G»2»  •  ""-e  of  hi.  own  im 
worses,  overtook  him;  and  with  thi«,  a  cexiiThZ 

gamblert  «on,»  foremen  toW  their  chiefsto  .     ' 
refusal  of  his  application  for  a^b      « If  t    ^"^  ! 
*nv  of  his  fatht^'B  «.:♦  ."^  ^'  "^  «^er  had 

Gail  gritted  his  t^th     S  th  7        *^'  ^'°"*^"-  '  '  ' 

to  Seattle  wli#»n  f««  „  «*  "ie  yvest.     lie  had  come 

Pi.ce  and  tl,e  g^zzied  «  ™„l*°g:^lS'i!t;f/>f 
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the  A    n   XT     xti  X.     •"'■'^'^  ne  naa  won  two  events  In 
who  Jw.j.  .Wed  ^  J^J  "^"-"P  "'  'fortj-niner. 

barren  .nd  ww^it  .nJtf '  't  '?'«"«*«>  'or  bemg 
«ce  of  to  Z  belg^""^  ■"  "^  '"  •  '^'■y  "o-ti-u- 

he  w.,  J^i^J^t''  '^"«  "'  ""•  •»  «"  th.t 

The  conntrv  0*^*^  Z  "  "I^f '  ««'™y  'or  him. 
rowed.  ^Uir^^^t^lnl""^,  "'f'  "«- 

;^"  c  ci2^  rr "?'  v"  -^^-^  ^- 

f .  ,  K  creeping  up  their  brushy  cKmh«  W-  /  li 
his  happiness  to  be  somehow  inherent  in  aUtL  ^  * 
luxuriance,  *->  |  ijcked  an^  "!  *  ?  f  **  passing 
car-wheels/a.  by  a  vdcf C  tf  "*'^  ^^.  '^'  *"™-« 
hind,  in  a  chant^haT^^etT^^^^^^  ^^  »>- 

nearer  the  teeniing  cit/Zw  """^  "'"^"^  *^^ 


M        THE   YOUNGEST  WORLD 

His  thoughts  set  into  a  seethe, 
t.,^  t^^'^T'  with  patience  and  self-denial,  men 

^er«  «f  T  "^^TT:.  ^"*'  ^'^'^  ^  ^»  twenty-five 
jears  of  hvmg  had  the  badges  of  toil  appeared  so  al- 
lunng.  Never  befc  e  had  this  Youngest  WorW  of  Ws 
.nuled  so  through  its  scars.     Now,  if  Iver,  was  his  time 

in  erv'V^-'  ''T  1"^^  '''  P^'°°-"  ^--««d  ^ 
m  every  attainment.     Why  should  he  distrust  their  toil 

11  Til"  i^^'  ^'f^^^  **  "»^^«'»'  "»  y°"tW"l  life 
«s  bhghted  by  complexity?     He,  too,  wi  a  pioneer 

by  circumstance,  m  everything  except  his  soul. 
Speeding  now  along  this  chain  of  mills  and  barnyards, 
of  stores  and  fruitfields,  he  saw  himself  as  a  link  sepa- 
rate fr«n  It,  a  hnk  cast  outside.  He  felt  that  his  fu- 
ture and  his  son's  hung  upon  his  forging  himself  within 
^tLu  !"  ^'  momentary  freedom  which  he  had 

seized,  he  must  grapple  with  the  problem  of  his  futility 

^^'X'z^^'  °^  ^^^  ^-"^  '-  ^"  *^«^ 

All  at  once  he  tingled  with  an  inner  gleam.    It  was 
nungled  with  self-reproach,  but  it  seemed  to  him  to  ^J 

Sm     ♦w        '^r'"**^  ^"^°"-     ™«=    Wasitpos- 

hotp^rA''"    °^    ^'"'    ^™«    «>*°    father- 
W  ?     That  to  beget  and  to  labour  could  not  be  di- 

wW    "?  ^!  feUow-men-  wrestle  with  the  land  for 
dren?     Had  «iey  aU  not  hewn  and  hungered,  while  he 

In  his  fret  for  a  son,  had  he  not  blindly  put  the  cart 
before  the  horse?  Cried  for  the  house  Vfthoutbu^J^ 
mg  the  scaffold?  Asked  for  coal  to  bum  without 
sweatmg  m  the  mine? 
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He  .tartcd  up  in  the  slant  light  of  afternoon.     The 

new  of  black  mud  at  low  ti  V      'P»,«—  *    *u      •  '7 

shattered  dilFs  of  clav  th.  Ta  rt  ^^  "«^*  ~« 

of  n«-  J     n-  ^'  ^®  i^ddish,  unweathered  ioists 

of  new  dweUings  perched  above  the  roar  and  t^m-T 
»go   sawmill..     Totheleft,underadouSofs^3^; 
.winging  over  the  tidelands.  a  ghmmer  of  d/ep  wSfr 
uZ^'^Ti"""^''^'  ^^°°^^  Seattle.  gorgSg  her^S 

TL    rd^\'?wr?*^'^^  ^'^-^  under^brTwfish  7<^ 
raoke,  edged  with  the  tattered  giants  of  the  forest, 
that  she  seemed  eating  into  Hke  a  sore. 

As  the  train  stopped  under  the  shtd  on  the  dock. 
GaU  remembered  that  Martha's  letter  ga^no  addrt 

rZ:*  ^.  *^~"«^  *^"  "^^t^^"*  «««8ed  under  the 

"nd  IT'  "^^'"J  "/  ^"*^'"  ^"*'^»  »°<J  reachLg  Sec! 
ond  Avenue  boarded  a  Pike  Street  troUey.  * 

The  blond  ladj  behind  the  gas-cookers  of  Minker*. 

71^  received  his  questions  ianguidi;     sL  ^s^ 

.button  m  her  cage.     A  small,  saUow  man  in  T  blaA 

*lp«c«  jacket  stepped  forward  and  answered  MvStf^ 

rtoiS^?  4""^  "'  '^'r^^^  ^^^  ^o-  where 
sne  roomed?  ^e  manager  turned  to  them.  Hardly 
«o  Gail  gathered  more  from  a  general  raisins  «/^^  * 

self   on.  nJ  .r^       ?"'  °'^*»  *«»^0  ^  kept  to  h^ 

W^f      O^vV'^t"''  '^'  "'^  friends^hat  s^ 
™ew  Of.     Only  the  assistant  manager,  said  rt-.v  • 

Url««t„r.  wh.  c«„e  on  .t  midnighM^'Clof  ILT 
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rules  to  ten  them  to  itrangen.    Still,  he  might  mIc  the 
night  man. 

"She»i  my  — wife! »'  blurted  Gail,  crimson,  dench- 
mg  hu  fbta,  for  that  tallow  imp  had  begun  to  imirL 

Midnight  So  he  would  have  to  wait  till  then.  The 
girl*  drew  together  and  whispered  in  a  conscious  dis- 
regard of  the  handsome,  rather  weary-looking  youth  in 
the  blue  jacket  and  baggy  khahi,  standing  there  dazed, 
in  the  smell  of  coffee  and  browning  sinkers.  He  turned 
to  the  door.  A  street-car  conductor  was  shoving  the 
blond  lady  a  doUar.  She  made  a  show  of  rattling  his 
change  and  pinioning  the  check  behind  her  bowl  of 
toothpicks.    Gail  foUowed  him  to  the  street 

He  ttir«ided  the  crowd"  of  Second  Avenue,  toward 
the    sordid,    swarming   wgir.n,    then    « unrestricted,** 

tr^i  X  ^t  ^^^'^  ^*^-  ^»*  ^'^  Seattle  to  him, 
Seattle  to  tiie  West^s  far-flung  manhood,  the  city  des- 
tined as  the  world's  last  metropolis  —  the  City  of 
I^ams.  There  gathered  the  best  and  the  worst  men 
of  the  new  century,  the  alertest  and  the  weariest,  the 
most  brave  and  the  most  weak,  upon  the  final  frontier. 
To  dream,  but  to  Work.  That  was  the  watchword 
of  the  city,  as  it  offered  promises  as  golden  as  men  have 
ever  heard.  The  price:  toil,  brains,  and  gold -but 
chiefly  tofl-.  for  its  harsh  endeavours  and  cosUy  risks. 
And  the  toilers,  heavy-booted  men  clad  in  mackinaws, 
shuffling   unceasingly   along   those   streets   below   the 

dead-hne."  Seattle  battened  upon  them;  and  they, 
according  to  the  will  or  the  genius  in  them,  the  sinew 
in  the  back  of  each,  the  youth  in  his  soul,  fulfilled  or 
rejected  her  chimeras. 

Here  swarmed  a  floating  populace  such  as  no  other 
city  m  times  of  peace  ever  focussed  upon  its  streets. 
Gail  knew  them --the  outcasts  of  industry,  tie  peas- 
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ITeSjLl^^'*?*""'  "*"  ^^  '^^*^""'  ^«P«'  »«»  whose 

^  ♦r"  ^  ***  "J^"^  ^*  '^^  "ortiflcation.     He  knew, 
too,  the,,  god.  and  thei,  devU..  the  leaded  dice  and  fhe 

ttw  :???^*  *^*  ""-^^  «<J  flabby  c«atu".  o 
it  T   f^  e"b-hou,e.;  the  .trike-leader.  with  thin 
hljJ^A  '*'*^»»«»k«"  '^ith  thinner  heart.,  and  the 
haggard    comer-preacher,    of    an    efFortle..    Utopil 

^^  C%"oj"D7eat.^^^'^^^-  ---  — 
Along  Occidental  Avcnn.  the  dick  of  pool-bji.  i,. 

•«drf  acra,  the  enamel  cloth  of  .treet  boothi     A 

teeth  from  »  .tout,  brown-faced  man,  who  .pat  blood 
\  ,5^j''eepi.hly.  On  fte  next  corner  ,  .S 
jh«Ud.red,  bearded  Sla.  in  a  linen  du.ter  wa.  h^. 

"m,  Md  quotmg  tte  Hubaiyat  (a.  the  work  of  a  G^k 
poet)  Jdl  »  one  breath.     And  each  drab  ring  of  W- 

wrapped  m  murder,  a.  thanklcl,  a.  hi.  brother  quack 

ttaf  tte^'T  '  "5'"^  -  «-dope..     Yet  Gaflt  ^ 
that  the  tiiought.  of  an  thoee  un.haTen  face.,  under 

away.  He  might  be  blmd  to  the  remoter  end.  of  pio- 
»e«^ng  „  the  di.Unt  open.,  yet  he  d.„  had  felt  tt^ 
«o^  of  hunger,  «,d  thi.  wa.  hi,  old  haunt,  thee  men 
iZ  *"  'r^'"  '«"  fcoyJ"*'.  «nd  he  wa.  one  of 

^  tb.  M       ?  ..*     ^-  *  ''""  ™  ""^  gale-swept  ledge 
■n  the  blue  duulow  of  a  glacier.    Maybe  he  co5d  eaS 


M        THE   YOUNGEST  WORLD 

ft  grubrtake  there,  and  his  life  would  brighten  again, 
hitting  the  dim  trail  on  tome  (tampede  to  new  gold 
placers.  Another  doggedly  reckoned  the  wages  for 
hunber-jacks  that  were  stencilled  on  the  red  and  green 
placards  outside  the  manj  employment  offices,  which 
shaved  the  worth  of  human  fibre  to  the  odd  cent  Brawn 
was  lured  to  the  skids  in  fractions  ot  a  dime.  The 
number  of  quarts  of  beans  he  must  boil  a  day  chal- 
lenged any  cook  on  the  street,  and  if  his  fare  would  be 
paid  out  from  the  city  or  not. 

Evening  drew  on.  Across  the  Sound,  the  late  sun, 
nnkmg  behind  the  sharp  Olympic  peaks,  withdrew  his 
flu^  from  their  snowiields,  like  blood  fading  from  living 
flesh.  The  sky  darkened  under  the  pitchy  belching 
from  some  power  station,  the  benediction  of  Toil  upon 
her  multitude.  In  a  sudden  hush,  the  pavements  waxed 
resonant  with  the  »ft  of  feet.  High  on  the  hill  above, 
the  hj^t-ringed  dome  of  the  dty  hall  leaped  into  in- 
candescence. 

The  multitude.  It  began  to  overcome  him  that  these 
V  .ions  which  he  grasped  with  its  feelings,  saw  with  its 
eyes,  he  had  always  known  and  felt.  Yet  not  until  this 
moment,  as  he  heard  those  Salvation  Army  lassies  there 
on  the  comer  of  First  Avenue  chanting  about  their 
lithographed  hereafter,  had  his  heart  opened  upon  the 
multitude's  desires,  ready  to  tremble  at  the  pathos  of 
them,  to  kindle  with  its  hopes.  Sympathy  —  that  was 
no  word  for  it.  He  yearned  to  merge  hiiu^elf  with  the 
crowds,  to  endure  and  to  dream  as  an  atom  of  the  swarm. 

IT 

The  darkness  had  mcreased  the  turmoil  of  the  streets. 
A  gasolene  flare  hissed  over  a  tray  of  files  and  pocket- 
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kaivei.  under  the  t«mi.hed  bidl.  of  .  pawn-Aop.    X 
^•r  of  «>jg,  without  the  mu«c  hoKw^  ^ 

•  crutcA.  .houting.  Ag«n.t  the  daid-waU^^tS 
J^Z  V  *'"**"i**"«f  Wo-ite,  «  barker  pointed  to  the 
juu.ter  kne.  of  «  boycott  porter.  Whew  the  dentirt 
h^h^^*  pock-marked  phrenoIogi.t,  .J^outing  that 
he  had  been  ordained  a  Catholic  prie.t,  peddled  fate  in 
black  glove.  «,d  a  Prince  Albert  coat.  A  .treet^ 
g«h.t  aroee  on  the  atheist',  comer,  and  began  to  rar- 

Tt^rt  »".'^*' ^T*^^^^     «irankdemf^e«i.i 
*"»•*»"  wid  a  lanky  Dane  at  Gail».  side. 

.1  J'r^*"*"  *'"'!ff^  P*"*'  -hattering  the  brooding  aV 
cle.  of  hstener.,  which  instantly  contracted.  The  la^ 
quered  sheen  of  a  big  motor  car  swayed  along  «S 
dumped  ats  tailored  burdens  at  the  foJt  of  a  nlr^ 
mSr^  *t  t'^^  *"  thick-curtained  windows  inX 
Z  h„7'  w"""^-  ^"^  «'n«'»bered  the  number  of 
the  house,  but  a  new  name  was  painted  on  the  Uifhted 

tr'Z'Z     ^-er  had  such  a^lace  seemed  soS 

•  For  tcKlay  his  body  was  sacred.     It  was  year, 
.mce  he  had  felt  so  young,  so  fresh  in  spirit. 

And  not  a  woman  was  in  sight,  except  fhe  lean  Salya- 
tion  girls,  and  they  were  singing  in  Swedish,  a.  if  S^ 
wegians  alone  deserved,  or  needed,  saving.  Men 
evwywhere  and  only  men.  The  flavour  of  the  male  wTj 
-urfejtmg;  the  feel  of  his  latent  power  to  suMue  ^d 
populate,  appalling.     Woman  was  hidden  behind  fur- 

«InJf,l\*  ?*?^.*  ''^""*"'  ^^^«^^»«'  that  entered 
mens  talk  to  break  it  off  with  chuckles.  Thieves  and 
gamblers,  even,  thereabout  prized  their  spark  of  sex. 
Whatever  hope  or  aim  n  life,  however  diii  burned  on 
anyone  shonzon  in  his  present  purgatory  ^  however 
halting  Its  pursuit  — women  were  but  coloured  toys 
Man  expected  the  paint  on  them  to  be  poisonous.  ' 
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Why?     The  bodies  of  the  multitude,  as  weU,  were 
■acred  to  themselves. 

And  what  was  the  deeper  aim  of  each  man  about  him? 
Of  the  cooks,  lumber-jacks,  pickpockets  in  the  blaze  of 
these  feverish  streets?    And  uptown,  in  their  cushioned 
homes  and  leather-chaired  hotels,  no  less  of  the  railway 
Aladdins,  the  jowled  timber  and  salmon  kings ?     To  weld 
himself  into  these  surrounding  chains  of  Hfe,  as  he  had 
resolved  on  the  train,  he  must  read  the  purposes  and 
ends  of  many  men,  and  why  they  were  such  and  such. 
And  that  should  not  be  hard.    For  whoever  had  not  at- 
tamed  his  goal,  nursed  a  void  in  his  soul;  and  friend- 
ships were  the  bridges  cast  out  upon  voids.     And  if  any 
man  had  gained  his  desire,  he  would  bum  to  confide 
how. 

It  seemed  as  if  some  strength  outside  himself  faced 
him  tc  ward  new  aspirations.  It  was  as  though  a  de- 
tached mtelligence,  inherently  good,  had  begun  to  guide 
him;  Nature,  perhaps,  seeking  blindly  to  restore  his  de- 
fers of  her  own  making.  He  would  study  the  multi- 
tude, searching  all  men  for  the  brooding  thirsts,  the 
▼Olds  and  treasures  in  their  souls. 

His  mind  groped  from  this  fog  of  speculation,  with 
a  shy  sense  of  its  heightened  simplicity.  He  was  stand- 
mgin  front  of  the  big  plate  glass  of  a  dazzling  window 
filled  with  union  underwear.  Blue  placards  labeUed 
the  hmp,  whitish  suits  with  «  cut  **  prices.  Beside  him, 
with  hands  in  his  pockets,  was  a  red-haired,  freckled 
youth  m  a  plaid  mackinaw  twice  too  big  for  him  and  a 
skull  cap  too  small.  His  wide  brown  eyes  and  a  sharp 
chm  gave  him  a  buU-dog  kind  of  look,  but  the  two  deep 
lines  at  each  side  of  his  mouth  were  sad  and  shadowy. 
That  mother's  son,  also,  nursed  his  void. 
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AcroM  the  street,  «Fi«h  Dinner"  zigzagged  unon  a 
Jindow  u,  etter.  made  by  soap  remindS  S?il  Zt  he 
h^  not  eaten  since  breakfast.  In  there,  he  s^^n  a 
•tool  by  the  counter  over  his  oyster  fry,  grZZ  I 
thick  muir  of  cofFi^     n»4.»:j  •      ,      o'^"*P*"«  » 

{n«  iJi       *f      .?    '^  ^y  '"^  "  f^y  sweater,  and.  plunir- 
For  J«PPfaeM  your  hearts  to  stir, 

i?LJS  So  dS"  '°^  ''•'S*^  •'«  °«*  «»«  ''•7. 

i".":S"t  "A  .^ToSy!""'  ^  "•«- 

Ma^a  ~  fi'^T*^*  foreboding  about  the  boy  and 
Martha  restlessly  drew  him  up   to  the  street/    r! 

Of  men  tumbled  mto  the  street,  running  backwards  as 
they  reached  its  middle.     A  beer  Knftil    ^f     j°'  *" 
tlipi'i.  Iifloj       J         ,"*"'=•     •'*  oeer  bottle  whizzed  over 
tfteir  heads  and  crashed  on  the  asnhalf      tw       t 
e](MMl  in  ««  *i.    XI.  aspnait.     Pwo  pohcemen 

closed  m  on  the  throng,  and  a  Navy  bluejacket's  flal 

•iwt.    Then  Mloice,  di.per«d  j  the  «ulor  w Jked  ,w,y 
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between  the  two  patrolmen,  dogged  by  the  boy  in 
the  grey  sweater.  Lawlessness  on  the  last  frontier, 
that. 

But  it  was  then,  in  the  ensuing  hush,  as  the  drone  of 
the  renegade  priest  filled  the  street  again,  that  Gail  no- 
ticed  the  covered  buggy  with  the  big  bay  horse  in  front 
of  the  New  England  Hotel— "Beds  16,  25,  86  cts,»» 
on  its  dim-lit  sign.     It  struck  him  as  a  neat,  shiny  rig 
for  that  part  of  town.    An  old  man  in  thick  spectacles 
and  a  straw  hat  was  standing  at  the  kerb,  talking  ear- 
nestly to  the  driver.     His  hands  kept  trembling  as  he 
spoke.     Suddenly  he  backed  off,  turned,  and  hurried 
up  the  stairway  to  the  New  England's  office,  whose  lights 
shone  out  over  the  big  hardware  store  on  the  street  floor. 
A  whip  flecked  the  bav,  and  the  buggy  started  up  Occi- 
dental Avenue  to  the  blare  of  a  foot-gong  on  the  dash- 
board. 

A  remote  twinge  of  apprehension  stirred  Gail.  He 
found  himself  asking  a  beefy  man  at  his  side,  who  wai 
whistling  softly,  if  he  knew  who  owned  the  rig. 

*|  The  city  saw-bones,"— interjected  into  his  tune. 

«  The's  always  dames  suiciding  in  them  temperance 
dumps." 

A  doctor!  He  might  need  one.  What  were  white 
sore  throats? 

"  Where's  his  office?    Pve  got  a  sick  friend." 
"  Ought  to  be  in  the  city  hafl,  eh?    But  she'll  be 
closed  now." 

Yet  what  use,  until  he  knew  the  address?  He  would 
get  a  doctor  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  .  .  . 

At  eleven  o'clock,  GaJl  stood  at  an  uptown  comer, 
far  from  the  Yesler  Way.  Here  was  the  centre  of  Se- 
attle's less  sordid  night  life,  where,  unlike  the  Mascot, 
one  might  encounter  the  pioneers  who  had  built  the 
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town,  with  their  wivei^r  women,  the  ilk  of  Nick  Pel- 
cher  and  Wilbur  Amolf^  the  idd.  to7hI  ilerJ^l 
tude  in  shoepacka  and  mackinaws  must  seU  their  vigour 
«nd  mortgage  their  dreams.  *^ 

Again  he  .lipped  below  the  sidewalk.    He  shook  dice 

^1m*  r  S     **  ^  '^«*'  *'*""*«•    H«  lo-t  «d  paid 

dered  a  seidel  of  beer,  as  the  wWt^robed  female  orch^ 

tra  struck  up  on  their  dais  under  artificial  pahns. 

-f       ™  ?"^'  *°d  «oon  the  rhythmic  fiddling  of  the 

filled  wi«»  cotton-wool.     Out  the  window,  the  blazing 
sign  of  the  place,  which  he  had  not  noticed  before 
slowly  branded  itself  upon  hi.  sleepy  eyes,  above  a  W 

t^Tr'"';    ?'  '"^  '''  "«"^  «»»*  he  had  hear^ 
Berhn  Caf^"    The  smoky  haze  reeked  of  the  sala- 

Tu^^rouJ  ht"""  "^^  ""'  '^  ""'^^  *°  *^«  '^'  0^  hi. 
The  clock  over  the  bar  pdnted  at  twelve  minute,  lo 

inidnight.     Gaa  paid  his  biU,  and  hurried  out  into  the 

cloudy  night  with  a  recreant  duhiess  in  his  heart 

n 
Minker's  windows  defied  the  darkness  of  Kke  Street 

But  mside,  the  stony  sheen  of  the  long  tables  fiUed  an 
empty  expanse.  A  couple  of  girls  without  apron, 
dozed  on  a  bench  in  the  rear.     A  Ute,  ominou.  .Lee 

«r  1^  ^'^^^  coffee-heater.  GaU  feft  th»t  busi- 
^  M^  -uspended,  awaiting  hi.  »*««.  And 
»»•  door  m  one  of  the  long  waff,  opened.  A  lank, 
mm  youBc  man  with  dose-cropped  hair  jericed  out, 
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and  approached  a»  if  Gail  had  been  expected.     He  had 
bad  teeth. 

You  the  gentleman  who  inquired  for  Miss  Thaln 
this  afternoon?  "  he  asked.  His  pinkish  face  flushed, 
and  he  turned  his  head  away.  «  Well,  we  had  a  'phone 
message  from  down  there  early  tonight  —  perhaps 
you've  heard?  "  he  hesitated.  Gail  stared  blankly  pe^i 
him.  "It  was  the  proprietor  called  up,  but  we 
didn't  know  where  you'd  gone—"  the  voice  broke  oiF, 
hushed. 

"What  place?"  asked  Gail,  huskily.  "Proprietor 
of  what?"  *^ 

All  the  fibres  in  his  body  tightened;  his  heart 
drummed  against  his  ribs.  The  night  manager  kept  his 
head  bowed,  reticently. 

"Proprietor  of  the  hotel  where  she  lived,  I  gues8,»» 
he  said.  «  Asked  us  if  we  knew  whether  she  had  any 
fnoids."  "^ 

"What  hotel?"  Gaa  heard  his  own  voice,  as  if  a 
third  person  were  speaking. 

"Someone  was  sick,  and  the  city  doctor  had  been 
there." 

"No — no!    No  —  no!" 

The  albino  fumbled  in  the  breast  pocket  of  his  white 

jacket     « I  got  the  number  of  the  room  written  here 

«  i/'*'i"  ^V^^  ^""^^y*  ^"^^8  °"*  »  '^P  of  paper. 
"  The  New  England." 

ccT^r^f   it  — there  — I   saw   them?"  wavered   Gail. 

I  don't  remember.  .  .  .  No  — no!  .  .  ." 

He  felt  his  fingers,  cold  and  hard  as  steel,  close  on 

the  scrawl.     The  bright  convexity  of  the  coffee  tank 

cast  his  far«  back  at  him,  distorted  and  clayey.    He 

crumpled  the  paper  and  flung  it  on  the  floor. 

Then  reason,  or  what  seemed  Kke  reason,  broke  out 
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■>r  pity  for  hta  .^T  °"f  -"»  ""  •'  •%  hope 
"IfV^pbg'JC^f/^^^^^-™'  G«a  found  hi^ 
di«.ke  burner,  u,  the  .Zf  t^J  Wuene..  of  the  grid- 
ting  in  an  open  trollevMfSn  ^*"  '"•'  •"  ""  "it- 

-cre^;r  ^r  Th*~  tio„i!"'.r"  "^  *- 

lodging  people,  „  Mirlhf  C^  ""7  "cker,  and  the 
Anger  for  the  d^lajSoant*'"''  "'"  ^^■ 
l«..ble  hour.  cr„;Sr^bl"'i^""^:  ^'"""*'  "" 
of  the  electric  diadem  on  *h.  a  *   ,     ^^^  *^»« 

the  hm  to  the  left  *«th.g  p:.f  r.tLt  -'''■  """  "^ 
off  noir  and  then  bv  -  tin  I,„ij°  """«»•  ™' 

•ther  city  ,ong  ag^finrt^S      'Sht  'het^/  "^ 
glow  out.     Then  it  was  ^Jl    ;  '''^*'*»  "«  ^^^^  seen  it 
flick  of  a  .witch  ^t^^iS^"'  i*'  'r;*.*"  *""  ^^ 
»«  through  dark  and  empjy  .tr«^  '  ^  ™  T^J 
•pun  a  nioi.t  shaft  nf  ..J-         J         "•    ^n  arc  light 

"Phait.  Agattt;r£r  S:rdeti"«""  •■■*»' 

flavour  of  the  van,-«»,o^  j  aead-hne.     A  queer 

moisture  whe^tt^'fc*  ^Tft "  ^V^"  "' 
of  the  New  England".  ilSLfS  •''  '  ™'  *=  '"*'" 
.elf  up  the  .teepTdr. tTttXT  ""'  '''"  ''™- 

The  old  man',  mop  of  ^„  l!"?™"  """• 
•  dogeared  regiJ^^iTj^^'f"^  '»"  ""  hent  over 
««ht  of  a  .ingCdle  ^^t^'ZVZZZ'f  '"' 

^[ough  thi,.  to*"™  i:?':„.'^f  C.^.,^ Joo^ed  up 
»t^  rims  on  his  nose.  ^'"""s^J  at  Gail  over  the 
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"  Hello?  *'  he  said  timidlj,  dropping  his  pen.  **  You 
after  my  report?    I'm  making  it.'» 

As  in  a  feverish  dream,  Gail  scarcely  heard  him. 
Unconscious  of  the  flow  of  his  words,  Gail  questioned, 
entreated  the  fellow. 

His  watery,  flint-grey  eyes  softened.  His  lips 
twitched.     He  coughed  asthmaticaUy. 

"Yes,  I  guess  that's  them,"  he  conceded.  "I  ex- 
pected someone  like  you  after  the  examiner.  I'd  rung 
up  Minker's.     You  the  husband  and  father?  " 

"Yes.  .  .  .  He's  mine."  Gail's  voice  swelled  with 
pride  and  triumph. 

"  But  the  mother  jra'n't  your  wife  though?  "  he  asked 
shrewdly,  tilting  his  straw  hat  to  one  side.  "You 
can't  tell  me  she  was  married.  She  hadn't  no  wedding 
ring." 

Gail  could  not  answer.  Iron  bands  pressed  across 
his  bosom.     He  stood  there,  shaking,  his  face  aflame. 

"  Well,  she  was  no  bad  woman.  She  never  give  us 
any  trouble,"  the  man  maundered  on.  **  Not  the  kind 
the  po-lice  is  running  out  of  the  best  hotels.  She  slaved 
her  arms  down  to  the  Ixme  after  quitting  Minker's,  get- 
ting up  at  daylight  to  scrub  out  saloons.  She  was  go- 
ing to  leave  the  kid  with  my  cdd  woman.  We*d  sort  of 
got  attached  to  him." 

Gail  clutched  the  little  window  silL 

"  Young  man,  you  ought  to  ha»  done  your  best  by 
her,"  he  wheezed  on,  with  a  sudden  sternness.  "  Still, 
folks  like  me  can't  afford  a  judgment." 

«  Choke  it  off—"  Gafl  gasped. 

Two  hot  wires  were  burning  under  his  eyes.  He  did 
not  know  that  they  were  tears  until  they  dropped  be- 
side the  register.  The  old  man  looked  at  him  critically 
a  moment,  and  then,  reaching  into  a  tin  letter-b<HC,  pro. 
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He 


n 


Aiced  a  blue  bandanna,  and  shoved  it  toward  Gafl. 
did  not  notice  it. 

.  •ll^i*''/?*'"  *"  P"*^  "P  ^  ^*  fi"t  of  the  month; 
said  the  feUaw,  reassuringly. 

•1^^\"  ?«  — ^«««'?  For  God»s  sake  teU  me!»» 
cned  Gad,  at  last  subduing  the  heart-sapping  conflict 
of  his  despair  and  faith. 

"Suffer— ?»  blazed  Gail. 

"Hey  ? »  He  turned  his  head  away.  Then,  as  if 
moved  by  a  saving  idea,  he  said,  urgently,  "You  want 
to  go  up  to  the  room,  mightn't  you?  " 

I* Go.  ...  Do  I?     .  .  Good  God!  .  .  ,  Come  on!" 

Lr  ^l  ^\^?  candlestick,  emerged  from  the 

r    fl^u  ':T^'       ^°^  ^  ^°"'*  «^»'8«  yo«  nothing," 
he  added,  « if  you'll  settle  a  small  biU  fost."  * 

He  led  the  way  down  the  murky  corridor.     Thev 

chmbed  one  sagging  back  steirway  after  another.     The 

man  paused  now  and  then  to  warn  laconicaUy  about 

turns  and  steps.     Gail  stumbled  on  behind,  speechless 

rcrirnd"^*  *'  r^  *^  ^^^  ^^  »>^--  ^  sTi^^ng: 

•end  odour  met  his  nostrils,  but  meant  nothing  to  him! 

High  up  under  the  roof,  the  old  man  paused  before  a 

door  covered  with  blistered  brown  paint.     He  raised 

whid,  he  quickly  pushed  open  -  into  darkness. 

In  here,"  he  said,  walking  across  the  room.  A  win- 
Si!''- "1  '^r  ?"  *^*  •^^'P  Pi*^^  °^  »  roof,  dimly 
visible  in  the  starhght.     The  candle  shrank  to  a  blue 

pomt.    PI*ced  on  the  table,  it  shone  again. 


If! 
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GaU  sUred  into  the  room,  rooted  to  the  threshold. 
A  tremulous  acid  wave  was  rising  through  all  his  limbs, 
piercing  his  diaphragm.  Far  off,  in  the  back  of  his 
head,  as  if  a  blow  had  struck  it,  arose  a  singing,  like  a 
field  of  croaking  frogs. 

"  It's  empty,"  he  stammered,  hoarsely.  «  You  don*t 
mean  — ?  "     The  words  were  in  falsetto. 

"  They  had  to  clean  out  everything  tonight  to  fumi- 
gate. But  I  put  on  clean  bedding,  in  case  the  house 
WM  crowded."  The  voice  wavered  remote  in  the  gloom. 
They  only  had  the  stuff  on  her  back,  and  what  litUe 
tnick  belonged  to  the  youngster.  We  had  to  bum  'em 
all."  ) 

Gail  felt  his  knees  collapsing.  But  he  had  no  sense 
of  sorrow,  felt  no  stab  of  pain.  Tears  were  as  far  from 
his  eyes  as  laughter.  He  was  mad,  with  a  destructive 
fury,  as  if  he  had  seen  his  boy  kiUed  before  him;  but 
powerless  to  stir    '  e  smallest  muscle. 

The  man  approached  him,  leaving  the  candle  on  the 
table.  As  he  crossed  the  door-siU,  passing  out  into  the 
hall  again,  he  cringed;  but  it  was  not  untU  Gail's  own 
arms  feU  weakly  before  him,  that  he  knew  how  he  had 
raised  his  hands  with  rigid  fingers  as  though  to  grip  the 
feUow  by  the  throat.  ^ 

"Lemme  go.     You  don't  act  like  no  sane  father," 

5!"1*?^„H*     "  I  ^'°  l««'-y  of  you  all  along.     So  about 
that  bill  I  mentioned  — ** 

"Bill?"  echoed  Gail. 

"Yes,  bill.  If  you  sleep  here  tonight,  you  got  to  let 
me  have  a  sum  on  account.  The  old  lady  knows  jest 
^at  It  cost,  but  she's  tired  out  nursing  them,  and  in 
^.  I'll  give  you  a  receipt,  if  you'll  come  downstairs." 
He  spoke  insistently  from  their  direction.     "J  tbink 
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the  charge  wm  ten  dollars,  but  it  was  the  cheapest  one 
we  could  contract  for  to  accommodate  them  both '» 
"The  doctor—?** 

"No.    The  coffin  to  lay  them  out  in,  when  they're 

done  at  the  morgue.    It  come  about  three  hours  ago.»» 

Gad  npped  out  a  ten  dollar  bill.    It  crackled  as  if 

rZ!"^  55f  •  .  "*  '^*  *  ^•"°«»  hand  close  on  it 
What  did  they  die  of? »»  moaned  Gail. 

"Diphtheria,"  came  the  voice,  mingling  with   the 
clump  of  descending  footsteps.    «  What  did  you  think 
so  sudden,  that  they'd  have  to  bum  brimstone  fer?  .  . 
And  you  look  out  for  that  candle." 

With  a  quick  wave  of  muscular  strength  Gail 
plunged  mto  the  room  and  hurled  the  door  closed.  Its 
slam  shook  the  whole  house.  In  the  return  of  his 
senses,  a  running  fire  had  burst  out  in  his  brain.  As 
from  a  great  distance,  he  sighted  the  Gail  Thain  of 
glorious  resolutions  and  a  new  life;  of  his  yearning  to 

i^rTfi"  nf ''''/^*^  ^  '^'"*"  "^^  ^^  •"'«''°«  human- 
ity of  Uie  City  of  Dreams;  saw  himself  a  shadowy  crea- 
ture with  lus  head  bowed  before  a  vast  pageant  of 
painted  cardboard  and  tarnished  gilt.  He  beheld  the 
trail  of  his  bodily  immortality,  which  that  noon  had 
reached  endlessly  into  the  future,  swept  by  a  conflagra- 
tion, black  and  charred.  ^ 

.n^'^^Tfj'^^  ^^  ""^^  *"^  P*"'^*^'  open  MP8»  diz- 
zily about  the  mean  room.     Not  a  token,  not  a  sign  or 

vestige  of  them.  There  were  only  the  clammy  sheets 
on  he  iron  bedstead,  the  bare  waUs  grey  with  mildewed 
whitewash,  the  brc  en  table  covered  with  a  towel,  the 
httle  distorting  mirror,  the  basin  and  its  thin  sliver 
°ulT         '°*^*  *^^  ^*^*'  ^*'°*  ''^^^^S  odour  of  the 
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Re  M^  upon  the  bed    He  buried  hi.  head  in  bit 
h*ndf.    Hm  bodj  relaxed  and  •  chill  «rept  him.    He 

rrfmquiAedtheflghttoholdinhi.wuL  Heburrtinto 
aoi  tean  of  anguish. 

Mn^^AJI^^r'Sl!:^^^,***''^  That  poor  .park  of 
SeJ^^?"^^  deathleM-hi.  boj^had  Sered 
there.  Hei  Had  he  not  left  the  fainteet  aroma,  the 
thmne.t  ta.te  ?  A  fierce  animal  craving  Mized  Oafl  to 
draw  back  within  him.elf,  through  hi.  pore.,  into  hi. 
blood  mMb.  that  e^aped  and  yani.hed  .hadow  of  hi. 
own  exirtence.  .  ,  , 
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A  niTMMH  K^t  fflmed  the  dirty  windoir.    Gafl  — 

.T.«ttf  r/r^:?.*^  ""*^"  ^"»«  "^-  -  the  .tee; 
He  had  fought  off  the  sleep  which  he  had  laoted  into  • 

teU     Thp  ,       /  P\'""  «hau.tion,  he  told  him- 
He  trjL  ♦  ~:./*J^?^*  *««  «P«»  *«  old  suffering. 

He  ^  ^^?  ""'^  ''•'P^  **^*^  ^  dawned. 

wt'^ei::^rard"j^^^^^^^^ 

al  L^t?^!.^  *''*''  "'^*'»"'  ^°°«^y  th«"»  nor  sick 
•t  heart.     He  had  watched  the  sweU  suck  and  sway  ^e 

kelp  upon  gaunt  rocks.     He  had  felt  that  he  wL^f^' 

.cheS^wTSl^-    "^'l  "P"«^*  "P°-  *h«  ^-     H; 
•ched  with  drowsiness,  but  not  unta  now,  he  was  sure 

had  he  been  fullv  awako     Tk«  «  7«       .  » 

loss  M«A,-W  v  ^  «  .,      ®  ^*"*»  '»U  pain  of  hit 

toss  assailed  him.     He  quailed;  yet  bore  it.     Somehow. 
«uatily,  could  it  be  dulling  his  soul?  ' 

He  stole  out  of  the  room,  down  the  twisting  stairway 

tne  little  office  wmdow,  shrinking  from  siirht  of  the 
specUcled  ghoul  who  had  thought  him  cX.    ITifn 
.ummomng  courage,  he  st^e  past  with  head  er^! 

49 
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The  giMS  WM  lowered,  but  he  difcerned  behind  it  a 
Urge,  red-faced  woniM  — the  that  had  cared  for  the 
boy  and  bought  the  coiBn,  likely  — her  forehead  alio 
mantled  with  grey  hair  in  untidy  witpi.  But  he  had 
no  impulM  to  ipeak  with  or  thank  her.  He  had  paid 
CMh  for  her  last  kindness.  He  loathed  the  very  walls 
ftpout  him. 

Death  to  Gail,  as  to  so  many  whom  Hfe  has  failed, 
was  but  resignation,  relief,  a  material  nothing.  He  had 
no  heart  to  see  his  boy's  or  Martha's  body.  Even  the 
thought  of  them  under  the  unctuous  palms  and  dra- 
peries of  an  undertaker's,  or  in  a  morgue,  revolted  him. 
AJways  m  the  face  of  defeat,  he  knew  that  Martha  would 
haunt  his  dreams;  but  in  his  sentiment  could  be  no  mor- 
bidness. Only  the  living  and  their  thirsts  mattered 
now  for  him.  What  else  could  avafl  anyone  who  faced 
the  ngour  and  the  ventures  of  the  Youngest  World? 

He  emerged  on  the  familiar  street,  in  the  early  morn- 
ing stir  of  the  multitude.  He  washed  in  the  lavatory 
of  a  saloon  on  the  comer,  and  ate  chopped  beef  and 
onions  at  the  nearest  coffee  stand. 

But  from  all  the  wreck,  his  aspiration  to  study  the 
S  •»\^«ids"in-heart  of  his  feUow-men  survived. 
He  would  build  his  future  upon  doing  this.  It  was  to 
be  a  faith,  the  compensation  for  his  chagrin  and  an- 
guish. And  Its  guiding  force  was  that  power  in  Na- 
ture, ever  making  toward  the  good,  which  the  throngs 
here  below  the  dead-line  had  revealed.  A  nobleness 
and  glonous  responsibility  lay  in  the  mere  state  of  beinir 
ahve.  Gail  felt  that  he  had  sunk  into  the  darkest  pit 
beneath  the  house  of  life,  and  that  henceforward  L 
struggle  must  be  upward. 

He  was  free !     He  was  without  the  smaUest  tie  in  the 
WQxAoi  blood  or  love.     Without  his  boy,  no  reason  re- 
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mto  a  mounting  flame.  ^       '"» 

He  wat  ready  to  foUoir  the  slightest  impulse      I„  hJ. 


on  the  dock,  by  the  cool  gloia  „f  the  harbour     A  Um 

marked  the  bhwk  wooden  hulL  the  ereafv  LZ^      a 
rfovenly  upper  body  of  .  .i^U.f^^^Tj 

SwlhJr-"'"''""'  "  *"'  '^  •»"<"  •  %  ^ 

^^f ;:.^^XdVf h^ ;^  rL^&tt- 

^ti  *  ^7Z"^  °'"  *^'  •'^^P'^  ^^'^'^'^J  hatcl,.     Another 
wli?  ^P**  *°  ^^""^^^  "t^I  r^as  on  high      Thev 

»=«  lorKs.     Gazmg  at  the  unseaworthy  hu^  with  her 
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Bections  of  unpainted  raU  and  life-boat  davits  miuing, 
Gail  wondered  in  what  honest  port  she  had  been  con- 
demned, only  to  be  floated  to  Seattle,  bought  by  the 
mushroom  company  that  poured  cement  over  her  leaky 
plates,  patched  her  rusty  boilers,  bribed  the  local  in- 
spectors, and  launched  her  in  the  golden  northern 
trade. 

Then  in  the  basin  between  him  and  the  Seward,  a  new 
sound  arose.  Steam  began  to  bubble  from  a  little  house 
on  a  raft,  where  a  pile-driver  undertook  to  whack  a 
new  trunk  of  fir,  replacing  one  gnawed  by  teredoes  in 
the  wharf  he  sat  on.  Close  by,  a  stumpy,  vigorous  man 
was  hauling  on  a  wire  cable.  He  threw  it  around  a 
stenchion,  and  once  having  it  fast,  grunted,  all  but 
tumbling  backward  upon  Gail. 

I*  Bless  ye,  man,  I  never  seen  ye! "  he  exclaimed,  re- 
gaining his  balance  and  mopping  his  wide  brow  with  a 
grimy  bandanna.   ■ 

His  hair  grew  thin  and  frizzled  on  a  round,  bullet 
head.  He  was  not  young,  but  his  lined  face  did  not 
look  old,  although  he  had  the  bowed  aspect  of  a  man 
whose  lifetime  had  been  weighted  and  consumed  with 
bodily  labour.  As  he  Ungered  in  his  oily  brown  over- 
alls, a  freshness  in  the  curve  of  his  mouth,  in  the  gleam 
of  his  clear,  pale  eyes,  gave  to  his  panting  dejection  an 
air  of  strength  and  valour  dissipated  by  some  defect  of 
will. 

He  contemplated  Gail  with  a  directness  bound  to 
break  into  speech. 

"As  a  labouring  man,  I  ask  ye,»»  he  broke  out  ear- 
nestly, in  a  slight  brogue.  «  What  work  can  I  get  less 
ha»8h  than  this?  It»s  just  a-wearing  of  me  out.  I  be»n 
at  the  likes  of  it  thirty  years,  only  a-helping  others, 
douig  the  dog's  part  of  each  job,  in  ev'ry  state  acrost 
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thb  continent,  since  I  landed  in  Halifax.  What's  to 
be  the  end  of  it?  Vm  no  farther  on,  no  better  off,  than 
whin  I  begun.    What  am  I  a-Iiving  for,  son?  ** 

Gail  was  stirred  by  the  vehemence  with  which  the  man 
confronted  his  own  problems.  But  he  had  never  reck- 
oned upon  having  to  give  counsel  He  had  thought 
himself  the  party  to  question  thus.  A  diffidence  beset 
him.  He  could  not  reply,  and  the  Irishman  went  on, 
tremulously: 

**  I  come  to  the  Coast  for  the  better  wage»  and  living 
it  offered.  And  I  find  it's  harder  for  a  man  to  shift 
here.  The  Unions  is  ha'sher.  Yer  sized  up  and  kicked 
aside  quicker.  The  su]  intindints  eye  yer  worth 
crooler.  Ye  got  to  be  younger,  smarter,  an»  take  bigger 
gambles."  His  eyes  drooped.  «*  And  this  country  all 
makes  a  man  more  resless.** 

**What  sort  of  work—?*'  floundered  Gafl,  self- 
absorbed. 

"  AU  I  ask  is  bread,  bread,  sir! »»  He  threw  out  his 
arms.  «  And  a  qui't  place  to  rest  my  bones  in  whin 
Vm  old." 

Gail  murmured  something  about  an  Indian  reserva- 
tion being  lately  thrown  open  to  settlement;  about  tak- 
ing up  a  homestead. 

The  fellow  laughed  mockingly.  «»Tis  a  lie  whin 
they  say  any  free  lands  is  left.  I've  scoured  all  this 
western  country,  and  if  the*  was,  what  show  'ud  I  have? 
Hundreds  in  line,  for  days  and  nights,  ahead  of  me  at 
the  land  office,  and  it,  fixed  by  the  capitalists  to  get 
them  the  rich  sections  and  us  diunks  of  lavey  desert. 
That's  frontier  living  nowadays.  That's  consarvatioii 
for  the  public.  All  this  new  country's  owned  by  them 
big  guns.  An'  our  job  is  to  sweat  out  our  souls  with 
pick  or  plough,  shapin'  it  for  comforts  for  hawgs  to 
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«now  m."    He  jabbed  .  fhge,  at  the  .teua-flecked 
.kywraper,  of  the  city.     "Hive  ye  never  Znti^r 

S^ »"    '^'^   ""    ""^   """»»*    <W    .«d 
Gaa  nwMed,  feelmjjyj  whfle  m  the  pau«e  the  atte.t- 

vHT    IT?    TT  '■"  ""'™'"«  »"•■•'•  ">d  grimy 

tte  part  evenmg  for  the  feverid,  .treet  croX'^  yi^  1 

Sel^A"""  "  i":""'''  -"  '™i'  '"  '"*.  exotic* 
the  wUe  the  roof  of  it.  life  ,„d  opulcce  deca/ed. 

"rmT^l       I  "''""^t-  •yther,"  added  the  other. 

.L  T^  TT  '*°°''  °I»"tor.  u,d  tide-land  dealer,  ha, 
.nd  W  take  „ore  th«,  thin,,  and  make  .  cleane"  ^t^ 

"How  about  Alaska,"  he  aslre^T   «/«-  -  - 
{^.-pM  "««».»,    lie  asKea,      for  a  new  coun- 

**Ah,  there's   the  land.  bov»»»    rpi,^   .         ,    , 

«llgoI>bIedupyelbythemthm,t,.butwinbe.    Me«(f 
I  wa.  t^n'  «  outfit  to  St.  Michael',  on  the  n.7ll.l 

me.       He  ,hook  hu  head,  dolefully.     "There  — Pv. 
told  ye  what  I  am."  he  ended.     -  And'if.  been  1  cur. 
■»«•    Tm  too  much  a  wand'ring  man.    Tn  alvan 
wanted  to  ,ee  and  know  the  thin/that  «n'i  pro^^ 

thing,  m  the  men  along  the  trail,."  ~™uii 
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"d  true,  >o  wwerf,,]  „/!  °''*™^™«-    T^»  w  warm 

your  thiiw'Tit'irc^r-''*  *^  ■'  '^'  "^^ 

hood!  .  .  .  "°'™'**"  •  •  •  Be.idetl.eg„,l„ffaft^ 

the  more  perplexed,  Gafl  asked  himself.  WeTfV  ^( 
titudes*  infinite  aim«  ]««.  •  i  ""'*"/  "'ere  the  mul- 
W«.  the  outL^!  i;'h  T     *r  ?=  '■•d  "-"ived? 
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"Fm  going  to  Alaska"  blurted  Gail.  «That»s 
where  I*m  bound!*'  ^ 

**  Takin'  a  chanat  in  that  boneyard  hulk  yonder?  It 
*V'l  be  Uifer  to  retk  the  plains  with  crazy  Sioux  in  the 
old-time  prairie  schooners,  than  on  one  o'  them  Alasky 
liners.** 

Gail's  hand  had  wandered  to  his  pocket,  and  touched 
the  remaining  ten  dollar  bill.  That  would  not  pay  his 
fare  to  the  North.  He  shook  his  head,  piqu^  by  the 
conceit  of  his  sudden  whim. 

**  And  ye  oughtn't  to  go  there,"  continued  the  Irish- 
man. **  To  a  land  like  Alasky,  without  yer  heart's  in 
the  trip,  and  ye've  long  dreamed  on  it." 

**  Heart !  '*  echoed  Gail,  impulsively.  **  I  guess  mine 
is  dead.** 

The  fellow  took  an  estimating  step  backward;  then, 
returning,  he  proffered  gently: 

•*  A  turr'ble  thing  the  heart  is,  ain't  it,  sir?  Seems 
like  she  must  be  in  everything  we  do,  not  to  fail"  He 
cou^ed  with  a  deliberate  unction ;  and  averted  though 
Gail's  eyes  and  senses  were,  he  was  aware  that  the  man 
had  altered  his  mood. 

**  But  the  heart,  eh  — ?  *»  repeated  he.  «*  The  heart 
cant  feed  us.  You  must  'a*  been  in  love  or  mar- 
ried.** 

**I  was — both,"  Grail  answered,  yet  bh'nd  to  the 
other's  design.  "But  they  weren*t  the  same.  If 
you*ve  never  been  in  love,  nor  all  at  once  a  father  — " 
his  voice  caught. 

"I?  The  Ukes  o»  me?»»  chuckled  the  Irishman. 
*•  Pve  fed  enough  on  sorrows,  but  they*ve  never  had  the 
taste  o*  sdid  grub.** 

Gail  felt  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  He  wrenched  him- 
self away  with  a  quick  shame,  reaction  to  his  confession ; 
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and  then,  instantly,  .uspidon.  So:  the  man's  easy 
.ympathy,  hxB  guise  as  wanderer  and  dreamer,  was  but 
the  mvidious  greiwe  on  an  itching  pahn.    Fooled,  at 

Tl»r  fw  i  ***,^**  ""^°«  "*" '  B"t  Gail  subdued 
a  flare  of  his  old  callousness,  to  find  himself  without  the 
least  resentment  or  cynical  disgust;  and  the  Irishman'. 

dM  tri  n  '°  ^"  ^"*  "*"^»  "*^*  Gail  sure  that  he 
did  the  fellow  an  injustice. 

m 

i^daC  .  •'^"'^•.  "  Jo  keep  a-goin',  and  a-workin% 
and  a-wandenn»,  and  a-leamin'.  Jest  holdin'  the  breath 
m  our  mouUis  and  the  fog  o'  death  outen  our  throats^-' 
moved  h^'*t  "i°'*\*"  *^^  ^'•^^^y'  *•  i^  Po^"fuDy 

r:tiiiy.^"^'*'  ''^^  ^^'^ "'  *^«  «-*^-  Yei: 

«  Who  was  he?  "  invited  Gafl,  eagerly.  «  An  Iridi 
hero  out  of  some  myth? "  e     j         ««  xrwa 

The  other  stiffened  and  scrutinised  him.  «  Ye  don't 
knowo'Wm?  WeU,  well!  Then  I  ^Tss  ye  ahi't  nl 
Irishman  "  he  added  with  an  astonishrr^^^  ,  t"  if  In 
his  confidences  had  been  based  on  such  an'^sLp  on ; 

pSl^rive^  "^'  '^  "*"^  "'^"«  «ff  ^-''^  ti;; 

evrs^He^rH^r>'r.  '*"^  *^"^'  ^t^  twinkUng 
eyes.     He  fumbled  m  his  pocket,  and  as  the  wastre? 

htevr.^"^"""^  *^"^'*  '^'  '^  <^°""  ^^  «to 
head  bowed,  and  too  overcome  to  mumble  more  than  I 
perfunctory  thanks,  the  while  he  folded  the  note  kto  • 
mmute  oblong     Then   escaping  again  up  the  pi"   ht 

^  whv  '•  7"*^  '^/r  ""^^"^  ^°  *^»t  floaUng 
coffin,  why  ain't  ye  packed  yer  duffie  and  stuff  aboard 
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her  now?»»— and  dimbed  down  a  Httle  ladder  to  hii 
raft 

«Rorj  o'  the  Head,"  muttered  Gafl,  grasping  from 
the  very  sound  of  the  name,  in  the  intensity  and  spirit 
of  his  fnend,  however  insincere,  what  sort  of  a  phantom, 
of  a  symbol  for  his  own  future,  Rory  might  be. 

And  often  in  the  months  to  come,  thought  of  that 
name  would  vividly  recaU  this  moment  and  its  scene: 
The  heat  shimmering  over  the  city  in  this  brief  season 
of  dust  and  sunlight;  the  growl  of  steam-shovels  eat- 
ing mto  her  steep  hills;  the  tarry  coal-smoke  poised  in 
thm  scarf-like  layers  over  the  chill  greyness  of  the 
Sound;   the   pile-driver   pausing,   rattling,   thudding; 
striking  dock-hands  with  felt  hats  over  their  faces  ly- 
ing asleep  in  the  sun ;  the  patter  of  hammers  aboard  the 
loading  Seward,  building  corrals  for  steers  and  sheep 
to  feed  the  mysterious  North.     And  through  the  haze 
yonder,  snow  in  the  fantastic  crests  of  the  Olympic 
peaks,  like  some  malleable  white  metal;  behind  which  — 
the  hidden  horizon,  the  ocean,  and  unimaginably  far. 
ever  the  magic  North. 

Go  to  Alaska.  Why  not?  But  again  the  jingle  in 
his  pocket,  just  sixty-three  cents,  brought  a  blear 
smile  to  Gail's  face.  StiU,  he  might  find  work  aboard 
the  steamer,  as  a  deck-hand  or  waiter.  He  had  never 
seen  the  ocean.  All  at  once  his  temerity  took  on  the 
aspect  of  a  providence.  He  was  filled  with  an  immense 
loathmg  for  the  dty.  To-day  the  very  might  of  its 
destiny  oppressed  him.  It  was  the  City  of  Dreams, 
but  Its  dream  was  vain.  Its  wealth  was  satanic;  its 
labour  slavery.  Rising  giantess  that  Seattle  was,  her 
joung  sinews  were  wasting,  in  the  decimation  of  for- 
ests, salmon  —  sons.     She  bought  brawn  and  youth  like 
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over  mere  She  fiUed  strong  heads  and  hearts  with 
the  lure  of  the  ijolden  tun^a,  and  sold  them  adXra^lS 

fhouV/";^/^'f  «^.  ^•™^"-  The  old  shoSde"^ 
shoulder  spint  of  pioneering  was  dead.  His  wandeT 
wg  fnend  had  been  riirht  T»,p«.  «  «w  wander- 
slaves  where  «]1  iTJ^  *  u  -  ^  ''®'®  masters  and 
Diaves  wnere  all  had  once  been  fixrhter*      Tk^  u     j     # 

BaU  couU  not  remember  having  ever  before  .o  felt 
the  mjnrt,^  of  ^^^  tow.rf*„y.„  but  Cif 

the  grinding  ^^  ^^  *''  "^'^  "«>-* 
Yet  fre.h  horde,  kept  «ming  w.rtw«d,  to  toU  «,d 
S.  J^  ""*«■«»  to  •"'"'•«  "d  win  from  heaHle.. 
tt'^L^  "l-^d-ble.  if  heroic  ,o  more.  And  J 
the  Oty  of  Dream,  wa.  a  fool',  paradi.e,  mu.t  there 

.t«r    l„~I,  '  "^  "P"?.  «'««"  »  order  to  ,ell 
«^n..  ™f.th.m^'^T,„fS'in"^2f??;rZ 

&rero?dj::it*'t.'.f  *'  "-^  ■"  '"'^'>  <>' 

* .       °*J®V-     Simple,  savage,  it  micht  bare  the 
wisdom  m  men's  hearts  nr  h/»  *».«  ?•     j         .      .  ® 

thirsts.  kingdom  of  primordial 

Gail  thrilled  to  the  ache  of  a  sudden  yeaminir     Wh^ 
that  morning  he  had  been  in  Alaska  in"^  rS-tmr^^' 
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A  whittle  mped  through  the  lualigfat.  The  pile- 
driver,  the  winchei,  the  harsh  Toices  of  deck-hands  died 
away.  Noon.  And  then  a  hoarie  tremolo  from  the 
funnel  across  the  basin  warned  that  the  Sewari  was 
sailing. 

GaU  was  running  up  the  dock.     He  dodged  through 
the  clutter  of  trucks,  into  the  red  wharf-house.     Bearded 
men  in  long  miners'  boots,  lean,  shaven  faces  with  far- 
gazing  eyes,  backs  bowed  under  dunnage  bags,  streamed 
on  with  him.     All  around  against  the  walls  were  pfled 
bags  of  flour,  rolls  of  tar  roofing,  crates  of  hardware, 
onions,  condensed  milk.     And  over  each  heap  stencilled 
signs  bore  remote,  aUuring  names:    Hiuliuk,  Tyonek. 
Androfski,  Chigmit.     At  the  foot  of  the  ship's  gang- 
way,  a  pinched-face  little  man  in  a  uniform  was  talk- 
mg  to  two  flashy  women,  who  laughed  with  an  exag^ 
gerated  shriUness.     He  wore  a  soiled  and  coUarless 
boded  shirt,  and  «  steward  »  was  lettered  on  his  cap. 
Gail  spoke,  and  drew  him  aside.     The  steward  lis- 
tened impatiently,  chewing  a  tooth-pick. 

"  Waiter?    You  mean  you  want  to  be  a  flunky,"  he 
snapped,  spitting.     «  D'you  belong  to  the  Union?  " 
Gail  hesitated  that  he  did  not. 
"Then  I  can't  take  you.     The  Union  holds  us  up 
on  this  coast  to  employ  aU  their  bums  and  dope-fiends. 
Two  of  my  force  are  up  on  Railroad  Avenue  drunk 
now.       But  he  seemed  to  thaw  with  the  confidence. 
You  got  an  outfit?    Must  have  a  white  jacket.     And 
inind,  I  m  only  taking  a  chance  on  your  decent  looks," 
he  reversed  himself,  aggressively.     "I  guess  I  can  fit 
you  out.     So  hustle  now!" 
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Not  to  give  him  time  to  change  his  mind,  Gafl  pushed 
away  to  the  deck,  through  the  crowd  filing  ashore 
He  walked  aft  to  the  rudder-post,  and  sat  oLZZ 
lifebuoy  by  a  pfle  of  poUto  sacks.    Whole  drippi^^ 

head.  Beside  hm,,  a  taU  gaunt  youth  with  leatheA 
cheeks  specked  by  moles,  and  in  a  white  jacket,  rt^ 
roUing  wheat-paper  cigarettes,  but  throwing  each  Iw 

^«ci:/:rG'f'-.?*  '^p*  -ttering^to  him::s 

^d  then  the  voices  calling  good-byes  all  around  re 
ceded  far  away  within  GaiPs  ears. 

"  Shake  a  leg,  old  girl !  -  exclaimed  the  pale  youth. 
inirSim    «*'""^*^^«""^*^-     Upitwashurry- 

tiZ  brJi  \  "n'^^r  ^'^^^^'   »»«Ie.     She  wore  a 
tight  brown,  tailored  jacket  with  a  martin-skin  fast- 

Tt^'  Z'^^'n  \!'  "^'^'^  ^^*^"'  *  *«!"«  h«t  with 
•  flowmg  blue  veil,  which  was  lifted. 

^^^l"?^/*^  ""^  °"  ^  '***'  '°'  <»»  "aching  the 
deck  she  had  stopped  abruptly,  and  was  gazing  toward 
him.     Her  eyes  penetrated  him,  and  as  he  returned  the 

with  a  pecuhar.  dehberate  brightness. 
the^rel^oT*;  l?"  t^  T'  ^"^"^^  ^""^'^^^  unwelcomely 
fine  head,  as  if  he  had  been  mistaken  for  a  friend   the 
gr   vanished  into  the  chattering  crowd  along  I  rS 
But  more  than  an  image  of  her  remained  fix5  in  Gail  • 
roITr""*  *^'^  *  tangibnity.     She  reminded  him  of 
sometiung-~some     animal -ah! -a     cougar,      the 
mount^  hon;  yet  she  had  none  of  its  cat-lik^fUlt 

thought,   Martha;  what  Martha  might  have  become 
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if  stimulated  by  comforts  and  aiPecUon;  and  yet  more 
restleu,  alert,  stronger  and  higher-strung. 

*i.^i?^  ^^.  ,?'*~°  ^''^  '^^  ^'^  «"«ht  his  eye,  had 
thnlled  quickly  to  hi.  reading  of  her.  An  hour  ago. 
he  woiJd  have  taken  oath  that  no  woman  could  have  so 
•roused  hun.  But  that  tawny  fire  in  her  eyes,  piercing 
hun  so  wisely!  It  mingled  alike  solicitude,  .elf-con- 
fidence,  and  then  repudiaUon.  ...  She  was  to  be 
aboard  this  ramshackle  hulk  with  him,  .he  a  pawenger, 
he  a  waiter.  More  than  hi.  male,  protective  in.tinct 
boldy  awoke,  but  only  that  an  ironic  mi.doubt  diould 
blur  the  dream.  .  .  . 

What  might  not  be  her  quert  in  the  North?  Women 
of  aU  wrt.,  espedaUy  from  Occidental  Avenue,  went  to 
Ala.ka.  She  had  avowedly  impre.wd  herself  upon  him. 
A  profe..ional  wile?  And  there  wa.  the  pallid  flunky', 
taunt  ...  '' 


The   .hort   blare,   .ounded   for  .hoving  off.    The 
Seward^s  .tern  wa.  swinging  into  the  .tream.     A  thick 
cable  flopped  off  into  the  water.    A  quickening  inti- 
macy loosed  itself  between  the  throng,   aboard  and 
ashore;  yet  few  Christian  names  echoed  in  the  fare- 
wells.    An  open-mouthed  tension  pervaded,  an  air  of 
imperwmal  hope  and  apprebmsion  for  destinies  in  a 
portentous  land.     An  indistinct  chorus  was  cast  from 
dock  to  ship,  from  ship  to  receding  dock,  a.  of  warning., 
confidences,  which  men  and  women  had  not  the  courage 
to  voice  before  this  twinge  of  wverance.     Gail',  pulses 
quickened,  deepened,  in  response  to  all  this  variety  and 
throb. 

A  heavay-built,  sleek  man  in  a  large  plaid  cap,  with 
ivory   charm,   and   a   bulky   watch-chain   acron   his 
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tlomw*,  elbowwl  •  way  to  the  iide.  He  hurled  a  .aw 
doEkr  to  •  Ay.  tired  little  wom«,  drewed  in  black  and 
•  bonnet  tnmmed  with  cherries.    « That*,  for  luck. 

Se  hSSoS  -tringwpiece  and  tumbled  into 

They  were  off.  Gafl  tingled  all  over  hi.  body  with 
•n  acute  .en.e  of  valour,  of  liberation,  ahno.t  of  happi- 
new.    Year,  .eemed  to  have  p  rieed  .ince  he  had  fol- 

,vC?^  !J"*"  **'  ^^^'^'-  Then  he  looked 
"board,  and  hi.  gare  fell  upon  the  line  of  high-booted, 
•et-eyed  men  pr«wd  to  the  rafl,  who  had  neithe^ 
■tirred  nor  spoken  during  all  the  parting. 
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tte  under  bunk.  "One  with  me  before  we  go  «boye. 
A  man  need*  the  brace  to  get  away  with  aU  the  hot  air 
you  Aear  m  that  smoking^ioom." 

upon  GaU'.  gnmy  blanket  from  below.    It  grasped  a 

the  hand  of  the  mole-marked  flunky  of  Gail»a  first  mo- 
mrat.  aboard  the  Seward.  His  name  was  Rex  Murkid. 
•nd  the  two  were  quartered  in  a  blind  ceU  off  the  for^ 
ward  freight  hold,  m  an  atmosphere  of  bilge  water  and 
musty  flour. 

Rex,  aged  nineteen,  had  served  two  years  for  theft 

^1^    /???  "^°"°  ■*^''°**^»  ''^»*'^  accounted  for  his 
habit  of  "  blowmg  his  burners »»  with  cocaine.    The 
boy  had  a  dramatic  ambition  to  save  a  woman's  life 
some  day  jn  a  shipwreck,  or  otherwise.     This  was  as 
far  as  GaU  could  read  his  only  friend  on  board.    Re- 
treating  to  their  bunks  each  evening,  after  washing 
dishes  m  the  steamy,  stale-food  odours  of  the  pantry! 
and  as  GaJ  smoked.  Rex  exalted  himself  with  the  drug! 
TTien  he  lapsed  from  his  grudge-bearing  outlook  upon 
life,  and  would  drift  into  the  inconclusive  talk  of  youth 
in  the  toils  of  such  a  vice,  telling  of  his  boyhood  as  a 
newsagent  lUong  the  Columbia  River.     At  work  with 
CxaU  m  the  dmmg-room,  he  stood  between  him  and  the 
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ZmIT?)'  u    ^•"•.  T^^  •^  *»*^«J  •".  ^nd  were 
^m  time.  «  day,  waiting  for  Rex  to  bocir   he  m-.  - 

^eMnJi*'^  »  P/tcher.).  .houting  coar..  stories  to 
^e  another,  vUifj^g  the  men  they  scrve<  ,  ..enn, 
•t  anj  virtue  in  the  women.  Then,  with  i\v  r-i  h  of 
pauenger.  below,  thej  plunged  to  work  wHh  .  :add.n 
l^^^Z'*  '*™?*^*^  •*  ^'  -erving-window,  sLoutin^ 

the  two  Ojineje  cook..  piHng  them  dexterously  on  theiV 
arm..  Thej  had  an  especial,  racial  grudge  against  the 
Chmamen,  a..umine  that  all  they  cooked  wa.  befouled, 
frl?*.'^  were  outcart  interloper,  who  took  the  bread 
from  the  mouth,  of  white  men. 

i^  Jr*^.  *^?  '°^  r*  ctentation.  The  oiBcer. 
^ored  their  msolence  when  passenger,  complained  of 
m«takes.  Afterward.,  they  ate  at  the  .aie  Ubles. 
parrymg  among  themselves  boasts  about  having  «in- 
tererts,  o^-g  claims  a„d  "propositions-  in  the 
North.  Gad  gaUiered  that  such  talk  was  only  a  mock- 
mg  parody  of  what  they  had  overheard  from  the  pas- 
•engers.  A  loose-lipped  young  giant  with  rat  teeth 
named  Pntchard,  who  had  been  an  engineer's  draughts- 
man  until  the  booze  enslaved  him.  led  at  this.  He  was 
tte  bos.  of  them  ^.  as  they  travefled  back  and  forth 

S^S^  «™  ^^  ^'  r*^  ^"'^"^  ''  ^"^'<>"-  ^'^ges  inflated 
l^.^\  Jhich  were  solicited  by  avid  gallantries 
and  accepted  roughly  as  tribute.  Their  sole  topics  of 
Benou.  talk  concerned  these  tips,  and  the  details  of  thdr 
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•ouses  in  port  at  the  end  of  each  run.    They  told  in 

i?!'?^",  ,"*r°^  ^''"'^*  ^'^'^  ^^7  h«J  returned 
aboard  drunk,  from  being  fired  by  the  abrupt  ittward, 
whose  boisterous  manner,  empty  though  it  was,  easily 
cowed  such  men  as  they.  Since  he  searched  their  du/- 
nage  for  whisky  before  going  to  sea,  they  would  men- 
tion the  amounts  they  could  swaDow  with  reminiscent 
unction  and  a  dry-lipped  anticipation. 

iu-?lV!u*^.**"  *^*  ""'^  •*'  *^*  "^^^^  *»W«.  where 
Mitchell,  the  stout  purser,  ate.     There  a  slim  Danish 

nurse  with  a  cowlicky  bang,  bound  for  the  Valdez  hos- 
pital, sat  next  the  rotund  man  who  had  thrown  the 
dollar  overboard  — a  railroad  "magnate"  named  El- 
gour.  Opposite  them  were  a  fresh-faced  young  butcher 
from  Butte,  going  North  on  an  ofl-well  deal  into  which 
he  had  sunk  his  savings,  and  a  depressed,  untidy  woman 
with  two  bttle  girls  dressed  in  red  flannel,  who  was  the 
wife  of  a  foreman  in  a  gold  quartz  mine  on  the  Kenai 
Femnsula. 

Although  this  was  the  fourth  day  out,  Gafl  had  not 
once  caught  sight  of  the  girl  in  the  blue  veil.  Pritch- 
ard  took  food  to  her  room  at  irregular  hours,  and 
while  he  insinuated  evil  in  aU  the  other  women  he  served. 

Th,"*  «n  J"  ^"T"*  *fu^''  "^'P*  "  ^  "  »**-"«^^  dame.- 
This  fiU^  Gail  with  a  vague  jealousy,  stimulated  his 
concern  for  her,  and  caused  Rex's  slur  on  seeing  her 
come  aboard  to  rankle  in  him  ever  more  deeply 


Gail  received  tiie  little  box  from  the  youth's  hand. 
Taking  a  pinch  of  the  powder,  he  leaned  forward  and 
scattered  it  between  his  mattress  and  the  bulkhead. 
Ihen  he  passed  him  back  the  drug,  saying,  "Pm 
gomg  easy  this  time.     That  last  dose  was  prrtty  stiff 
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tcr  a  man  not  used  to  it."  He  considered  that  by  thit 
deceit  he  avoided  wounding  Rex»s  generosity.  Admon- 
mon  for  the  habit  never  occurred  to  him. 

«  Tm  **  *^»  ^"rS?'    ^""'^  ''^  "**°"  «"*'"«»>"  "-M  Rex. 
1  *;  ;.  *  »yUaWe  of  ecstasy  mingled  with  the 

•ound  of  his  nose  snuffling  the  powder.     «  Come  on," 
he  cned  hghtly,  springing  from  the  bunk;  and  Gail 
foUowed,  groping  through  the  dank,  frdght-cluttered 
gloom,  to  the  dining-room  door.     "That  hound  Mit- 
chell can't  spot  us  to-night,"  said  the  boy,  as  they 
gained    the    sloppy    deck.     "He's    getting   his    daws 
tnmmed  by  that  rounder  from  Spokane,  up  in  her 
room.       The  purser  barred  flunkies  from  the  smoking- 
room,  but  they  defied  his  rule  by  sneaking  into  its 
•tuffy  warmth  aft  of  the  Social  HaU,  and  preterading 
to  sleep  on  one  of  the  hard  settees.    Rex  always  looked 
upon  this  as  a  stirring  episode. 

o/t."'^  ^^*  ^'^"  *^*  ^**^*^»  stupendous  alps  of  the 
St.  Eiias  range  across  the  Fairweather  Grounds  kept 
the  old  Seward  pitching  mercilessly  in  the  icy  fog  and 
dnzzle  of  the  North  Pacific,  racking  her  loose  seams, 
her  under-powered  machinery  groaning.  Gail  clutched 
along  the  rail,  and  reaching  the  Social  Hall  windows, 
peered  mside,  as  he  always  did  in  passing  them.  And 
now  he  caught  his  breath.  This  time  she  was  there! 
She  sat  m  a  loose,  plum-coloured  dress  at  a  card-taWe 
m  the  comer  by  the  piano,  playing  patience.  The 
Danish  nurse  lolled  beside  her,  holding  a  paper  novel 
but  watching  the  game.  ^ 

Gaa  shrank  from  the  pane,  but  he  could  not  stop 
gazing  at  her,  studying  her.  The  same  blue  veil 
swathed  her  bold  forehead  bent  over  the  cards.  He 
could  catch  the  gleam  in  her  tawny  eyes,  acute,  ad- 
venturous, contrasting  with  the  lax  and  petulant  gaze 
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Ey«i  o»t-b.«,l,  there.    Aint  you  ig?  »  ;h.„irf 
R«,lu.To«,™,„the«dbythertorm. 

guffawed  at  hw  elaborate,  childish  humour;  who  usuallv 

joom.     Pntchard  had  mentioned  his  business  in  Ala^f 
butfor  the  moment  Gail  could  not  recaU  it  ^ 

an^l*  "^  ^??  *°  *'^-     The  muscles  of  his  clean 
•ngular  jaw  tightened  and  quivered.     He  stoS  ther: 

P~.tr.trf  the  window,  rin^g  .ndl^g^'-  u" 
-«^.rt,.  who.e.„„e.    She  i^  flp^  ?..' 

Gaa  could  no  longer  contain  himself.     What  wpi* 

wWrr«j?^  T  '''"  ?^d«»«i»«  her ;  and  at  the  word 
he  let  th!  H  f  *  °"  *^'  out-pouring,  humid  draught 
he  let  the  door  bang  to.  chiUed  instinctively.  * 

Lamar.  .  .  .»    it  was  that. 
Where,  ages  gone,  had  he  heard  the  name?    Ah- 
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he  rtmembered.  In  his  mountain  cabin,  from  Ma<f«t 
Arnold.  One  of  her  Wilbur',  interert.  was  with  LamaT^ 
the  copper  king  up  North. 

Back  at  the  window,  the  man  had  gone.     The  nurse 
ILV,  '^•?i  «P*.°-'»°««»td  at  the  blue  Teil,  whfle  it. 
wearer    rtJl  gaily  laughing,  tucked  the   bottle   into 
her  shirt-waist.     Yet  Gail  felt  no  resentment,  but  only 
!?f^t°"^fu    *\\J^«^*-haired    feUow's    acquaintance 
with  her,  although  he  now  recalled  Pritchard's  remark 
about  him.     Once,  in  a  moment  of  the  shameful  honesty 
which  was  the  key  to  that  flunky's  hold  over  his  mates, 
he  had  observed:    «A  man  Kke  him  helps  out  this 
country  no  more  than  we  do."    But  she,  for  whom  now 
he  self-confessed  an  honest  and  exalted  love —  and 
Lamar,  who  typified  the  malign  forces  corrupting  the 
Youngest  World:    What  were  their  ties? 
Ploughing  aft,  Gaa  wrenched  open  the  smoking-room 

wLT"- \^.'^- ,  ^*  ^"«*^  ^^»^'  »»<»  *  pitch 

th./^-^Jf^^""''"^^™*'-     He  discerned  through 

in  .!  fi  ^''°  •'"'°^*  *^'  '^^  y«"»«  butcher  buriS 
m  an  aU-story  magazme,  the  8iwa.h  boy  returning  to 

unJf^  T  ^"^"^^  ^*^  •  ^^^  '»"  «'  .Igebra  but 
Z  1  '!i  •r'^"  *"P'  •"**  *"  *he  bearded,  booted 
men  whom  the  Seward's  send-oif  had  not  moved.  They 
were  not  prospectors  at  aD,  but  had  contracted  to  wield 

Exi^V   "ir^  ^'^^^'   ""'^'^'^   '°'   *e   summer. 
Except  for  the  four  others  who  played  «  solo  "  aU  day. 

It  wa.  a  gmzled,  dejected  company,  that  smoked  rank 

cigars  and  fostered  friendships  by  telling  scathing  anec- 

dote,  concemmg  aU  men  and  forces  who  blocked  the 

opulence   each   yearned   for.     Indeed,   but   one   .ure! 

retic«,t  of  the  solo  players,  named  Marks,  an  inky- 
haired  bemg  in  a  tan  leather  jacket,  who  if  drawn  into 
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any  discuMion,  sWly  donned  his  gold-rumned  gla..e. 
and  „gued  waih  a  rtudious,  logical,  wearisomfV 

At  the  moment,  a  hoUow^yed  youth  with  deeply  fur- 

lenuy.        Last  year  a  man  coming  to  Eyak  can't  imt 

Notong  »„„  Uum  five  d.n.«  .  day.  .nd  wh.*.  tWf 

It  cort.  you  three  ,t  a  hotel    Yoa  ain't  „od nbet- 

Z  fti?^  """"'•  •"  '"'"  "    He  awumed  it  a  c«« 

Z  ?  -TS  "*"■•  "  '""'*  *"  ^  »«"4«>d.  that  he 
»..  demed  tte  wage,  he  demanded.     He  .eemrf  mdy 

«»  r^uU  SL' "^  "^""^ '^  "•'°-""«' """-^ 
•t"^-""?""™//  **  •«"'^«-«X"  W"  to  keep  wage, 
returned.     The  worhng-man  eralled  himself,  yet  there 

ZuZ.'^^"'"^^  "J  awumption  that  tofl  wa,  of 
itKlf  degradmg,  a,  vindictiTe  .lorie,  of  opprewion  by 
«nptoyer.  .ignified.  They  were  reeled  Jl  oZ  Z 
wartng  money  m  "fool"  proporiUon.,  by  men  who 

£^  ttn-b -nd  tooh  along  tr«I.  in  a  .tarving  uj. 

Such  remmMcence,  led  to  di.pute.  regarding  the  per- 

^  ^I       ?  "  "operator. "-name.  weU-known  ^ 

tb™  Jl,  and  argument,  waxed  warm  with  an  acid  el? 

rTn  Z  -V  ""■"  *""  °'  e-eounter.  with  ^ 
«lJw'  ?^'*"!  !»«"»-="  i  of  Ae  p,..ion.  in- 
»d™g  manh«Kl  and  honour  that  filled  t?e  dramatte 
I«g"  of  romance,  that  Gail  had  read  about  AhuU, 
or  of  «lf...cr.«ce  in  hour,  of  freering  and  rtarratipn 
«.h  a.  n^.p.per.  related.     Mo.t  of'their  .tori«  S 

»»7«d  opo.  the  treachery  of  one',  employer  or  feUow- 
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worker,  or  his  failure  and  defeat  in  beinff  « stumped 
by  the  country.'* 

But  if  Kilgour  entered  the  smoking-room,  all  mili- 
tant talk  subsided.    He  was  treated  reverently,  with 
a  reserved  awe,  asked  hesitating  questions  about  his 
railway,  as  it  were  some  magical  undertaking  from 
which   hung   the   whole   future   of  Alaska.     However 
the  slavery  of  capital  was  viUfied  in  its  absence,  its 
imagmed  presence  inspired  an  envious  respect.     All 
hands  now  prophesied  a  fabulous  productivity  for  the 
land,  to  be  secured  by  men  standing  loyally  pledged 
to  one  another  in  its,  not  their  own,  interests.     But  Kil- 
gour  would    respond   with    no   more    than    far-away 
glances,  m  indefinite  promises;  and  Gail  would  wonder 
If  men  as  masses  were  not  always  hindered  from  reach- 
ing their  goals  by   the  complexity   of  their  desires. 
Could  It  be  that  only  he  who  stood  by  himself,  armed 
with  ruthless  passions,  fighting  for  unutterable  dreams, 
vai ffit  attain  his  guerdon? 

Most  of  tiiese  men  had  Uved  for  varying  periods  in 
the  mexorabie  Nortii,  which  he  had  dreamed  of  as 
mteipreting  tiie  trutii  in  human  hearts;  yet  tiie  voids 
in  theirs  were  dim,  discouraging  to  search  into,  unre- 
lieved by  the  buoyancy  or  valour  of  any  living  faith. 
Therefore  Gail's  sympathy  went  out  only  toward 
Kex,  in  his  hopeless  slavery,  and  he  thought  of  KU- 
goui^s  mother  in  rusty  bkck,  standing  there  smilinff 
on  the  dock.  " 


in 


The  four  who  played  solo,  however,  dominated  their 
feUow-passengers  chiefly  by  touching  more  lightly  upon 
the  burning  issues  of  the  North.  Their  attitude  was 
less  personal  and  morose,  their  humour  compelling  in 
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"PPMite  Mm  Mt  on  oM  man  named  Waitt,  with  a  wWt. 
with  hu  a.hj  skm  gave  him  a  gnomish  look     H.  ... -« 

fo'rt/  M    Q°   ^  ""  «»>«imption  Mramf    iL 
fouittj^    Bin    Sinr«k.    a    tigJiWinewed    giant    witt 

•moRed  a  clay  pipe  m  a  month  ao  sunken  between  oWn 

that  his  word  was  believed  that  he  had  been  « t^«f! 
jears  with  the  Southern  Pacific  «-  an  cZ\.  •  ^ 
the  frontier  whom  experience  h«i  elevat^  tf  Wh"J 
including  and  bejond  all  theory  ^''«^*" 

^.trpS^::^rr^^^^^ 

dotes      « Pniri'^ »»  _      ii     ,  r^illue      anec- 

«U  that  summer,  had  testified  ad  Ub.  Rust  now  t^k 
up  Pilkje's  fortunes  with  a  thousand-dollar  noti  a^d 
W  a  Mrs.  Wejmouth,  from  Cincinnat^rh^  du^^ 
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luin  m  a  pute  diamond  deal  But  he  had  craftily  left 
«i  the  same  steamer  with  her  when  .he  fled  from  Cape 
Nome.     It  was  wrecked  off  Cape  Sarycheff  in  the  Uni- 

n  w  "^L"^  ^*^«  ^•-  P^'«  «*ched  a  life- 
raft.  Mrs.  Wejmouth  hove  alongside,  on  a  Kfe-pre- 
•erver.  ...  * 

"  And  now  I'm  telling  you  that  ship  of  his  hadn't  no 
more  cement  m  her  bottom,  nor  rusted  baffle-plates  in 
her  boUers,  than  the  old  Seward  has  this  minute,"  he 
•firmed  with  a  sudden  seriousness,  timing  his  words  to 
f  nppmg  blast  of  the  storm  outside.  «« We  ain't  mak- 
mg  more  tiian  four  knots  an  hour  now.  Let  her  down 
to  two,  and  we'll  have  to  heave  to  and  wait,  to  save  coal 
for  them  brigands  that  run  this  company." 

"  ^/  life-preservers  under  tiie  bunks  is  nothing  more 
ttan  straw  and  saw-dust,  too,"  piped  up  Waitt,  plain- 
tivdy,  as  he  dealt  the  cards.  « I  cuts  into  one  last 
night.     Now  what  is   understood   to  be   tiie   speci.lc 

^"^^I  't^^"''^  ^"^  ^°"«*"  •"^'^dust  keep  a  man 
•float  ?  What  rake-off  did  the  inspector  get  for  pass- 
ing them  life-belts? "  *-  «       ur  pas. 

J!t^^  ^"Ll"  """"^^  ''^*°  someone'U  make  monkeys 
out  of  the  orf'cers  of  this  company.  Mebbe  put  'em 
to  honest  work,"  growled  Sinrock  dryly.  "Anyone's 
had  dealing  with  them  knows  how  mean  tiiey  are  !^ 
ugly  as  a  basket  o'  monkeys  stowed  tail-end  up.  That 
grasping  they'll  eat  restaurant  pie  and  tuck  away  the 
wooden  plates  in  their  jeans." 

old^funTht^'''''^°t**  Th«  long  pitches  of  the 
old   huU,   the  dense,   reeking  air   made  him   drowsy. 

sY^tchi  T  'r^^^  '*^""*  "^°-  ™<i«"  he 
T^lf^f  ^  *  ^f  r^"  ^'  *"  '^  ^^  ^^  discovered  it. 
^n  he  produced  from  his  pocket  a  piece  of  vitreous 
Wwk  rock  which  he  swore  was  pitchblende  «  from  a 
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Wg.  back  of  Ore"    But  i,  hud  nwer  hri  it  M«~i 
^  y..r  h.  w„  b.u«I  North  to  ,„•«  iJ.  TcS; 

««««g  nreweed.     He  had  noted  that  while  staldnff  a 
«mle-high  chff  of  pumace-Btoiie  last   year     BuT  tt! 

■kdeton  bncks  they  u.e  in  .ky-scrapew. 

.«—     u  .J  J  .         °"''^ea  ft  dozen  voices.    But  all 

•nger  subsided  instantly,  as  the  fa«.  nt  ♦!.« 

bloomer)  tht^i»k  *u  i       ,  "  "  *"*  new-comer 

lYory  upon  his  waistcoat.     It  was  Mr.  Kilgour. 

in.  X'  ^"yr  ^""*  «"*  ^«  "fl-'I'ots,  rout- 
Mg  ftll  feebng  of  homage.     For  a  second's  hair^raisbir 

onj;)^/.^^:^^  ^^  ^'^  -^-  of  Rust,  ever 

,"?**  *^«  hound!  Hamstring  the  murderer  i" 
^mt'  *5'  ^™^-*  y-th  in  the  black  shirtTundeTtiio 
common  idea  that  Elgour  had  been  fired  at. 

A  stertorous  roar  vibrated  from  the  bowel,  of  the 
.tpilv  li  J"  thf  eaJming  drawl  of  Rex,  ri.i„; 

raw  dayhght  of  nine  o'clock  at  night—"  'Nother  boiler 
tube  blown  out,  I  bet  you.»» 

A  cloud  of  steam  raced  along  the  sUrboard  hmm 
&«ng  up  raucously  from   the^atet^ST^  f1^°' 

S'atin"t"r  ''"i.'^^-'" ''""  *^^  ^^^  H^; 

ei  Wed  against  the  smokmguroom  crew  in  the  tensioo 
voice'^X?  ^'*  «"'« --«»^  o'  itself  to  have  fou^ 
It TU.  ?ifT'  ''"'^  *  couple  of  stokers  appeared 
*t  a  door,  with  shirt,  open  on  the  grime  and  sweat  3 
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their  chesti,  g.q,i„g  for  air.  But  they  breathed  ft 
to  explain  .toHdly  that  three  tube.  had\u7.t  It.* 
cjpUin  came  kiting  down  from  the  bridgeTa  p^r 

oLrriTT'r^''"".  ^•'^^*    ""^^"^    S^o^^ing'th 
orfer  to  he  to  for  repair..    He  .poke  in  a  Nor.e  jlrgon 
that  broke  the  pa..enger.»  .trained  fear  of  ^Sr 

A  r.*^*"''  *."^  *^^"  •  »»""*  «'  intimate  talk. 
«/ «fV      "'°  ^"*^''^  speculating,  citing  the  mi«haD« 
.4l  tln^X  ^"If  •"^^J  *h«  '-e.  ?f  the  wome'n 
MiM   Lamar  "-a.   he    fancifully   thought   of  her 

Zt  mL"''**^"*  '"'  ^'^*  ^'  a'relation'.Mp1o'the 
copper  man  —  wa.  not  among  them.  The  mannish 
rounder  from  Spokane,  the  purser',  friend  fn  a 
red  plush  jacket,  flabby-cheek^  and  powdered  th! 
nune^uperintendent'.  .ife  .heltering  her'^Zf  cMd^^ 
and  the  Danish  nurse,  clu.tered  around  Mr    White- 

l^^tiktr'/"'!!^  «*'*--k-eyed,elderl^"hir2^lt 
mth  a  wooden  hand  enca.ed  in  a  glove,  gave  prophetic 

to  hiJ;  5;  ,7*1,     ""  ^'*"  ^'"""'   ^'  '^o"'*"   looked 
But  h.    f  L^t^  '*P"'*^  """"^  «""«>*««  of  -afety. 

foitairii^^^i:r^^^^^^      ^•-^!»^'  ^^ 

the  silent  Marks  l^u^'i  out^^.  '""  ''^^  »  ^'*-*' 
««.„i       r  1'**"  T'  * ''°«'' "  "'^^'J  Sinrock  in  the  ver- 

audience  had  vanished,  he  foUowed  aft.  * 

every  timber,  a.  her  nose  swung  up  against  the  blow! 
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He  heard  a  crash  and  rattle  of  duhet  in  the  pantry. 
The  drissle  lathed  and  stung  him  in  frigid,  qoiTfrinr 
sheets.  He  strug^ed  forward  to  see  how  the  steers 
and  sheep  were  faring  in  their  sheds  on  the  fo'eastk 
deck.  And  alone  down  there  in  the  shelter  of  the  cap- 
stan, squatted  the  swarthj  figure  of  an  Italian  who 
was  to  work  under  Sinrock,  playing  on  a  concertina 
some  jerky  tune  that  as  Gail  listened  conjured  a  sense 
of  sunlight  —  sunlight  in  these  erer-writhing,  gloomy 
waters! 

Soon  he  heard  a  smothered  voice  in  his  ear,  fdt  a 
touch  on  his  shoulder.  Turning,  he  met  the  dark-blue 
eyes  and  curly  hair  of  the  athletic  young  man,  his  tall 
figure  muffled  in  a  rubber  poncho. 

IV 

"HeUo.  Let's  talk  back  here,**  said  he,  lightly. 
**  Some  blow,  ehP    But  the  old  tub  stands  it" 

He  spoke  enjoyably,  drawing  Gail  into  the  lee  of 
the  pilotrhouse  stair.  They  stood  outside  <me  of  the 
stateroom  windows.  Its  glass  was  down,  but  the  lattice 
blind  was  up. 

"It's  hard  to  get  good  skippers,**  he  went  on. 
"Only  these  thick-headed  Sowegians'll  stand  the  life. 
Americans  that  know  the  coast  drink.  And  there*s 
not  room  enough  on  the  charts  to  put  in  all  the  rocks 
in  these  waters,  with  no  lich'-hou«es  at  all.**  He  stated 
this,  not  as  a  menace,  but  ma  diverting  problem. 

"  You*re  connected  with  the  Company?  **  Gail  ven- 
tured. 

"  Back  East  my  father*s  the  president  of  it,**  the 
other  laughed.  "But  I  pay  my  own  fare  on  these 
trips,**  he  added  with  a  thrust  of  his  narrow  chin. 

"Oh.** 
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Gail  WM  prompted  to  hold  him  reipontible  for  in- 
definite  injiutices,  yet  he  reasoiublj  could  not. 

u  rl^^  "^'^  •*^"''  "°**  **»««?  *•  ^  ^^^  on. 

They  don't  understand  me.     Robert  Snowden  is  my 

name."  "^ 

**Ye-es,»»  eonsidered  Gail,  and  then  murmured  his 
own  name.  «  But  I  like  them.  My  job  keeps  me  from 
any  real  acquaintance.** 

He  felt  a  freshness  wafted  into  his  mind,  dissipating 
memory  of  the  amoking-room's  corrosive  talk.  The 
man  spoke  with  a  kind  of  staccato  repression,  eamesUy, 

«.!Jl  *"«•***"*  *****  ^"^  j"*'*^^  *o  ^  English. 
They  haven*t  the  faintest  idea  why  I  like  to  climb 
mountams,**  exchumed  the  other,  with  a  winning  open- 

"Climb  mountains?**  Gail  grasped  the  fulness  of 
Pntchards  remark,  only  to  be  stumped  by  iU  weight. 
kiU^?***"*"  *^®  **  "  •  »P®'*»  don't  they?    And  get 

The  man  burst  into  his  boyish  laugh.  Sinewy 
wrmkles  struck  out  from  his  thin  mouth,  curved  upward 
across  the  quivering  muscles  of  his  hoUow  cheeks.*  Gail 
saw  that  Snowden  was  older  than  he,  yet  he  had  the 
snap  of  one  younger,  an  exuberance  as  if  he  had  never 
found  resistance  to  his  aims;  as  if  they  were  inherenUy 
vitalising.  A  deep,  quizzical  wrinkle  furrowed  the  deli- 
cate skm  of  his  forehead,  whether  he  laughed  or  not. 
His  jaw,  small  for  his  shining  teeth,  made  his  head 
wear  inadequate  and  fragile  for  his  strong  frame. 
The  azure  of  his  eyes  lurked  in  deep  sockets.  He  had 
a  nervous  magnetism. 

"Some  people  caU  it  a  sport.     But  it's  more  than  that 
Ta  i   T;  /'"   *"   enthusiast.**   he   said,   seriously. 

And  what  I  wanted  to  ask  you  was  this:    Are  you 
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contracted  to  go  back  on  this  boat?     Have  you  a  regu- 
lar job  with  my  old  man's  outfit?  " 

"No,"  answered  Gail,  further  puzzled  at  his  con- 
fidences. 

"  You  see,  I»m  bound  to  climb  Mt.  Lincoln.  No  one's 
ever  been  to  the  top.  A  virgin  peak  in  this  high  lati- 
tude. So  it's  tough.  And  nearly  20,000  feet  high. 
But  I  want  another  man.  A  packer  named  Jones, 
who  knows  the  country,  is  meeting  me  in  Valdez,  but  he's 
not  enough." 

The  invitation  was  clear  enough.  It  began  to  stir 
in  Gail  chaotic  thoughts,  of  life-reveaHng  adventure, 
mmgled  with  apprehensions  of  danger,  which  held  him 
dumb. 

«  That's  why  I  spoke  to  you,"  said  Snowden,  shyly 
for  the  first  time.  « I've  been  watching  you  these  days 
without  your  noticing  it.  You  looked  different  from 
the  others  on  board.  As  if  you  might  feel— things 
that  they  wouldn't.  And  I  thought  if  you  weren't  tied 
up —  though  I  know  I'm  taking  a  risk  — and  you'U 
want  to  know  my  terms  — "  he  hesitated.  «  Still,  in 
this  country  I've  always  had  to  trust  my  judgment.  A 
man  has  nothing  else  to  go  by.  And  it's  never  played 
me  false,  yet." 

His  straightforwardness  was  irresistible,  inspiring. 
He  knew  his  ambition  in  the  North.  Yet  for  what 
end?     Gail  felt  himself  in  some  way  challenged. 

"  Why  should  a  man  want  to  climb  mountains?  "  he 
asked,  hard-headedly. 

"  I  guess  for  the  same  reason  you  exert  yourself  at 
anything.  To  overcome  a  big  difficulty.  Maybe  be- 
cause people  have  laughed  at  me,  and  said  Lincoln  was 
unclimbable.  Even  my  father  doesn't  see  why.  But 
we'll  talk  about  all  that  on  the  trail." 
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He  seemed  ready  to  forgo  all  reserve.  His  as' ump- 
tion  that  they  were  going  together  raised  thrilling,  be- 
wildering images  before  Gail. 

"  Do  you  climb  for  the  sake  of  climbing?  "  he  asked 
eagerly,  mindful  of  the  Irishman  on  the  dock,  and  his 
goal  of  vagabondage. 

"Perhaps.  But  for  more  in  my  case."  Snowden 
paused,  reddening.  "The  silent  places  get  a  power 
over  you.  You  come  to  want  them  terribly,  to  dream 
of  nothing  else  when  you're  not  there.  Things  like  the 
crackling  of  a  glacier  in  the  moonlight.  The  wind 
smoothing  the  grass  in  a  new  valley." 

"  Yes  —  yes  — "  breathed  Gail,  his  mouth  wide.  He 
could  see  his  eyes  shining  in  the  wet  bulkhead  against 
which  Snowden,  whose  whitish  lids  contracted,  quiver- 
ing, leaned.     He  felt  that  a  heart  was  baring  itself. 

"The  rest  I  couldn't  talk  about  now,"  said  Snow- 
den, quietly. 

**  Things  like  that  might  get  a  hold  on  me,  too," 
Gail  said.  Not  the  envy  nor  bombast  of  the  smoking- 
room  had  blighted  the  North's  transcendent  spell  for 
him.     "  In  spite  of  this  crowd  aboard 
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They  don't  belong  to  the  country,  to  its  heart," 
said  Snowden,  with  pity.  "But  will  you  cMne  with 
me?  " 

"WiU  I?  You  bet  I  will!"  cried  GaU.  "And 
there'd  be  no  question  of  wages.  I'd  go  for  the  sake  — " 
Words  failed  him. 

"Hel-lo!"  exclaimed  Snowden,  laughing  again.  "I 
didn't  expect  that  in  this  country,  never." 

"  Tell  me  again.  Why  did  you  choose  me?  "  ureed 
Gail.  *^ 

"I  saw  you  had  the  physique,  and  perhaps  the 
nerve.    But  the  main  thing  is  enthusiasm,  and  that 
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comes  on  a  mountain,  if  a  man  can  feel  anything  acutely, 
and  is  honest  with  himself." 

"I  used  to  play  foot-ball,"  confessed  Gail.  "But 
I  guess  myself  is  the  only  person  I've  ever  been  too 
honest  with.  And  I've  never  had  enthusiasm,  except 
for  —  one  thing."  He  checked  himself,  feeUng  the  blood 
rush  to  his  face.  "I  notice  things  and  draw  conclu- 
sions too  fast,  but  I  don't  always  reason  straight.  And 
I've  got  on  without  being  sensitive  to  much  —  excent 
lately."  ^ 

The  customary  self-abasement  succeeded  his  stimu- 
lation. But  never  before  had  Gail  met  anyone  who 
.  could  so  draw  him  out  of  himself. 

"  I  can't  seem  to  fit  in  in  life,"  he  complained.  « I've 
never  been  able  to  get  on,  even  understand  folks  living 
there  around  the  Sound.  It's  one  reason  I'm  flunky- 
ing  here."  He  felt  guilty  at  so  secretive  a  paraphrase 
of  his  married  life.  «  The  other  is  that  I  want  to  be- 
gin all  over  again,  see  everything,  learn,  and  read- 
just—" 

"Ye-es,"  said  Snowden,  regarding  him  with  a 
thoughtful  intentness;  then,  alertly,  "All  right. 
You're  coming  with  me.  It's  a  couple  of  days  before 
we  get  in,  but  we  ought  to  sight  the  Cape  by  morning. 
Come  to  my  room  when  you  get  through  work  to-mor- 
row. We'll  have  a  lot  to  talk  over.  I'm  next  the 
captain's  cabin."     He  started  to  walk  away. 

"Hold  on  a  moment."  Gail  caught  him  by  the 
arm.  "I  saw  you  — talking  to  a  girl  in  the  Social 
Hall." 

Snowden's  blue  eyes  widened,  and  he  lf.ughed,  uncon- 
cerned. "I  never  noticed  her  till  yesterday,"  he  said. 
"She's  been  ill.    I  gave  her  some  stuff  for  seasick* 
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"  Oh,"  uttered  Gail,  relieved  at  the  impersonal  tone. 
..."  So  that  was  all." 

"We'd  got  talking  about  mountain-climbing,  too. 
She's  interested,  but  can't  understand,  either,"  he 
grinned.  "  Seems  less  forward  than  many  western 
women  you  meet  now.  And  yet  big-spirited,  able  to 
shift  for  herself.  Only  I  don't  like  the  crowd  she's  go- 
ing to  mix  with  in  Alaska,  led  by  a  friend  of  my  pater's. 
Lamar,  a  clever  beast." 

"She  can't  be  hjs  daughter — ?"  exclaimed  Gail 
avidly,  but  Snowden  had  turned  on  his  heel,  and  sprung 
up  the  ladder  to  the  deck  above. 

Yet  Gail  leaned  back  against  the  lattice,  purged 
of  all  doubts  and  misgivings,  unclouded  in  his  valorous 
anticipations  of  Mt.  Lincoln,  drawn  to  Bob  Snowden 
the  more  warmly  in  some  way  indefinable,  compelling. 

An  ashen  light  filled  the  darkness  all  around.  The 
ship's  bell  overhead  sounded  ten  o'clock,  but  in  that 
latitude  the  pulse  of  day  still  pervaded.  So  uncanny 
a  state  of  Nature  seemed  to  signalise  the  daring  fate 
to  which  he  had  given  himself. 

It  had  stopped  raining,  the  wind  was  flagging,  but 
the  swell  continued  to  boom  and  break  at  intervals, 
racking  the  weather  side  of  the  ship.  Gail  made  out 
against  the  wall  of  fog  close  by  a  flutter  of  small 
black  birds  alight  on  the  grey-green  ocean.  Then  he 
felt  a  rubbing  across  the  blade  of  one  shoulder.  T^e 
lattice  at  his  back  was  being  lowered.  Swinging  about, 
he  faced  a  pair  of  glittering  eyes  under  a  blue  veil,  and 
not  a  foot  from  his  own,  framed  in  a  dark  square. 

"Steam  serenade  over?"  she  whispered;  then  delib- 
erately, leaning  nearer,  so  that  he  felt  her  breath; 
«*  Oh,  it's  you.  .  .  ." 

♦•  Yes,  yes,"  gasped  Gail     "  At  last  • " 
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"The  man  I  noticed,  eh,  when  I  nearly  got  left  in 
Seattle?  "  she  smiled,  accepting,  yet  untouched  by,  his 
•motion. 

Dissipated  was  all  the  inquisitive  self-possession  he 
had  rehearsed  for  this  chosen  moment.  Gail  felt  him- 
self beset  by  those  unquellable  dim  yearnings  of  his 
college  days,  when  he  ventured  into  the  city  at  night. 
Thought  of  his  heroic  quest  with  Snowden  disintegrated 
as  if  it  had  been  a  mirage. 

"Mu)t  have  thought  you*d  seen  me  before?**  Fi- 
nally he  found  that  he  could  eye  her,  turn  the  table  of 
her  self-confidence.  «  That  I  was  acquainted  with  your 
folks?'* 

"  No  —  though  I  have  got  a  brother,"  she  instantly 
met  his  daring  intimacy.  "  But  you  looked  like  a  man 
that  had  been  described  to  me.  I  was  trying  hard  to 
find  him  once.     It  was  quite  sad.  .  .  ." 

Her  voice  fell,  throaty,  suppressed.  In  the  ghostly 
twilight,  Gail  saw  her  flush.  But  at  once  she  raised 
her  yellow  eyes  again,  as  if  searching  some  far  horizon ; 
eyes  so  frank  and  wise,  yet  innocent  and  honest,  with 
their  brooding  animal  depth  and  power. 

"Tve  been  ill,'*  she  broke  the  pause,  lightly. 
"  That's  why  I  didn't  explain  my  nerve  before.  Sea- 
sick. Absurd  in  a  woman  like  me,  isn't  it?  For  a  girl 
going  North  alone,  in  my  job  and  with  my  prospects,  to 
cave  in  that  way.  But  it's  my  only  weakness.  I  know 
I  can  stand  the  grind  of  the  trail,  all  right.  I  have," 
she  ended,  and  without  any  note  of  boasting. 

"Who  — are  you?"  hesitated  Gail,  abashed. 

"  Never  mind  yet.  But  I  thought  you  might  have 
come  to  me,"  she  reverted.  "  You  noticed  me  so,  too, 
and  on  a  trip  like  this  — "  she  broke  ofF,  laughing. 

"How  could  I?"     Gail  touched  his  white  jacket. 
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"  But  what'g  your  name?  "  she  put  in  suddenly.  «  I 
know  it's  not  the  custom  among  men  up  here  to  ask 
that.     But  I  am  a  woman." 

"  Thain  —  Thain  —"  he  said,  breathless,  struggling 
to  subdue  her  spell  over  him. 

She  started,  as  if  racking  her  memory;  then  her 
face  brightened,  but  she  shook  her  head. 

"Why  a  flunky?"  she  scrutinised  him.  "I  could 
bet  you  never  were  before.  But  it  seems  to  agree  with 
you." 

"I  had  to  do  something.  I  was  broke."  He  felt 
double  the  shame  in  this  half-explanation  that  he  had 
had  with  Snowden.     "  But  now  I've  got  a  better  job." 

"Mt.  Lincoln?" 

Taken  aback,  he  steadied  his  gaze  upon  her  breast. 
Long,  ringless  fingers  held  together  the  grey  kimono 
in  which,  without  appearing  aware  of  it,  she  shivered. 
Gail  had  a  sense  of  having  known  her  for  years.  Yet 
it  seemed  that  the  initiative  had  all  been  hers. 

"  You  heard  Suowden  and  me  talking,"  he  charged, 
despite  himself.     "  Everything  we  said." 

"  Yes.  And  I  want  to  ask  you  about  him.  Do  you 
think  he's  retHf  He's  so  insane  about  his  mountain- 
climbing.  But  he  interests  me.  I  wish  you'd  tell  me 
what  you  get  out  of  him,  his  ideas." 

"  Let  me  —  come  in,  then,"  broke  out  Gail,  excited. 
His  hand  shot  out,  involuntarily,  and  grasped  the  knob 
of  the  door. 

"  No,  no.  Not  now.  It's  locked.  No  use  to  try  it, 
Mr.  Thain."  But  neither  fear  nor  reproach  tinged  her 
voice.  .  .  .  "Lord,  I  envy  you,  tackling  that  peak," 
she  went  on,  with  an  expansive  sigh.  "  There's  a  thing 
I'd  like  to  do!  And  I  could.  I  know  it,"  she  ended, 
guilelessly.  .  .  .  "Only  I'm  tired  now.     But  come  up 
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here  tomorrow,  as  soon  as  ne  sight  land     Promue 
me.  .  .  ." 

She  slammed  up  the  lattice  in  his  face.  "Good 
night.  Now  go  away  —"  It  seemed  as  if  her  last  words 
came  through  the  blind  in  a  soft,  altered  tone. 

"Hold  on!*'  Gail  cried,  then   checked  himself  in 
cha^m.     He    stared    at    the    window.     Utter    silence 
withm.     Had  it  really  been  open  at  all?     Was  not 
the'T  meetmg  an  iUusion  of  the  wild  night  and  the  dazing 
motion  of  the  ship?     CoUecting  his  senses,  he  tiptoed 
down  the  deck,  in  keen  reproach  for  his  susceptibility; 
he  leaned  over  the  rail,  striving  to  regrasp  his  aspiring, 
intrepid  visions  aroused  by  the  untrodden  mountain. 
But    he    could    not.     Her    image    filled    him  — the 
velvety,  olive  skin,  the  long,  dark  lashes  and  trembling 
nostrils.     A  woman!     The  brave  simplicity,  the  free, 
out-door    air;    broad-minded,    self-confident,    candid, 
fearless.     And  at  times  in  her  keen  eyes  a  sloe-Uke  som- 
nolence; a  smouldering,  restrained  yet  shrewd,  dynamic 
passion.  ... 

Again  Gail  recollected  Rex's  insinuation,  Madge's 
cynical  flattery  of  the  women  of  the  Youngest  World. 
He  loathed  himself  for  his  initial  doubts.  Even  the 
gross  Pritchard  had  read  her  more  justly. 

With  a  sudden  impulse,  Gail  hurried  below  to  his 
freight-hold  and  Rex's  bunk.  He  seized  and  shook  the 
youth,  heavy  and  irritable  in  a  reaction  to  his  drug, 
into  wakefulness,  and  visited  his  slur  upon  him. 

"Eat  those  words!  You  take  that  back,"  Gail 
ordered,  "or  I'U  — cuff  you." 

« I  didn't  mean  nothing,  friend,"  the  boy  whimpered. 
Guess  I  mistook  her.     I  only  judged  by  the  crowd 
I  d  seen  her  with  in  Seattle.     But  I'll  save  her  life,  yet,' 
he  mumbled.  "^ 
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Gaa  dropped  him  in  disgust,  and  groped  back  to  the 
deck. 

All  at  once  the  fog  appeared  to  curdle  at  the  touch 

of  an  unearthly  light.     Away  North  in  mid-air,  a  spot 

in  the  encircling  pall  began  to   glow.     The   curtain 

parted.     As  in  a  vignette,  there  floated  behind  coUing 

wraiths   of  mist  clear,  crumpled  peaks;  all  soft  and 

white,  yet  angular.     Lucent  shadows  tricked  them  out 

into   things   of  ivory  and   opal.     Land!     Mountains! 

Dazzling  alps!     The  fog  sank  through  the  sea,  dyeing 

It  with  the  colour  of  copper  dust,  which  verged  into  a 

bright  azure  boundary  along  the  base  of  the  far  range. 

And  there,  out  of  a  haze  exhaled  from  the  twisting 

avenues   of  glaciers,  the   snows  lifted   tl.e'r  gigantic 

crests  into  a  heaven  pale  green  as  ice.     They  caught 

fire,  flamed  in  vermilion  sweeping  upward,  burning  into 

cloud. 

On  the  sea  a  whale  lifted  a  crimson  pennant  of  spray. 
Nearer,  the  puppy  head  of  a  seal  twitched  out  and 
vanished. 

When  Gail  looked  up  again,  the  sky  was  all  beaten 
gold.  But  the  peaks  stood  out  beneath,  hard,  remote, 
Jdimmished,  as  if  made  of  porcelain;  dull  rose;  then 
violet  — a  flinty  blue.  They  darkened  with  fast- 
streaming  clouds.  The  fog  curtain  intervened,  and  all 
was  gone ;  but  it  seemed  to  Gail  as  if  his  heart  had  soared 
away  into  the  glory  behind  there. 

«  The  North ! "  he  whispered. 

He  grew  aware  of  a  steady  tremor.     The  ship  was 
under  way  again.     Gail  stumbled  down  into  his  bunk. 


At  breakfast,  Mitchell  confided  to  the  romantic  hos- 
pital nurse  that  Cape  St.  Nicholas  had  been  sighted  at 
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dawn,  '^ail,  kept  at  work  until  the  dinner  dishes  were 
washed,  could  visit  neither  Snowden  nor  the  girl  till 
evening.  She  did  not  appear  in  the  dining-room,  but 
during  each  meal  the  man's  keen  eyes  foUowed  him  cease- 
lesslj. 

He  had  tossed,  sleepless,  all  night.     In  the  pantry's 
fumes  of  rancid  food  and  hot  soap,  the  bitter  maunder- 
ings  of  the  wizened  derelicts,  clattering  and  swabbing 
dishes,  took  on  an  unreality.     Figments  of  privation 
among  towering  snows  continued  to  struggle  in  Gail's 
brain  against  the  mad,  alluring  choice:    To  cancel  his 
promise  of  climbing  Mt.  Lincoln,  to  follow  her,  what- 
ever her  business,  wherever,  to  whomsoever,  she  was 
going.  .  .  .  Yet  — no!    Snowden    had   his   word;   to 
break  it  would  be  dishonourable.     Was  not  even  his 
love  that?     He  still  was  married.     And  had  he  not  in 
that  solemn  compact  with  himself,  on  which  he  had 
staked  his  future,  dedicated  his  heart  to  search  the  lives 
anti  hungers  of  all  men  throughout  the  North? 

When  at  last  he  breathed  the  chill  air  on  deck,  it 
was  deserted.     The  wind  had  dropped  flat,  and  the 
^ward  — without  whistling,  for  there  was  no  need  in 
these  untravelled  waters  —  was  pounding  along  through 
a  thick  fog  which  kept  shutting  in,  then  revealing  ma- 
gically, the  dense,  dripping  cedars  of  passing  islands. 
A  grey  headland,  like  a  titanic  bread-loaf,  treeless  and 
scarred  with  avalanches,  ringed  about  with  snowy  surf, 
penetrated  the  moist  gloom;  and  off  it,  a  sheer  pale- 
ashen  rock,  like  a  robed  and  headless  priest,  attuned 
the  subdued  and  menacing  thunder  from  a  wide  field 
of  foam-flecked  reef.     Then  beyond  all,  crinkled  and 
shimmering  through  the  drizzle,  as  if  distorted  behind 
thm  isinglass,  towered  the  ranges  of  yesterday,  drenched 
in  a  pinkish  glow,  beneath  a  faint  sulphurous  sky.    A 
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bo.^  bW  followed  the  .hip  „  c„„e,ved  wing,.     A  troop 
of  porpoue,  wheeled  off  into  the  ob-cur--*  ^ 

Should  he  go  «r.t  to  Snowden,  or  to  herf     Tk.  m., 

«wtJf:i,"'"""T°i''°'«'  '»■'  '"t  "cended    G* 
»aw  that  the  woman's  door  was  aiar     T«  o  ^  -a. 

•f  the  deck,  it  .wung  op.„  r/^t"- J"  ^e'p I'ei' i 
H  but  .g™  it  toehed  out,  .0  th.t  he  gra^d  th. 
knob.  She  inner  one;  and  the  next  moment  f<^nd  llmsdf 
.tepping  over  the  .ill,  into  the  .tateroo-n. 

That  la,t  plunge  g„t  action,"  .he  .aid  coolly,  with- 
out r,„,„g  her  eye.  from  a  .mall  red  leather  n/^-Zk 

HeZ  fTV-  v^""!  '"^  ™  «■«  P'"-'-  bench  o^o- 
rai.ed  and  cro..ed,  showing  .lim,  .trong  ankle,  above 

h1:«ncT?„:",\"'''    *'''•"     SheVint^    wUh 
Mr  pencil,  not  looking  up,  to  the  fool  of  the  bunk 

She  wore  Uie  tight,  plum-coloured  waist.     It  cle  low 
luMer''  ""'  ■■"  '°"«  '''  •""■'  -'  ''■■™"  "  he' 

ann^^edt^*:"'  """""'•  ^'■'  ''°"-"°«  "'  ""  >«"* 
"Where  are  we?"  .he  went  on,  .tffl  absorbed  in  her 
m«nora„d.  «  Whaf.  freight  at  two  bit,  a  pound  p^r 
hundrrf  mJes,  for  two  hundred  and  fifty?  That^,  all 
nght  for  flour -bulky  .tuff -but  you'd  think  we'd 
«ned  ftaT""*  °"  """"'"'«''"•     Oh,  but  Charley  oan- 

"■Z!^?T  ?"  '"''?■*  *°  ""  hay,"  Gaa  ,t.rted. 
1  here's  land  everywhere." 

"But  that  moaning  sound,"  she  said  briskly  swinir- 
mg  upnght  on  the  seat.  She  tossed  the  pLTZ 
Bmall  book  to  the  blankets  where  Gail  sat.    ^ 

Reefs,    perhaps.     I    just    saw    oi.3."    His    voice 
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sounded  uncertain  to  him.  On  a  chair,  with  orange 
peels  and  an  empty  coffee  cup,  he  saw  two  cigarette 
butts  in  the  tray. 

"What  do  you  know,  anyway?*'  she  asked  with  a 
hint  of  raillery,  and  reached  for  her  "  makes  **  by  the 
wash-bowl.  Deftly  she  rolled  a  cigarette.  "Tell  me 
about  yourself.  I  should  say  that  you  weren't  —  sen- 
timental. You  look  strong,  not  only  muscular."  She 
smiled,  invitingly. 

"My  strength  has  always  played  me  false,"  he 
evaded.     He  filled  his  pipe  roughly. 

"  Oh,  I  meant  —  character." 

"  That,  too.  I've  been  a  failure  at  everything.  .  .  . 
I  can't  tell  you  any  more.  Has  Snowden  said  anything 
about  me?" 

"We  discussed  you  this  mtomingl  He  said  that 
you  — "  she  paused,  "  reasoned  slowly.  Had  observed 
more  than  you  understood.     But  that  you'd  stick." 

"  I  haven't  yet,  at  any  job.  But  weren't  we  going 
to  talk  about  Snowden?" 

"  Yes,  but  aren't  we  more  interesting?  "  she  cast  a 
sidelong  glance  which  fired  him.     "  You  and  I?  " 

"I  see  meeuiings,  my  meanings  in  everjrthing,"  he 
withstood.  "But  I  don't  always  catch  other  people's 
right," —  significantly. 

She  leaned  forward,  staring,  with  a  quick  move  of 
irresolution.  "Do  you  always  talk  to  women  like 
this?"  she  asked,  puckering  her  lips  about  a  smoke- 
ring. 

"I  —  I've  never  talked  much  to  good  women." 
"  Yes,"  she  said  thoughtfully  at  length.     "  I  suppose 
I  am  a  good  woman.     Too  good,  as  they  go  down 
around  the  Sound.     One  reason  I've  never  had  the  show 
I  wanted  there,  and  came  up  here." 
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She,  also,  then,  baffled  by  circumitance  I    Gail'i  ejet 
brightened,  in  an  avid,  synipathetic  flood  of  curiosity 
which  yet  held  him  dumb. 

"You  see,  it's  hard  for  a  woman  in  this  short- 
sigted,  prodigal  country,"  she  went  on,  self-absorbed. 
Hard  to  see  the  right  ends,  the  big  ultimate  purposes, 
clearly.  You  get  tangled,  lost,  in  its  momentary 
crazes,  lUusions,  passions  —  mix  right  and  wrong,  the 
just  and  unjust."  She  stopped  short,  to  question  with 
vigour,  "  But  what's  that  to  do  with  us,  here  and  now? 
After  all,  a  woman's  chief  duty  is  to  yield." 

Her  voice  had  lowered.  She  sighed  dejectedly. 
She  leaned  further  toward  Gail,  elbows  on  her  knees, 
both  fists  clenched  beneath  her  chin,  eyes  fixed  on  the 
coarse  oilcloth  underfoot.  The  touch  of  her  breath,  the 
emanations  of  her  body  dazed  him.     He  felt  giddy. 

"What  do  we  care,  anyway?"  she  harked  back, 
throatily  now.  «  Gabriel  - 1  got  your  name  from  tfie 
steward.       Her  raised  look  swept  him,  irresistible. 

GaJ  leaped  to  his  feet.  Their  eyes  met,  hers  in  a 
visage  paler  than  he  could  have  conceived.  The  smooth 
skin  of  her  low  neck  crept  and  undulated  upon  its 
plump,  strong  cords.  She  tossed  back  her  veiling  hair 
The  penetration  of  her  yeUow  irises  was  dimmed  with 
moisture,  yet  their  gaze  scorched  him.  Gail  thrust  out 
his  anns;  but  instantly  they  drooped,  cowed  and 
numbed,  to  his  sides. 

For  one  black  instant  he  misjudged  her.  For  the 
length  of  one  insidious  breath,  he  had  misread  her  self- 
rehance,  her  high-striving  intensity.  And  in  the  next, 
loathing  himself,  it  was  she  who  shattered  the  foul  illu- 
sion. 

"Wrong —  wrong.  My  fault  — always  wrong!'* 
bhe  shook  her  drooping  head.     « The  heart:  on  the 
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sleeve.  .  .  .  But  you  wouldn't  be  a  man  if  you 
hadn't  stood  ready.  And  by  heaven,  I  do  lik6  you, 
even  though  you  thought  I  — "  Her  face  flooded  a  dire, 
dark  crimson.  "But  I  am  in  a  dreadful  fix."  Yet 
her  strong  mouth  quivered  with  the  ghost  of  a  chal- 
lenging laugh,  that  broke  the  inscrutable  knitting  of 
her  high  and  handsome  brows. 

Gail,  still  rigid,  caught  sight  of  his  face  in  the  mir- 
ror over  the  wash-bowl.  His  pearly  hair  was  touselled, 
his  eyes  reddened  as  if  he  were  intoxicated;  the  points 
of  his  high,  savage  cheek-bones  aflame;  the  outer  edges 
of  his  eyebrows  raised  satanically,  and  his  lip  doubled 
with  its  old  look  of  scorn. 

Was  it  all  fair  — in  a  good  woman  — to  dominate 
him  thus? 


Suddenly  the  ship  lurched  violently*.  The  raised 
lattice  of  the  window  fell  with  a  bang,  and  a  cold  whiff 
of  fog  rushed  in  over  them.  As  Gail  pulled  up  the 
blind,  there  broke  out  overhead  a  tramping  of  feet,  a 
murmur  of  voices,  all  aft  along  the  decks.  He  peered 
over  the  lattice.  Ten  yards  away  the  sea  ended  against 
a  wall  of  darkness. 

"The  fog's  thicker  than  ever,"  he  reported. 
"Every  one's  coming  on  deck.  Those  women'll  give 
that  prophet  a  good  time  yet." 

The  quip  renewed  her  flagging  cheer.  "  Sit  down," 
she  said. 

Gail  obeyed,  but  at  once  demanded : 
"Who's  the  Charley  you  just  mentioned? " 
"Lamar,"  she  answered,  laconically.     "You  know 
him?" 

You're  not—?"  he  began  with  a  sinking  sense. 


(( 
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ii'  ■  "  *If  ":■  ^"  """y  ■"»«'  ■>'  •»"•  A  biff  operator  '• 
»FiZ!y  -^/^^^y  Madg...  iaft*^S  ^a. 
up  W»*      "°'"'  °'  «^-''™«'  •«'  «me  towMit. 

Her  face  douded,  bat  ,he  continued  to  eve  him 
I'm  not  what?  "  she  asked.     «  Lamar's  not  mv  nam"' 

"iwri\*''!i  ™'"*  T^  "-'*'  y™  twnkr- 

j»:::^ip'r«a.^--..rcc 

they  have  called  me  'Mis,  Lamar.'    I  guess  U's« 

lure,  travelmg  rione  to  a  place  Iil=e  Alaska  on  her  first 
tnp,  a  name  hke  that  ought  to  save  her  from  «s,'d 
he°rLr  «7~,'"™«^'"'''-"    She  hesitat^nf^^g' 

^»d  ,t've"b'r'fr"ft';::^"rr™"*'' 

Seattle  from  Miehigan.-^t'rrSk^'^L^mrm  ; 

lessly!^  °"  ^'"' "  «°"«  *»-"  Gail  asked  «ck- 

"  No.     Not    marry    him,    just   yet,"    she    paused 
bendmg  her  head,  holding  Gail  breatUess.     He  felt  a 
u.o.sture  start  in  the  Hn.s  of  hi,  hands.     «  We're  onlv 
en^ged  to  be.  .  .  .  StiU,  I'm  not  sure.     Yon^e  n^ 
bc^  my  uncertainty_my  interest,  even  in  you." 

rJ°r/ii7""ci  '*"  ^""^^  '■"'•  «  niotionles,  silence. 
GailthnUed.     She  continued  fervidly 

went  North  two  months  ago.  He  wanted  to  marrv  me 
then  But  now  I  doubt.  ...  I'm  foUowing  iZ  to  t«t 
-7  love,  my  f«th  in  him.  in  hi.  work.  an*d^^o«s 


9S 


THE   YOUNGEST   WORLD 


I  want  to  see  him  in  action.  I  told  him  I  was  coming 
for  that.  *A11  right,  Clara,'  he  answered.  But  I 
could  tell  by  his  manner  he  didn't  want  me,  perhaps  was 
afraid."  She  paused  again.  .  .  .  **I  just  told  you 
that  between  the  principles  and  customs  of  this  western 
country,  and  its  strong  men,  how  hard  it  is  for  a  woman 
to  keep  her  head.  She's  like  to  fall  victim  to  the  both 
of  them.  But  so  far  I've  kept  my  place,  I  think;  my 
head  up  to  it,  a  grip  on  things.  I'm  sure  of  myself, 
with  any  man." 

She  raised  her  look  to  Gail's.  No  animal  gleam  fired 
her  pupils  now,  though  they  had  contracted  to  pin- 
points. Gail  felt  weak,  aware  that  the  beating  of  his 
heart  had  bec(»ne  exhausting. 

"But  I'm  going  to  help  Charles  Lamar,  just  the 
same,  at  our  townsite  there  on  Atna  River,  against  the 
men  from  Idaho  that  are  trying  to  grab  it.  That's 
only  loyal  to  the  man  you  love.  Yet  when  you  come 
down  to  it,  from  a  lot  I've  heard  since  he's  been  gone, 
Torlina's  the  rightful  stake  of  those  dry-farmers,  and 
Charley's  wrong  to  claim  it.  But  the  Copper  Trust, 
his  trust,  is  God  himself  to  him.  Still,  if  I  had  my 
way,  I'd  spend  my  life  doing  justice  to  men  like  them 
whom  it's  crowding  out  all  over  Alaska.  I'd  give  those 
Chyta  Company  boys  all  that  we've  jumped  of  theirs 
up  here.  They  were  on  the  ground  first,  and  they're 
the  land's  real  people,  the  kind  it  needs.  So  I'm  going 
to  Alaska  to  make  it  the  touchstone  —  of  my  love 
for  Charley,  of  my  ideas  and  his,  the  worth  of  us  both. 
And  yet  I  ould  never  go  against  him,"  she  ended 
abruptly.     "  I'm  a  woman.     He's  a  man,  too." 

"  Clara ! "  cried  Gail,  despite  himself,  again  spring- 
ing to  his  feet. 

A  hubbub  of  voices,  a  loud  scuffling,  came  frwn  just 
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Btant,  as  ,f  struck  a  blow.     She  seemed  to  heave,  to  rise 
and  pause  suspended;  then  to  gUde  on  with  a  smooth, 

Tu^  Zl  ^l,        ^  *?'.^  '^°"*'  «^"^«  ^'d«'«'  boomed 

Th^  f  J%  J^  *!"''**  '^""^  ^^^  ^'^^^^^     A  hand  rattled 
the  latch  of  the  stoteroom. 

Gail  sprang  to  the  lattice.     The  ship  heaved  and 
pitched  helplessly.    He  braced  himself  a  Astthf  door' 

IT^e  worT'.  V  '^  ^:  '"'1*  *"*^**^^'  P"««°'  ^^  best 
and  the  worst  of  his  nature  in  combat. 

"  They'll  come  again,  if  there's  any  danger."  said  the 
woman,  as  with  a  calculated  calmnessi  difct'the  It 
Clara,  I  love  you,  love  you!"  Gail  leaped  at  her. 
again  with  outstretched  arms. 

h-r/tf C  !^^  f^r^^^^*  composedly,  Ufting  a  warning 
hand,  but  trembling.     "Perhaps.     But  what's  the  usef 
We're  both  pledged."     She  spoke  with  a  hoarse  quiet- 
ness.    Her  tawny  eyes  had  misted  over. 
To  heU  with  Mt.  Lincoln ! " 
"Don'tbeawelcher.     Wait -wail  .  .  .  Gabriel!" 

Yes --besides  — I'm  mad!"  He  relaxed. 
A  waramg  blow  feU  upon  the  door.  Gail  flung  it 
open,  and  together  they  joined  the  babel  of  the  dik. 
J^  "*'b  8h^^«>-^  the  ship.  No  sense  of  motion  suc- 
ceeded. Only  a  succumbing  sflence,  instantly  broken 
by  a  piercmg,  strident  human  uproar. 

.,  V'l\^''^^'  ''^'''^^'     ^*^'«  "P«  grazed  her  fore- 
head, but  she  roughly  thrust  him  from  her. 

vn 
m  panic  had  already  voiced  terror  to  its  utter- 
most     Gail  mingled  with  the  still  surging,  shouting 
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throng,  to  find  that  with  the  knowledge  of  what  had 
actuaUy  happened,  its  despair  had  subsided  into  indi- 
vidual chaotic  action. 

Officers,  sailors  gigantic  in  rubber  boots  and  yellow 
shckers,  elbowed  about,  roaring  orders  and  incoherent 
avowals  of  safety.  Gail  saw  the  mummy-faced  Waitt 
wearing  a  Ufe-preserver  with  a  fringe  of  straw  pro- 
truding from  a  rip;  Whitemead,  the  prophet,  defend- 
ing himself  with  his  wooden  hand  from  an  hysterical 
onslaught  by  the  lady  from  Spokane;  the  children  in 
red  flanned  being  consoled  by  Kilgour,  as  they  wept 
bitterly,  heads  buried  in  the  skirts  of  their  livid  and  im- 
mobile mother,  who  gaped  mutely  at  Clara's  streaminij 
nair. 

Down  on  tlit"  Vcastle,  ItaKans  in  short,  tight 
trousers  struggleu  under  bundles  of  gay  cloth  on  their 
shoulders,  dodging  among  bleating  sheep  and  bellow- 
ing steers  that  charged  about,  loosed  from  the  broken 
corrals.  Aft,  Pritchard,  swearing  in  torrents,  with  a 
drawn  revolver,  was  keeping  at  bay  the  white- jacketed 
flunkies  (the  steward  and  the  violent  man  in  the  black 
shirt  clamouring  among  them)  from  ransacking  the 
staterooms. 

Looking  up,  Gail  noticed  the  lifeboats  hanging  neg- 
lected from  their  davits  over  the  foam-streaked,  boiling 
sea.  With  Clara,  he  rounded  to  the  port  side,  and 
there  saw  the  truth  of  the  disaster.  The  fog  was  clear- 
ing. Broken  down  and  drifting  across  deadly  ground, 
the  Seteard  had  brought  up  with  her  bow  rammed  into 
the  very  cliffs  of  a  large  island.  Held  in  a  rocky  vise, 
full  m  the  on-shore  blast,  she  met  the  assault  of  heav- 
ing, sage-green  sweUs,  thudding  against  her  so  that 
it  seemed  she  would  break  up  at  every  blow.     The  in- 
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ce..ant  ~«™>g  of  a  long  reef  which  slanted  outward 

wa.tS  "^"S^  *^**  r'"  '^^P"'  ^"'J  Wd«o««  with  surf- 
washed,  pillared  rock,  mingled  with  th«  thunder  of 
breakers   under  the  towering   cliffs   at   hand.     Their 
spray  shootmg  into  a  high  thatch  of  dripping  spruces 
rained  back  upon  the  bow.  *  "pnices, 

A  scuffle  broke  out  beside  Gail.  Two  saHors  were 
grapphng  with  Rex  Murkid,  as  he  fought  to  escap" 
chmb  over  the  rail,  and  plunge  into  the  sea.  In  a 
frenzy  imparted  by  his  drug,  he  was  shouting  to  the 

"She's     a-going     overboard.    Lemme     save     her. 
r.emmy  name  hve  for  a  hero!  .  .  ,»> 

^e  white-haired  old  skipped  'stood  hatless  in  his 
shirtsleeves  and  red  suspenders,  outside  the  pilot  house 
above.  :fa  weak-voiced,  spluttering  Norwegian  he  was 
directmg  four  sailors,  balanced  on  top  of  a  horse  stall, 
to  throw  a  hne  over  to  the  ledge  of  a  cUff  that  ahnost 
touched  the  bow.  Gail  caught  sight  of  Sinrock's 
sunken  mouth.  He  was  standing  on  the  rock  there,  on 
his  job,  helping  the  sailors. 

Snowden  appeared,  his  large  blue  eyes  snapping,  ex- 
tilting  m  his  easy  self-control.  He  burst  into  a  ne^- 
ous  ri^arole  about  getting  the  women  and  children 
ashore  first.  '""*cu 

"Talk  about  luck!"  he  exclaimed.  "Eyak  settle- 
ment s  only  five  miles  up  the  coast,  and  a  wireless  sta- 
tion. Says  there's  a  tug  there'll  take  us  off.  Thank 
heaven  all  my  stuff's  ahead  in  Valdez." 

Clara  greeted  him,  radiant,  binding  up  her  hair  As 
he^toed  away,  Gail  felt  a  firm,  soft  pressure  on  hi. 
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"Climb  his  mountain,"  she  whisperea.    «•!  shan't 
forget  —  ever.  .  .  .» 

To  Gail,  the  douds  buniea  roseate.    The  ship  reited 
m  ether.    Ah,  how  he  loved  her,  loved  her! 


BOOK  TWO 


CHAPTER  VI 

SUICIDE  JONESY 

I 

it,  fte  j^,  d.,..  «,.wf .n  ™"^Sllt^- .  "^ 

girled,  but  with  blw're3-b^'"'LI"?  ^'J*^* 
der^  into  the  .b,s.  b««& "*'  "^  P'""«^  »"- 

«^^Xr,f;'^r  iTtd""b'':r  ■■«-*-• 

««  of  the  wfflow  br^r    T^l      ''°*  '."?*  *™'''" 

SS^-Sk-     ■."''^"   "'  ^'"I'tion,  a  strip  of  dSert 
I.uiw.th»  the  gloom  of  .Ipj.    There  the  cLnelsoU 
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river  were  etched  in  twisting  threads,  tearing  along 
from  the  veiled  seas  of  ice  at  the  valley  head.  They 
glittered  this  evening  like  a  tangle  of  golden  wires,  and 
meeting  a  tongue  of  dark  spruce  land,  vanished  out- 
ward into  the  flat  and  purple  immensity  of  the  tundra, 

"  Gail ! » 

*♦  Hello,  Bob." 

"  Four  thousand  feet  and  clearing,**  announced  Snow- 
den,  wiping  the  face  of  his  pocket  aneroid  barometer 
with  a  thumb.  "  Begin  the  big  climb  tomorrow,  eh?  *• 
he  exclaimed  with  a  restless  toss  of  his  head. 

"  Thanks  to  them  horses,**  drawled  the  stocky,  over- 
muscled,  short  man  with  grey  hair,  stomach  down  on 
the  moss,  eating  beans  from  a  tin  cup.  "  In  a  Christian 
country  it  *ud  call  for  block  and  tackle  to  winch  us  up 
where  we  come  today.  Talk  of  beatin*  sheep  at  their 
own  game.  If  that  old  ram  we  trailed  yestidday  had 
seen  us  a  humpin*  up  them  switch-backs,  he'd  uv  hid 
for  shame.  That  buckskin  horse  of  mine'U  be  growin' 
horns  and  eatin*  snowballs  yet.** 

"Well,  Jonesy,  tom'»rrow*8  their  last  day,**  quickly 
encouraged  Snowdv  i.  "If  this  ledge  we're  on  holds 
up  to  the  pass  we  saw  from  below,  we  can  get  over  it 
and  back  onto  the  main  glacier,  without  having  to  fol- 
low the  river  and  climb  the  big  moraine.  The  fresh 
snow  up  here'U  be  too  deep  to  take  them  further,  and 
they  can  eat  their  heads  off  down  among  the  foot-hills 
till  we  three  get  back." 

"  Hark ! "  interrupted  Jonesy,  springing  to  his  feet. 

He  craned  forward  his  thick  neck,  listening,  toward 
the  point  where  the  level  of  camp  dipped  sheer  into  their 
trail  'rom  below.  The  whites  of  his  grey  eyes  bulged 
with  an  alertness  that  contrasted  curiously  with  his 
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heavy  feature.,  and  the  scar  on  his  throat,  to  which  he 
owed  the  nickname  of  "  Suicide,"  flushed  faintly 

"You  heard  that  noise?  "  he  asked  in  a  hushed  voice, 
lake  a  small  sort  of  landslide?  " 
Snowden  and  Gail  raised  their  heads,  listening  a  mo- 
ment.     «  No,"  thej  said  together. 

Only  two  sounds  had  been  vying  with  the  brawl  of  the 
stream  in  the  willows,  and  they  were  mere  reverbera- 
tions m  the  vagrant  air  eddying  among  the  pinnacles 
of  rock  above  and  below:  the  voice  of  the  river  in  its 

t?h  1'  '7:*?""^  ^^'  ""^  '^°"*»y'''  pack-train, 
as  It  browsed  just  below  camp -each  heard  echo-like, 
languidly,  as  if  through  some  invisible  door,  now  swinir- 
ing  open,  now  shut. 

"You  catch  them  horse-belhi?    I  don't  any  more" 
broke  out  Jonesy.     «  Oh,  you  devils !     Aid  I  seen  the 
pmto  a  minute  back  nosing  along  the  snow-bank  yon- 
der.    Beaten  It!     They've  hiked  back  to  timber." 
He  loped  off  after  them,  in  his  muscle-bound  way 
Gail  again  lifted  his  face,  gaunt  and  tanned  to  a  deep 
mahogany,  from  the  whitish  moss.     The  black  of  his 
slant  eyebrows,  and  the  gloss  of  his  lighter  hair  were 
touched    with    sun-bleach.     "That's    Jonesy,    always 
woirymg  about  his  horses,"  he  said,  getUng  up  and 
shaking  hunself  as  one  routs  weariness  with  a  wrench 
01  will. 

"  B'jt  he'»  been  the  ace  of  this  outfit,"  affirmed  Snow- 
den.       No  matter  how  he  curses  our  mountain-climbinif 

when  what  I  dreaded  worst  is  over  -  the  getting  in  here 
to  the  foot  of  old  Lincoln  -  and  we  can  look  back  over 
the  hell  we've  been  through,  can  we  ever  forget  him, 
Gail?    Laughmg  as  he  hoed  his  old  buckskin  out  of 
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that  quickiand  in  Kulana  Creek,  backtnuling  that 
brown  horje  aU  night  while  we  lay  in  camp  too  Ured  to 
•pit,  und  tt»en  waking  u.  in  the  morning  with  a  mess  of 
flah  from  the  river,  fresh  as  a  lark.»»  He  gathered  up 
the  bean-pot,  teapot  and  dishes,  slipping  them  undeV 
tiie  tarpauhns  covenng  the  sawbuck  saddles.  «« H-»s 
magic  with  cayuses  because  he  loves  them.  He's  one  of 
them  himself,  ahnost.»» 

Gail  shook  hi.  head.  « It».  you  that  ha.  the  magic. 
Bob,  to  keep  us  with  you,"  he  said,  yawning.  « I  don't 
toow  but  what  Jonesy's  right  about  cUmbing  moun- 

Snowden  laughed,  impatiently.     "Sheer  hard  work, 

That's   aU.    You'll   get  over  it.    Yc     /e  had   real 
Alaska  numbness.     Only  wait." 

"  My  head  hasn't  worked,  and  I  haven't  had  an  idea 
since  we  hit  the  trail,"  agreed  GaH.     «  And  worse,  I've 
never  Uken  hold  of  things.     It  was  like  being  shot  from 
a  gun -up  to  Valdez  in  that  coal  outfit's  launch. 
Then  the  diamond  hitch  and  fighting  mosquitoes,  day  in 
and  out.     It  seems  we've  been  gone  a  year,  recinching 
packs  m  glacier  streams  with  the  water  boiling  around 
your  waist,   digging  horses   out   of  mud-holes."     He 
stopped  short.     «  And  I'd  imagined  once  that  something 
was  going  to  be,"  he  went  on,  lowering  his  voice,  « in- 
spiring, heroic,  in  this  sort  of  life  among  these  moun- 
tams.     But  I've  missed  feeling  the  way  they  appeared 
to  ^promise.     Instead  it's  all  made  me  sullen." 

"  It'll  be  different  when  we're  climbing,"  said  Bob 
regarding  him  thoughtfully.     «  No  man  ever  wanted  to 
notice  how  the  fog  floors  a  vaUey,  or  a  snow  range  turns 
purple,    he  went  on  after  a  pause,  «  when  he's  back- 
trailmg  cayuses  in  a  cloud  of  bulldog  flies,  or  sweating 
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^  th«»  Um«gh  d.«I  q,„„.  .iti,  the  b«nd« 
•cwednng  «,o„  ,„,  j^Im.  ripping  th.  uuitm^-T 

o..  on  tt.  .r«I  But  .7  he  h.d  Ucked  IX  Li«  hfl^" 
^tyet  known  fe.r  There  w..  th.  time  he  hid  to^ 
l-hyU   HiTW   on   the   pinto',   oaclt      Tk.   >..        i  j 

1^  w"'"'-  " V""*^"'  "••  «.^^un^  o'hThoo'S' 
Gail  had  mm  ashore  through  a  ranid     H.  k.j 
«lted  in  that  fight  for  life  '         "*  ""^  "• 

etroV  r  /         ?  '^'^  *^'  P*^"^'  '""J  -h^'fted  near  the 
Yet  under  his  broad  hat  and  black  head-net    Sn„w 


) 
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»rf;«.g.   G.a  utdy  «.w  B.b'.  bri.,  pip,  i.„^ 

ror  avowedly  he  had  dand  to  concem  Clara  ..  «„ 
Oh.  mcan^tioh    ,h„^  ,Mch  he  Zld  .^,"J.t 

™T.ef  i^l^      together  could  Gail  how  «meh,ber 
rfil*      *T/ "•"'»«  •'  "^  P*"!™  for  mouhtJL^ 

nrirt  ?  u    '  «^''"«  *""  "'onth.  on  the  trail 

h«ther  o.e  had  testified  to  any  con.un.ing  de.i„.         * 

n 
oiack  felt  hat,  emerged  over  the  dip  of  the  traU.    H. 
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rV^S:-      *u    1  *'*'*"  **"«  »»*»  »>"  chest. 
Rewhing  the  fire,  he  r«i.cd  hit  face  with  »,..;♦  *: 
It  WM  oltoffether  fln.l.^  .  .     ""  newtation. 

lently,  from  hjTpli;    «d  .tf..^  "'  'f^T'  "- 

«U«d  .t  G.il  ,„dB^  in  .  k  „d  „*7«  •.  ?  '"""^ 

"Vou  didn't  tod  th:h„'."^,?.'f.t,"' ••'"«•     . 

indwtioB.    "  Come  oil »  """*'  *™nJ"t 

P«hm.iv.  glance   t^J      f*'  ««''«nging  «■  .p- 

~nni„g.  ,4  .^iff^XirTwlT'  *""'*- 
to  keep  up  with  Mm     n  ^  V  ,  ''"'"  "■  '""P. 

w«y  whit?flo;f„*^,ehrf  uD^r ,°'  '"*  «""  "'' 

cKftj  but  under  the  .ht  pS  Xrir/T""'"' 
the  •lope,  of  _n,i_,  ,^,  P'*«Pk»  «t  tlieir  feet,  tvom 

Wow,  the  filament,  of  who«  .lllT     u    "^  "'  *'•"''* 
«lint^«  the,  g„ed  .Xl^':^^"^^"^^ 

"  I  don't  see  them  anvwhero  »♦  ooM  n  •• 
"They've  made  a  quCk  trin  ^  ,  ^'^"  r^*"*^^' 
-mapped  Bob.  ^  ^  '"'''^  *«  *h«t  tiinber,»» 

Jonosy,  as  if  deaf  to  them,  gave  a  hollow,  rattling 
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They  waited,  wide-ejed,  for  him  to 


sound  in  his  throat, 
speak. 

"  Now  we've  seen  them  horses,  haven't  we,  navigatin* 
rock-sUdes?"  he  began  at  length,  half  drawling,  half 
whining.  "How  they  nicker  a-fore  any  resky  step, 
knowing  what's  safe  and  what  ain't  when  we  don't? 
You've  clung  to  their  ppcks  in  the  middle  of  rivers, 
while  the  rocks  ripped  along  under  water  bangin'  their 
legs.  I've  seen  you  boys  wig  their  ears  to  steer  them 
out  of  a  rapid  into  a  back-eddy,  turning  around  to  me 
with  your  mouths  open  and  your  eyes  stickin'  out,  as 
if  you  seen  the  Angel  o'  Death.  But  they've  always 
landed  you  safe,  except  Gail  once,  haven't  they?  You 
can't  fool  cayuses,  God  bless  'em.  You  got  to  beat  'em, 
wallop  'em,  into  danger,  the  same  as  across  a  quicksand 
or  mud-hole  — "  he  broke  off,  gasping  for  breath. 

Bob  and  Gail  pressed  closer  to  him,  as  he  stood  there 
trembling  on  the  nub  of  rock,  leaning  over  farther  and 
farther,  peering  into  the  shadowy  void.  Snowden  laid 
a  friendly,  r'^straining  hand  on  his  shoulder.  The  skin 
of  Gail's  scalp  began  to  pucker,  and  he  felt  all  his  mus- 
cles stiffen  involuntarily. 

"  So  I  don't  understand — **  went  on  Jonesy,  choking 
back  a  whimper. 

He  sank  upon  his  knees,  and  one  of  his  hands  began 
groping,  like  a  blind  man's,  over  the  surface  of  the 
granite.  "Unless  there's  something  in  this  kind  of 
rock,  sort  of  lying  and  treacherous-like,  even  to  a  horse, 
so  his  instinct—  Because  they  was  standing  last  at 
the  edge  of  this.     You  can  see  by  their  tracks." 

Snowden's  eyes  were  following  the  man's  shaking  fin- 
gers. They  stopped  at  a  line  that  ran  straight  across 
the  ledge,  dividing  it  on  the  near  side  into  a  browned 
and  weathered  surface,  but  on  the  far  into  one  that  was 
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with  them!"  cned  Bob,  .pringiW  b,ck  u  tf  h.  fc.j 
!««.  .truck  with  .  l.d.  "OverLttt"  1.  J^ 
—  every  one  o£  them."  '       *^      ""' 

.ee™'.*™'"  """"^  ''"'•  -••■"'•     "Cant  « 
Jonesy     slowly    rising,    fr„„,ed    their    «n.zen.ent 
MeS"L^.T"^r''''j''"'-     "No.     Oh,  no. 7.^ 
They  just  floated  straight  «rost  to  them  ledge,  op- 

''b!;!*™,''*  *r  u  *'"''"' "  s-'"'»-  "Stop  it!" 

But  sure.     Can't  you  see  them?  "  kept  on  Jonesy 
whmmg  agam.     "They  bundled  up  here.  IwikC^^ 
a  way  down.     An' there  they  are'"  »oung  ler 

cat's  fi!!?"  T  ^""u"'  "'•''  ■««?•  ""«:  't  in*- 

::^«.:CoVs"teS.'  *'"*'" ""« *'  "'"•  '«"■  - 

.■.?'f  and  Snowden  crouched  forward,  .f:^ng  their 
^«,.breathng  hard,  with  finger,  .p„aJ  taut  u^^  the 

hJiZ'!'    ^  '^il*™^  '^'°«  *■""*•"  mattered  Bob  in  a 
hollow  tone.     «  They  don't  move."  «">  •»  a 

.»•     1?" r"?  """'"^  ™*  *»  buckskin,"  added  Gail  his 
voice  hushed,  straining  his  eyes 

_  J  Buck!    My    buck!"   wailed   Jonesy,    rigid    „   . 

coLr  r,^.:Trhi?h"ea^':"'-*-  *■"""»"  «>«  - 

Jonesy  burst  into  a  chattering  laugh. 
Snapped  orn  him.  like  an  apple  from  the  end  of  . 
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stick"  he  chuckled  "Oh,  it's  fine  —  fine  —  ain't  it? 
What  ken  a  man  do  now?  WhAt  next,  you  stutterin' 
dudes?" 


m 

His  companions  shrank  from  him,  silenced. 
Jonesy,  for  whom  in  the  bitter  weeks  along  the  Chyta 
trail,  in  moments  when  progress  seemed  hopeless  and  the 
outfit  doomed,  each  mishap  had  been  but  a  signal  to 
meet  the  crisis  cahnly,  with  the  strong  deftness  bom  of 
long  experience  in  the  North  —  brushing  away  defeat 
with  the  drag  of  an  arm  upon  a  halter,  the  quick  ad- 
justment of  a  pack,  and  a  guffaw  to  mark  his  triumph 
'—now  was  clouded  by  the  helpless,  questioning  de- 
pendence that  had  vitiated  Gail.     And  Snowden,  who 
at  such  times  had  plunged  in  and  ripped  through  dis- 
aster like  an  engine  running  wild,  Instantly  faced  this 
first  tragedy  of  the  trail  with  Jonesy's  usual  stolidity, 
and  a  placid  hardihood  Implanted  by  the  land. 
He  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence. 
**  Thank  God  we're  in  here,  and  their  loss  can't  throw 
us   now!"  he  exclaimed,   squaring  his   shoulders    and 
hitchmg  his   corduroys.     "It  only  means  two   days' 
back-packing  for  all  hands,  along  this  shelf  and  over 
to  the  main  glacier  by  the  pass  we've  spotted." 

**But  there's  getting  back,  isn't  there?"  wondered 
Gail.     "  After  we've  climbed  the  mountain." 

"  We  could  foot  It  in  a  teeek  from  here  with  enough 
grub  to  make  Hartllne's  cache  at  the  Chyta  forks,"  said 
Bob.  "  By  then  his  crowd  ought  to  be  reaching  there 
on  the  way  out  from  their  claims.  If  we  do  get  to  the 
top,  I  guess  we  can  stand  a  little  trip  like  that." 

It  occurred  to  Gail  that  he  was  assuming  success  in 
the  climb,  while  Bob  conditioned  it     This  amazed  him. 
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cut  off  a  good  chunk  of  th-fT  ^'™*'  ^°^"  *°d 

And  it  -»edn.ttrd^:.'tbXr!r::"-/'  f 

coU.p,e.    Abo.  he  realised  thaThe  „»IdT^  '°'"  "■" 
TOlHon  to  eating  howe-fl,,),.  "''*  *"""  >«•  ■■'- 

Snowden  was  startii  ■>  tn  t-ii.  .* 

i-.  lost  pack-trai„,  when  tte  fatter  ^"1"^™"'  '■" 
feed  ae„«.  ti.  .^y,,^  ^^^^^^    t^  glanng  tran. 

You  hounds!    You  cannibal. i »  !,"« 
guess  jou  don't  know  nothing  .bout  '!«  °"^     "^ 
"unfry.     A  man  can't  »o  ZetThi  T      «  "  ""' 
Ml  then,  when  the/re  bound^ottam  Z\"  "" 
««h  and  blood.    And  Lamar  ain't  Z'  A         '  ""'" 

"nUurS^r^a^^dtFT-""^^^^^ 

-:st^;^o?5B^--««- 

ded  u,  the  di^L  oftteS^'"""  ""■  "■«»'  "«>- 

burst  He  hJ^M  ™  *  ,  '" v  P™*"'™  •«<!  out- 
deserved  the  pl^o",  "CrZLte'f  ri^'r. 

half  mean  what  I  saiH  »  »,«  .  "".""^s.  But  I  didn't 
dragged  «;eir  fL'f  th";  .^ ^Trt  ^^l^C  ^"^^ 
.^Tltng-^th^  *^-  *^'  had'-r'C^- 

-o,^tobe;ZingT„^o^r^.rtt''- «' 

"OaU.wedon':t:^— ^f----_^^ 
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men   in   this    country,"   said  Bob'.     *'Thi8   break   of 
Jonesy's  only  draws  me  closer  to  him." 

GaU  thought  for  a  moment  "  The  same  here.  But 
today  I'm  feeling  things  beside  sympathy,"  he  said, 
earnestly.  He  could  not  rid  himself  of  the  scorn  that 
tinged  his  pity.  Although  at  the  second  of  the  grim 
discovery  his  heart  had  gone  out  to  Jonesy  more  warmly 
for  the  mere  loss  of  his  buckskin  horse,  than  to  the 
Irishman  on  the  Seattle  dock  for  the  blight  of  his  whole 
life,  Gail  could  not  subdue  a  sensation  of  superiority, 
as  if  he  had  sustained  a  triumph,  which  was  the  reward 
of  all  his  sullen  forbearance  for  weeks. 

"  But  I  can't  get  over  it,"  he  said.  «  Our  long  tus- 
sle on  the  trail  was  only  a  joke  to  him,  and  then  he's 
made  a  croaker  this  way." 

Gail  continued  to  ponder  the  man's  infallible  efficiency 
in  a  new  light.  It  seemed  to  partake  of  pride  in  the 
service  of  some  hallowed  vow.  He  began  to  see  behind 
the  dry  humour  of  Jonesy's  talk  about  their  camp-fires, 
when  lighting  his  corn-cob  he  had  drawled  of  his  early 
days  as  a  barroom  pug  in  Omaha,  as  a  paid  foot-ball 
player,  a  race-track  tout,  a  Y.  M.  C.  A.  gymnasium 
teacher;  of  the  "rush"  days  of  1898,  when  a  Mrs. 
Batty  who  ran  a  tea-tent  on  Valdez  Glacier  called  a 
miner's  meeting,  while  men  were  falling  through  crev- 
asses and  freezing  to  death  by  the  dozen,  to  grant  her 
friend  Mrs.  Johnson  a  divorce. 

"He  always  took  some  things  hard,"  Bob  echoed 
Gail's  thoughts.  "You  remember  how  gloomy,  but 
never  mad,  he'd  get  over  Lamar's  squeezing  the  Hart- 
line  boys  out  of  their  Atna  stake?  And  the  way  he 
used  to  roast  Alaska  by  calling  it  all  a  salted  claim  as  a 
poor  man's  country,  and  say,  *  But  what's  a  man  to  do 
thet  hadn't  even  got  the  price  to  get  out  of  it?  * " 
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A  man  wonde„  what  he  get,  oat  of  Ufe  »  ..ij  Qrui 
work  on   'etran»»    w«  «-      "  ^*ry»  *"«'«"«»  good 

J.',  got  all  r*  HvS  'i^'orhS,"r  j"^*"^- 

hope."  "^™»  °*^  given  up 

refll^TG^''^*'  ^t '  ""''  Y'  *»  •*  "^  " 
try»  •"*''  *^"*  *o  measure  for  this  coun- 

Gr'rieLtTr.»-i:r».?^<'r  *r- 


The  .no,  cIouHld  St^   .:^""t.'™'"  "'  "'»"• 
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ledges  of  a  shiny,  jet-like  blackness,  which  converged 
around  a  titanic  cataract  of  brown  and  rotting  ice. 
This  hfted,  disentangled  itself,  into  a  wide,  corrugated 
avenue  that  bore  on  its  bosom,  like  two  ribbed  snakes, 
the  twisting  courses  of  twin  medial  moraines.    Then, 
flung  straight  south,  and  cutting  at  right  angles  the 
waU  to  which  they  clung,  ran  a  smooth  white  haunch, 
like  half  a  pomted  arch,  sloping  down  upon  a  hidden 
gulf  below  the  glacier.    And  upward  across  its  dim 
snowfields,  strained  ragged  shreds  and  streaming  cur- 
tains of  opal  mist,  as  if  seething  aflame,  yet  motionless. 
Between  them  and  the  upper  cloud,  in  a  bright  line  over 
the  top  of  the  haunch,  sprang  out  the  focus  of  all  the 
dying   light     The   sun,   slanting   through   upon   the 
veiled  blue  fields  of  the  higher  ice,  was  reflected  upward 
in  a  dazzhng  line  of  silvery  azure,  which  shone  like  a 
lamp  through  a  V-shaped  nick  near  the  top  of  the 
arched  slope. 

This  cut  was  the  pass  over  to  the  upper  glacier  which 
Bob  had  spoken  of,  toward  the  northwestern  spur  of  Mt. 
Lmcoln  —  marked  on  the  map  but  still  unseen  —  which 
arose  from  the  heart  of  the  high  ice-fields. 

Behind  them  a  sparrow  began  pouring  out  thin, 
treble  notes;  and  from  a  crag  glowing  overhead  the 
stiUness  was  magnified  by  the  woodeny  « tuck-chick-a- 
chick  "  of  a  flock  of  ptarmigan. 

"Our  trail,"  said  Bob  quietly,  pointing  to  the  V- 
shaped  slit,  with  a  deep  breath.  "Horses  or  no 
horses." 

«T«^*°'J  ^^"^  '°'*^*  *^°'^  brutes?"  broke  out  Gail. 

Its  only  four  miles  on  foot  up  to  that  pass.  And 
we  re  good  for  over  and  down  the  other  side  with  half 
the  mountain  outfit  in  a  day." 

Bob  turned  on  him,  narrowing  his  eyelids.     «  What's 
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struck  you,  man?  »  he  said.     «  You  never  used  to  talk 
that  way." 

«wf  ff^*  *^«  Wood  rush  to  the  roots  of  his  hair. 
Well,  I  m  hot  for  it,"  he  answered.     « It's  about  time 
for  me  to  prove  something  on  this  trip." 


Inside  the  tent  Snowden  set  to  work  in  the  disorder 
of  grub  sacks,  clothing,  and  blankets  to  make  up  the 
back-packs   for  the  morrow.     He  drew  forth   objects 
heretofore  hidden  in  the  bottoms  of  dunnage  bags  - 
aluminum  dishes,  an  alcohol  stove,  black  snow-glasses, 
brass  instruments  in  cases.     Gail  pitched  in  and  helped 
him  with  a  will.     They  divided  equaUy  for  three  ruck- 
sacks, cuttmg  off  their  unnecessary  straps  and  buckles, 
discarding  all  superfluous  weight,  condensed  milk  cans, 
chocolate,  pea-meal,  tea  and  sugar,  and  the  bread  baked 
at  the  last  timber  in  the  valley.     Gail  with  the  axe 
hackea  open  a  long  blue  tin  of  pemmican. 

At  length  Jonesy  entered  the  tent  without  speaking, 
his  face  stJl  ashen,  his  lips  twisted.  His  eyes  avoidS 
Gail  and  Bob.  He  threw  himself  on  the  blankets  in 
his  comer,  and,  clearing  a  place  among  the  duffle, 
chewed  a  quid  so  that  his  jaw  cracked,  spitting  violently 
on  the  moss  every  second. 

Tonight  for  the  first  time  on  the  trail  he  did  not 
hght  his  corn-cob  and  drawl  about  the  early  days  in 
Valdez  or  the  avarice  of  Lamar,  or  narrate  how  Bris- 
tow,  the  English  sportsman  whom  he  had  once  packed 
for,  had  wanted  to  shoot  a  mired  pinto  horse. 

When  the  outfit  was  ready.  Bob  and  Gail  turned  mto 
their  blankets,  each  taking  one  of  the  tattered  maga- 
zines that  they  had  brought  along.  They  had  read 
every  story  in  them  a  dozen  times,  and  now  restlessly 
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pawed  over  the  advertising  pages.  An  expectant  ten- 
won  seemed  to  have  invaded  the  tent.  The  lonely,  sea- 
AeU  murmur  of  the  river  far  beW  began  to  punciuate 
larit^       of  the  stream  outside  with  a  somnolent  irregu- 

*i,".?"*^'"*  **  ^""^^  *^^'*  ""^'^d  Gail,  finaUy,  as  if 
the  thought  was  a  climax  to  his  long  distraction  «  We 
ought  to  get  off  in  an  hour." 

ders,  emitted  a  sigh,  and,  without  turning  his  face  from 
the  tent  waU,  said,  "I  see  you  made  thrfe  packs,  boy" 
I  hope  ,t  wa'n  t  too  much  trouble.  I'd  hate  ever  to 
hinder  you  again." 

h,Wl7^  ^^  *^K  ""'«°'^*^«»»  «--  his  tone,  Gail  raised 
lumself  on  an  elbow,  and  peered  at  him  over  Bob,  who 

heavily.  Gail  sank  back,  a  troubled  look  on  his  face! 
and  m  a  moment  Jonesy's  stertorous  breathing  chimed 
in,  uneasy,  gasping.  ** 


But  Gail  was  not  sleepy.  For  the  first  time  in  the 
untrodden  spaces,  he  felt  curiously  alert  and  vital  He 
missed  the  sound  of  the  horse  beUs  around  camp.  Their 
absence  created  a  void  into  which  his  loosened  though  I 
poured  His  mind,  usually  blank  at  evening,  beg^f  to 
fiU  with  recoUections  and  images  of  the  haTefuUour- 
ney.  But  aU  sense  of  discomfort  and  suUenness  had 
vamshed  from  them,  shuffled  off  like  evil  dreams.     Uf. 

Th^       *i!  f«^^"  ^'•^^^"g  to  an  inspiriting  focus,  as 

t  had  on  that  Sunday  in  the  train,  riding  down  fiom 

the^^awberry  fields.     And  as  then  his  musings  set  Lt" 

The  gurgle  of  water  among  the  willows,  the  dehcate 
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bourdon  from  the  stirring  desolation  of  the  vaUey 
•harpened  upon  his  ears,  recalling  as  keenly  the  roar 
and  foam  of  gUcier  torrents  that  he  had  crossed,  the 
■hriU  hum  of  mosquitoes,  the  night  wind  swishing  the 
shm  spruces  of  the  North.     The  glow  of  dusky  pink 
that  yet  stained  the  encircling  peaks  appeared  to  iUu- 
mme  and  dissolve  the  white  tent  walls;  to  reveal  the  lim- 
itless mdigo  of  the  tundra;  to  conjure  up  as  vividly 
long  vistas  of  ranges  the  hue  of  amethyst  that  he  had 
traversed.    He  saw  the   tawny   floods   deep  in   river 
gorges,  where  along  wide  bars  under  oval  clay-banks 
the  hnt  from  giant  cottonwoods  fiUed  the  air  as  with 
snow,  and  dark  roses  sprang  flowering  from  the  im- 
palpable silt.     He  was  back  in  high  park-like  stretches, 
quite  vacant,  yet  trim,  as  if  well  settled,  where  feathery 
grasses  rippled,  and  the  transparent  leaves  of  aspens 
sizzled  in  the  tremor  of  dawn.     He  smelt  birch-bark, 
burning  in  the  gloom  of  camps  under  the  bright  vault  of 
heaven  at  midnight. 

The  idea  touched  Gafl  that  in  some  mamier  his  self 
had  become  a  part  of  aU  such  places,  and  their  exist- 
ence   hung    upon    his    own,    upon    Jonesy   and    Bob. 
That  frenzied  labour  of  the  trail,  which  had  swollen  their 
knuckles  and  gashed  their  hands,  thinned  the  cords  of 
their  necks,  and,  with  smarting  eyes,  had  drawn  their 
faces  hvid,  aU  had  lost  its  venom.     Likewise  had  those 
sights    at    which    his    heart    always    hardened:     The 
goaded  horses  floundering  neck-deep  into  mossy  ponds 
edged  vith  white  flowers,  to  be  roped  and  prodded  out, 
kicking  mud  and  sKme;  repacked.     And  the  weary  de- 
spair of  mghts  in  soaked  blankets,  when  the  mosquito 
hordes  burrowed  under  the  "proof"  tent  skirt,  until 
the  suffocating  walls  were  black  with  them.     They  had 
stampeded  the  tortured  cayuses  to  wreck  the  guys  and 
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clatter  among  the  dishes,  driren  them  into  the  smudge 

fires  to  burn  their  hoofs.     Ever  those  hounding  insects. 

Amid  ramy  swamps  of  dead,  dwarf  evergreens  threaded 

by  old  moose  trails,  he  had  mashed  them  into  his  neck 

until  It  was  raw  from  their  poison.     Or  in  the  sunny 

stillness,  heavy  with  the  acrid  smeU  of  crushed  Lab- 

raoor  tea,  buzzing  clouds  of  bull-dog  flies  had  swarmed 

on  the  horses'  wethers  so  that  the  blood  streamed  down. 

Gad  knew  that  a  time  would  come  when  he  should 

look  back  upon  those  days  and  smile.     The  enchant- 

-  ent  of  disUnce !    It  effaced  pain  no  less  than  it  reared 

mirages  of  aspiration.     Yet  he  was  not  to  be  deceived 

by  the  deceit  that  lurks  in  every  dream.     Only  his  love 

for  Clara  was  immutable. 

He  found  himself  shivering,  as  though  under  some 
excitement;  as  if  shocked  by  the  acuteness  of  his  feel- 
ings.    Idle  words  passed  with  Bob,  forgotten  gleams 
of  heartless  curiosity  toward  the  fortunes  of  Lena  and 
Madge,  clustered  within  his  head.     He  had  not  told 
Bob  of  having  been  to  coUege  untfl  they  reached  Hart- 
Ime  8  cache;  and  then  Snowden  had  said  gravely,  «  Yes 
but  it's  a  better  thing  to  get  over."    Yet  he  could  not 
hold  the  spur  of  Jonesy's  breakdown,  and  their  wonder 
about  his  past,  responsible  for  all  the  fervour  of  this 
new  awakening.     Gradually  Gail  felt  it  centring  in  a 
consuming  worry  that  cloud  and  snow  might  check  their 
next  day's  advance.     Except  as  a  grim  task  in  which 
strength  must  be  conserved  for  his  manhood's  sake,  he 
had  not  on  the  trail  considered  the  fulness  of  Bob's 
quest.     It  had  been  enough  for  Gail,  wolfishly  hungry 
each  night,  to  drug  himself  to  sleep  with  beans  and 
bannock,  assured  of  his  bodily  vitality  to  survive  the 
next  day,  with  a  sluggish  jealousy  of  his  companions' 
quicker  mastery  of  each  dilemma,  and  a  pride  that  he 
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had  so  easUy  kept  hi.  temper.  But  now  .  penetration 
into  the  rea.on«  and  rewards  of  mountain-climbing,  a. 
liob  must  view  them,  occupied  and  disturbed  Gail  He 
was  moved  by  flashing  thoughts  that  other  resources, 
besides  one's  nerve  and  muscle,  more  than  o/  will  and 
pluck,  must  be  caUed  upon  to  win  such  a  goal  as  ab- 
sorbed Snowden.  «  -u- 

His  misgiving  that  vanity,  and  some  itch  peculiar  to 
Bobs  birth  and  raising  ruled  him,  vanished  tonight. 
Gail  saw  as  in  a  mirror  what  on  tho  steamer  he  had 
taken  from  Bob  on  faith:   that  as  a  defiant  game,  as 
a  fight  agamst  the  extreme  menaces  of  Nature,  to  reach 
the  top  of  Lincoln  must  be  a  test  of  worthiness  to  sur- 
yive  m  this  most  ruthless  land.     Yet  more  than  courage 
in  Its  manifold  guises  had  served  Bob  with  a  mairic 
potency,  quelling  his  impatience  and  chagrin  at  rebuffs 
and  disaster,  holding  him  ever  the  leader  when  his  phy- 
sique  seemed   t      be   collapsing.     Snowden    had    some 
transcendent     U-conquering    idea    behind    his    zeaL 
Could  It  be  hkened  to  Gail's  own? 

Here  his  speculation  stopped  short,  as  it  usuaUy  did 
when  he  weighed  the  motives  of  other  men.     Yet  what- 

Tl  u\  «"°i  ^**'^  """*  '^  «^^Jd  sway  him  in 
Bob  s  behalf.  For  Bob's  struggle  also  chaUenged  the 
purpose  of  his  own  aim  to  search  the  yearnings  and  de- 
spairs of  aU  men  in  the  Young  ^st  World.  It  might  de- 
mand of  him  at  some  crucial  moment  close  at  hand, 
when  hfe  hung  in  the  balance,  a  dauntless  valour  here- 
tofore unconceived  in  his  remotest  broodings. 

He  trembled,  with  unformulable  apprehensions.  Far 
down  the  valley  a  landslide  rumbled  no  louder  than  a 
whisper.  Now  and  then  a  rending  sound  faint  as  the 
crackle  of  a  twig,  though  it  seemed  to  impregnate  the 
whole  earth's  crust,  imaged  behind  his  drooping  eye- 
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M»  a  creraase  opening  aeros*  the  ghostly  waitet  of 
ice  above.  A  slight  wind  aroM,  furtively  bulging,  now 
out,  now  inward,  the  pale  tent  wall..  Hi.  .woUen 
tongue  swaUowed  flood,  of  .aliva.  untU  deep  began  to 
dull  the  throbbing  in  hi.  temple,  and  cool  the  moi.turt 
of  hi.  palm.. 

An  exclamation,  then  a  tug  at  hi.  blanket.,  awakened 
CtaiL  Bob  m  hi.  grey  .weater,  jurt  .itting  upright, 
hi.    hm  mouth  twitching  in  anger,  wa.  pointing  toThe 

hS^'bknkeT  *^*  ''*"  ''^*"  '^'"'*'^  ^'^  "P"*** 

«o.^*°"''     f'.*^'"^    ^°    ***'    "'«*^*'"    ^«    ejaculated, 
yuit  us.     And  we  never  heard  him." 

They  faced  one  another,  and  a.  their  eye.  met.  the 
amazement  cleared  from  them.  They  brightened,  reali.- 
ing  the  added  exactions  of  their  fellowship. 

"I  half  suspected  last  night—"  began  Gafl,  with  a 
casudness  surprising  to  himself.  « I  believe  he  never 
intended  to  climb  with  us,  anyhow." 

Snowden  snapped  his  lean  jaw. 

« I  should  hate  to  think  that,"  he  said  gently,  a.  the 
wmkles    smoothed    from    his    forehead.     "And    yet, 

"  Then  let's  head  him  off,"  said  Gail,  but  he  did  not 
stir  from  his  bed. 

Snowden  laughed  mirthlessly.  «  The  man's  ten  mile, 
down  the  valley  by  now,  and  .till  hiking,"  he  said. 
"  What  grub  did  he  take? » 

He  sprang  from  his  blankets,  and  thrust  his  head 
through  the  tent  flap.  «  So  we're  alone,"  Gail  heard 
iwm  say,  in  a  tone  that  was  reassuring  for  aU  its 
melancholy. 
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•*  He*a  no  more  lue  to  ui  now  than  hii  hones,  «  he?  *• 
Mked  Gail,  an  involuntary  mockery  tingeing  hit  voice. 
He  teemed  to  be  held  there,  wondering.  Bob  slipped 
outside. 

**  I  told  you  once  a  man  must  have  enthusiasm  for  a 
job  like  this,"  came  his  voice,  vigorous  now,  from  with- 
out. "A  do-or-die,  unreasonable  'bug.*  And  after 
•11,  Jonesy  hadn't.** 

"  No,  up  there  he  couldn't  be  the  ace  he  has  been,** 
said  Gaa  vaguely;  but  his  irony,  toward  Bob  at  least, 
was  ir^rsonaL 

"We  depended  too  much  on  him.  He  could  never 
understand,**  Bob  confessed  restlessly.  «*That*s  all 
wrong  in  a  game  like  this.** 

His  assumption  of  Iheir  united  spirit,  under  the  ab- 
stract, all-powerful  goad  to  reach  the  top  of  Lincoln, 
stirred  Gail.  He  felt  a  quahn  of  awe  at  their  abjection 
to  its  spell.  Bob*s  blindness,  in  its  mastery,  to  Jonesy 
as  the  paragon  of  yesterday,  touched  him  as  inhuman. 

**  It*s  the  same  to  us  as  if  he*d  entered  into  the  flesh 
and  bones  of  his  old  buckskin,  isn*t  it?  *»  said  GaU  simply, 
as  before. 

^  "What  made  you  think  that?**  shot  back  Bob. 
"Maybe  we»re  at  the  show-down  of  the  mystery  about 
him,  of  the  play  he  made  against  himself.  Do  you 
think  we  ought  to  look  —  down  over  there?** 

Unseen  to  one  another,  their  mouths  parted  in  fear. 
But  an  irresolution  appeared  to  seize  them  both.  Gail 
glared  around  the  tent. 

"No  —  not  that,**  he  said,  aroused  at  a  discovery. 
"  I  see  he's  taken  enough  grub,  near  half  our  reserve 
pemmican.  That  »ud  take  him  to  Hartline's  camp. 
A  man  going  to  kill  himself  don't  do  that." 

"What?     The  thief!"  broke  out  Bob.     But  a  brief 
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•ilence  compassed  his  anger.     «  StiU,  we  ought  to  have 
enough,"  he  added.  * 

Gail  heard  him   rattling  the  dishes,  and  soon  the 

thTv^S  "'  f'  .''^  "?°"  *^^*  *^^^  had'packedTfil 
the  valley  to  start  the  fire  with. 

Wm  on  ValdeHeAoh     t*       Tu.*  >^*'''  '''^'*  '^^  ''«»  breaking 

good  acco^t^^of";;;:  afong  L' t?a7°"  ^  *'"  "''  ''"^  «*-  * 

fV^T'**   If ',.f"  *^*'"*  '^°*'  *°«   ™"<^h»"  ««d  Gail 

Unfair  to  km,  that's  what  I've  been."  Controlling 
himself,  he  plunged  out  of  the  tent.  * 

"  '^^f-  J^  Jf *s  steadfast  like  that,  I'd  like  to  have 
^v^  hun  his  chance  on  the  mountain.    He  might  after 

"He's  got  more  call  there  than  me,"  muttered  Gail, 
gazmg  down  toward  the  desert  stream,  now  a  chalky 
green,  as  it  ringed  its  boulders  with  collars  of  foam. 
Let «  us  -  let's  not  talk  of  him,"  said  Bob,  serenel  j. 


CHAPTER  VII 

THE  FIRST  SURRENDER 


i.Z.  P  "■"■■  P""''"  "PO"'  the  bleached  roel- 

w«tter  *     """^    ""■■    f"*°<K»8»    about    the 

A  raw  wind  sucked  up  the  vallev      A  T««,      -t- 

^11,  as  If  ,t  had  dissolved  them,  like  some  potent  acid 

which  an  infrequent,  wavering  murmur  filtered  upwarf 
A  fihnmess  blurred  the  sanguine  hues  of  the  cliffH^; 
between  their  culmination  at  the  end  of  the  valW   out 
of  heavens  all  ^rev  with  «  ^^n^it-t  i      i        ^*"6y»  out 

northwestern  gfaX^f  Mf    T '      i    '°'*"'"'  *^^  ^^'^^ 
;««  *  II  ..  ""  8^*"er  01  Mt.  Lincoln  vomited  in  a  wide 

.c-M  .t,  .d.„.„tme  .«d  .at-poUuted  Ni.gar",r 

They  trudged  onward  toward  the  V.,haSd  pan  fc, 
2;' •"?:  "''8=  ™™i"«  .t  right  angle,  to  tte'^e?^ 

^aLtTrdtt^hliiott,^'""^""^'^*  - 

inio  uie  iieart^of  the  range.     They  hoped 
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by  the  pass  to  reach  its  upper  fields,  from  which  arose 
the  northwest  shoulder  of  the  mountain,  their  invisible 
first  objective. 

Forward!    The  sodden  moss,  scattered  with  small 
bell-shaped,  purple  fiowers  that  had  no  leaves,  petered 
out.     Old  snowbanks,  sugaring  away  into  cloudy  pools 
the  hue  of  turquoise,  were  edged  with  scarlet  infusoria 
—  the  «« bloody  8now»»  of  the  North.    A  big  clear 
pond,  its  bottom  set  with  a  mosaic  of  flat  stones,  marked 
the  white  apron-edge  of  the  unending  snow.     A  moment 
of  sloshing  into  deep  muck,  and  their  nailed  shoes  bit 
into  the  soggy  expanse,  at  6,800  feet.     They  ploughed 
upward  through  the  fresh  fall  of  the  last  few  nights. 
The     slope     steepened.     They     switchbacked.     They 
slumped  knee-deep  through  crust  under  crust  of  old 
snowings.     Every    score    of    paces    they   paused    for 
breath;  Bob  drew  out  the  aneroid;  surely  feet  had  been 
punished  by  hundreds;  but  its  hair  of  steel  would  con- 
cede hardly  fifty.     «  We  must  be  soft,"  he  panted  once. 
And  the  invidious,   sunless  glare  stole  with  a  vague 
aching  behind  thJr  eyeballs.     They  fumbled  in  their 
pockets  and  snapped  on  the  black,  masquerading  discs 
of  snow-glasses. 

Slope  after  slope.  The  under  edge  of  the  cloud-cap 
upon  the  pass  squeezed  forth  snow-squalls  which  struck 
them  with  gusts  and  a  pale  darkness.  Large  flakes 
caressed  their  mackinaws  as  they  paused,  braced  against 
their  ice-axes.  A  solider  curtain  of  inky  streamers 
swung  over  them  out  of  the  right-hand  obscurity. 
"  Wait.  It's  crazy  to  push  on,"  said  Bob ;  but  at  once 
the  gloom  thinned,  and  he  sprang  forward  crying, 
«  Halloo ! »  They  brought  up  breathing  like  sprmters 
at  the  tape,  befon  cliff's  pitted  with  ledges,  set  with 
crumbling  spires  —  a  mid-air  Gibraltar  floating  against 
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them,  which  was  the  south  waU  of  the  pass  which  from 
afar  had  seemed  so  smooth  and  puny. 

The    other    waU   loomed    out.     They    spread    their 
ponchos  and  sat  silent  with  success.     In  the  dash  Gail 
had  felt  with  a  novel  thrill  that  he  must  beat  Bob  to 
whatever  revelation  was  at  hand.     But  only  the  faint 
tracks  of  a  mountain  sheep  swept  past  them  in  a  dotted 
curve,  and  the  pale  gossamer  blooms  of  arctic  poppies 
nodded  on  the  rocks  overhead.     Onward,  the  slope  sank 
smoothly  into  a  chill  dimness.     Bob,  producing  Ws  com- 
pass, tapped  its  dial,  exclaiming,   "East,   south  ten 
"T^*"'"'..?"'^  '*"^^  downward  with  a  wave  of  his  axe. 
They  slid,  swiftly.     The  wind  had  swept  the  fields, 
and  the  crust  here  was  frozen.     Their  boots  crunched, 
crunched,  out  a  straight  trail  that  dropped  them  Hke 
a  spider  s  thread,  never  stopping  to  rest,  into  the  un- 
known,—an  endless  filament  reaching  finally  upon  a 
barrier  of  green  ice-blocks,  large  pale  boulders,  deep 
pits  of  silt  and  gravel      «  Ho,  come  on! »  shouted  Bob. 
The  esker!"     Bhndly,  for  the  drizzle  had  shut  in 
again,  they  floundered  across  its  chaos,  and  out  upon 
the  flatness  of  the  great  glacier  far  above  its  ice-faU. 
The  vague  expanse  had  been  melted,  then  crisped,  into 
a  glare  of  tmy,  innumerable  ridges  of  snow-ice.     These 
locked  about  scattered  chunks  of  dark  rock  drift,  were 
cupped  around  even  pyramids  of  silt  that  advanced 
gnomishly  through  the  scud  as  they  pressed  on. 

Dun  to  the  lapse  of  time  and  distance,  they  trudged 
upward  into  snow  again.  Unceasingly  their  feet  again 
laid  the  notched  thread  of  their  craft  and  destiny,  untU 
suddenly,  as  if  the  world  had  ended  under  them,  the  ice 
bit  down  mto  nothingness.  Out  of  it  weUed  a  sub- 
terranean vibration.  Bob  rooted  himself  with  an  ex- 
clamation.    Then    slowly   the   vision    of  a   blue   lake 
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resolved  itself  out  of  the  chill  refractions  deep  in  the 
chasm,  the  tremulous  sound  betrayed  a  river  scouring  in 
the  trough  of  a  crevasse  its  concaved  walls  of  polished 
azure. 

"  It*s  longitudinal,"  breathed  Bob.  «*  So  a  big  ridge 
must  cut  the  glacier  ahead  there.  And  the  northwest- 
ern one  we  want,  I  bet  you.     Gods,  if  she'd  only  clear ! " 

"  You  mean  the  spur  that  leads  into  the  main  western 
shoulder  of  the  mountain,  the  one  we've  got  to  reach?  " 
asked  Gail. 

"  Yes,  yes.  But  how  did  you  guess  ?  »*  demanded  Bob, 
fixing  his  blue  eyes  upon  Gail.  "And  see.  Seven 
thousand  one  hundred  feet."     He  held  out  the  aneroid. 

Instinctively  each  had  freed  the  straps  from  his  ach- 
ing shoulders,  and  now  began  to  unload  the  packs. 
They  spread  the  big  paraflSned  tarpaulin  over  their 
contents,  anchoring  its  edges  with  rocks  dug  from  the 
edge  of  the  crevasse.  At  once  a  weariness  crept  over 
them,  a  soreness  invaded  every  sinew,  and  hunger 
gripped  their  vitals  like  a  sudden  cramp.  They  drank 
the  hot  tea  from  the  vacuum  bottle,  gulp  and  gulp  in 
turn,  gnawing  chunks  of  twice-baked  bread  and  pem- 
mican  drawn  frcmi  their  mackinaw  pockets. 

"  Anyhow,  this  is  our  base  camp,"  decided  Bob  aloud, 
at  last.  «  The  stream  down  there'll  save  alcohol.  We 
won't  have  to  melt  ice  for  tea.  We'U  have  the  tent 
and  blankets  up  tomorrow,  ready  to  start  the  day  after, 
if  it's  clear."  He  paused;  then  added  with  vehemence, 
"  Anything  to  quit  that  camp  of  Jonesy's.  Give  me 
my  pipe.  I  feel  like  smoking.  You  numb  in  your  head 
again?" 

^^  "Ye-es,"  said  Gail  slowly,  handing  him  the  briar. 
"  But  I  think  my  grouch  left  me  for  good  last  night. 
I  couldn't  sleep.     I  got  an  inkling  of  this  business  of 
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yours,  the  faitt  it  must  be  to  you.  what  it  ought  to 
tax  me.  But  the  plugging  today  has  kept  my  Ze  too 
close  o  ,t  aU.  Blotted  out  my  mind,  like  on'lhe  tr  J" 
GaJ  saw  as  if  through  the  fog  around  them,  his  keen 
concen  ration  upon  immortal  rewards  and  the  wWte 
world  into  which  they  had  battled,  bewildered  by  the 
nearness  of  all  its  ominous  complexity.  ^ 

"ItwJr  **^^"«.J?°!^  °'  ^^8^^  though,"  said  Bob. 

Its  the  responsibihty,  with  no  Jonesy."  He  took 
out  his  watch.     «  We've  been  gone  si^  hours." 

Never  before  had  remarks  of  Bob's  sounded  so  inade- 
quate to  Gail.  "Six?  "he  exclaimed.  "It  sLT'S^ 
sixty  minutes."  ^  "*® 

He^h«lt"  T^ir".^*^  ^^  *  '°°^  °^  P"^^I^  wonder. 
He  had  expected  the  time  to  have  been  interminable  to 

He  coiled  around  their  cache  the  rope  to  be  used  for 
tying  them  topther  in  navigating  cre^vasses  J^d  tht 
one  by  one,  thousands  by  thousands,  they  retrod  the 

van,  and  Bob,  letting  him  ahead  when  they  struck  the 
unmarred  crisp  ice,  noted  the  sureness  with  whTch,  not 
glancing  at  his  compass  or  asking  the  direction,  h;  led 
through  the  fog  to  the  piled  ice-cakes  of  the  e  ker  at 
he  exact  pont  where  they  had  crossed  it;  and  thence 
If  T.!^'""*  7.  '^'  P*^'-^*^  '"^^^^  «ke  the  very 
in    but  from  the  turquoise  ponds,  the  familiar  world 

abovp    '^  r^°°  ""''^^^"^  ^*«^^^'  th«  first  Kfted 

above,  into  an  horizon  bright  with  rose  and  golden 

At  the  tent  it  seemed  that  the  wet  willow  twigs  would 
never  blaze,  the  tea  be  boiled,  the  cooked  beans  wa^S 
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"  Let  her  blizz  all  night  if  she  wants,"  Gail  yawn«4 
"  I  can  sleep  now  till  kingdom-come." 


And  Gail  did,  as  if  he  had  been  drugged.  But  he 
awoke  with  a  sense  that  Bob  had  thrashed  about  for 
long  spaces  during  the  night;  once,  even,  had  cried  out. 
But  he  was  out  hy  the  fire  ahead  of  Gail,  meditatively 
whittling  tent-pegs.  Breakfast  was  ready,  and  the 
vacuum  bottle  full. 

They  cached  flour  and  beans  enough  to  last  to  the 
HartUne  camp  at  the  Chyta  forks.     The  drizzle  had 
set  m  thicker,  but  today  with  only  the  tent,  blankets, 
and  what  remained  of  the  reserve  pemmican,  the  packs 
were  lighter,  and  ten  o'clock  found  them  at  the  sum- 
mit of  the  pass.     The  rain  had  ceased,  and  vagrant 
snow-flakes   were  falling  through  utter  windlessness. 
Then,  as  always  upon  repeated  courses,  the  distance 
down  the  slope,  across  the  esker  and  up  among  the  silt 
mounds  of  the  gridded  ice,  appeared  to  shrink.     The 
awe  of  first  tempting  the  white  vastness  weakened  to 
a  homeliness  recognised  in  each  drift  and  boulder.     At 
two  o'clock  they  heard  the  drone  of  the  blue  river 
through  its  caverns,  and  were  clearing  the  new  snow 
from  their  cache. 

It  had  come  on  colder.  Nature  seemed  to  have  sus- 
pended her  transforming  forces.  They  pitched  the  tent 
from  its  telescoping  pole,  spread  tarpaulins  on  the  hard 
crust  inside,  laid  their  blankets,  piled  the  grub  about 
their  heads.  Bob  shinned  down  to  the  river  for  water; 
the  aluminum  kettle  was  humming  over  the  spirit  lamp, 
and  they  were  putting  on  dry  socks,  when  a  tickling, 
metallic  sound  on  the  silk  roof  showed  that  the  flakes 
had  begun  to  freeze.     Suddenly  the  gauzy  walls  about 
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l^Tw  "*  kIk  *  &^-  '^^'^  '"^'«^*  h*^«  been  within 
A^/fK  ^  ^-  ^*^?""^d  outside,  speechless. 
AS  If  by  some  world-creating  miracle,  sDarklin* 
PW  rolled  forth  all  around.  Ranges  of  toorda,^ 
fhl  *^^™*/*"P«»'Jo»-  cliffs  of  a  dazzling.  lacenC 
whiteness,  that  were  streaked  by  black  avalanLs Th  ch 

arTdJtL'TJ;'  T^V'^^^  "P-  *^-  th ^pt 
ared  paths,  and  higher,  the  mushroomed  caps  of  hang- 

«g  snow  cornices.     Drawing  away,  narrowed  in  ql* 

perspective,  everywhere  arms  of  the  glacier  mouS 

coihng  upward,  rough  and  ribbed  like  the  backs  of 

frozen  reptiles,  into  hanging  b.r^.cAr.  J  ^Wchvan^ 

i-hed  into  the  tenderest  of  clear  heavens. 

its  marbJf  w7r''  *""'^  *°  '^'  "«b*'  ^'^^^^^^*  and 

W  miiro^     "^""''''''  J''^'^^'  «°"*h  -cross  it, 
three  miles  or  more,  rose  what  at  first  appeared  to 

be  a  lone,  cubical  mountain,  thrust  out  upon  ?h'e l^fcien 

♦V*l,         .^orthwe«t   spur,"    whispered    Bob,    poinW 

ttither  with  a  shaking  hand.     Yet  as  he  gazed      hf 

furrows  m  his  forehead  deepened,  his  eyes  huZftrom 

their  large  sockets  and  clouded  over     «  But^ni  ^ 

They  8t«ed,  unaware  of  breathing.  The  riacier 
broke  upon  the  , pur  in  a  welter  of  ife-falb  ZZ 
abrupt,  .quare  face,  huddled  din,  spires  of  ic;;  Wnii^ 
cormoe,  .prang  „„t.  Arched  caverns  yawni-b"? 
•peck,  of  darkness.  And  eastward,  to  the  St  enfoU 
".g  the  bull  „,  xjncoln  within  the  heart  of  »;  ™"" 
eowered^the  .„n.b«  intensity  of  a  cloudba^'S 

"  She  leaHn  «11  i.?-*!.^        „^__  .      , 

some  sort  of  upper  «•"'- 


.  .,,  •     '••         -"•"»  Bume  sort 

phitheatre  to  our  ^est  ridge,"  said  Bob. 


But  we'U 
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Try  to  get  up  some 


have  to  turn  this  end  of  her. 
glacier  where  she  joins  it." 

u  rl!  ^1  '"^^'l'  "*^®  °^  ^^  "P"'^  "  cut  »  GaU,  engrossed. 
•*  To  the  right  or  left?  »  * 

*'  The  left,  but  not  verj  much.  Too  far  would  land 
us  m  that  fog,  against  the  ten-thousand-foot  wall  that 
the  map  puts  straight  under  the  summit  and  makes 
unchmbable.'* 

«  There's  the  main  ridge,  sweeping  up  behind  every- 
thing," cned  GaiL  «  Over  all  that  mist  which  looks  to 
be  a-fire." 

Emerging  beyond  and  above  the  square  spur,  towered 
needly  ranges,  rumpled  hanging  glaciers  ~  an  anarchy 
of  ice-falls;  and  topping  them,  the  western  ridge  in  a 
bold,  smooth  line  incalculably  high  against  the  ice-green 
southern  sky.  * 

Bob  rose  on  tiptoe,  suddenly  laughing,  as  though 

,,  ^^T^'  J  ^°"  ''*'"  "P  **»  ^^^  amphitheatre,  it's 
all  right     We  can  make  it.     We  got  to ! " 

As  he  spoke,  the  sun  in  the  North  behind  them  seemed 
to  sink  a  degree  or  more,  behind  some  dulling  fflm.  And 
instantly,  downward  from  the  empyrean  of  that  delec- 
table ridge,  aU  was  drenched  in  a  rainbow  fluorescence, 
to  the  torrent  at  their  feet,  chanting  through  the  bluish 
shadows  which  also  filled  every  scar  in  the  surroundini? 
snow.  * 

"  It's  aU  too  much,  isn't  it?  "  uttered  Bob,  his  face 
cnmson.  «If  a  man  could  only  beUeve  it  wasn't 
real  — " 

"  Cut  it ! "  Gail  commanded  hoarsely. 

nx 

He  dove  into  the  tent  for  the  camera.  He  set  the 
shutter,  glanced   at  the  sun;  crossed   the  bridge  of 
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stalactites.  On  its  far  side,  a  maze  of  smaller  crev- 
asses hid  their  treachery  beneath  faint  grooves  of  new 
snow.  I  ob  caUed  out  to  beware,  and  his  lips  were  still 
moving,  when,  without  a  cry  or  audible  crunch  of  the 
crust,  Gail's  arms  flung  up  and  he  shot  out  of  sight  like 
a  man  jumping  into  the  sea. 

Bob  felt  a  burning  wave  sweep  through  his  bosom. 
He  found  himself  plunging  back  to  the  tent,  running 
dizzilj  m  circles.  He  seized  the  glacier  rope,  dashed 
across  the  snow  bridge.  There,  restraining  himself 
with  a  maddening  caution,  he  slowly  followed  Gail's 
track,  poking  the  snow  with  his  ice-axe  at  each  step. 
A  muflled,  plaintive  sound  issued  from  the  ice  all  about. 
Lying  on  his  stomach,  he  began  to  worm  toward  it, 
through  a  sudden  heart-breaking  silence,  until  he  was 
peering  downward  into  an  unhallowed  darkness. 

"I  — I  can't  hold  her  long,"  came  Gail's  calm, 
steeled  voice,  distorted  by  the  slithery  waUs.  Yet  by  it 
Bob  located  his  head,  at  first  but  a  grey  disc  wedged 
between  the  converging  planes  of  ice.  Then,  as  his 
eyes  grew  used  to  the  greenish  gloom,  he  made  out 
Gail's  four  limbs  hunched  up  and  braced  like  a  spider's 
legs. 

"  Slipping  ...»    came    his    voice,    strident,    yet 
sonorous. 

The  end  of  the  rope  was  touching  Gail's  hair.  He 
seized  it,  in  a  frenzy  of  motion.  Recklessly  Bob  sprang 
upright,  hurled  himself  backward,  bracing  his  feet 
against  a  chunk  of  hard  nivS.  He  whipped  the  rope 
taut;  jerked  it  about  his  waist.  But  the  quick  down- 
drop  of  Gail's  body,  relaxing  its  brace,  ripped  Bob's 
feet  from  under  him,  dragged  him  back  toward  the 
crevasse,  clawing  at  the  crust.  For  anchorage  he 
lunged  his  arms  and  legs  against  every  nub  and  crack 
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up«.  utt.,  h.n„™.„.    Hi.  .nuSXtd  for  Tu? 

faght  or  terror,  anyhow.    Thouaht  of  nothh,!  • 

l»d  .truck  „..  c„r:ed  »;  1;j,o'c^'"tL„'  C:™^ 

"  You  felt  thai  the  world  »aa  comiiw  to  m.  «,J  l„ 
withJh^ioJr,,;^"^^^,/'  >«»«  "Uffed  out, 

«p:;ht;;tr;:?.  t  '^.Jef '  ^°;^^ 

*!*  craWed  Up,,  ,tai  blue,  hi.  d«.k  evr,«il  ^v 
».th  a  red,  defiant  glean.,  w/dened^on  B*  a    if  he 

Buiemnij.       How  could  jou  know  that? »» 


THE   FIRST   SURRENDER      1x9 

,.**5''"y  °J«n  cram  that  hit  life  shan^t  end  with 
h«n,»  «ph-ed  Bob,  meeting  Gail'.  .Ure.  but  with  .J 
oS,^r  o^  IT'^'r'r^y'    "  He  want,  .ome  JoZ  or 

monest  instinct.  Even  of  aU  animal..  If.  all  tK^k 
keep,  the  world  going.»»  *^*' 

"  ^ou  beHeye  that,  too? »'  bur.t  out  Gail,  the  fire 
mounting  in  hi.  eye..  *  °" 

JZ"  ^'^^  '^i*^«  ^'  mountain,  for  .ome  .uch 
reason,"  he  re.ponded,  now  in  a  hard  voice. 

.urIS;  t?oug"  "^''  incomprehension  of  hi.  own 

"  Ye.,  it  would  have  been  different,  dyinir  traoDed 
down  ttere-"  he  began,  re-immersed  in  ^hi"m.e  J     ^fj 
guess  I  shouldn't  have  been  so  mad-»  his  vo  c;  fell 
strangely  hushed.     « If  the  kid  had  lived  » 

HI«  .H*"™^.,^*'/**'''  <^°»^»J«vely,  to  the  tent  wall 
Hi.  sharp  Adam's  apple  swelled  and  rose  toward  his 

hiif '"'^i*'"*  'A^^!t  ^*"^  ^"  ^'*  *™-  "  TeU  me  about 
him,  he  said  with  eager  persuasion.  "I've  wondered 
if  something  like  that.  ,  ..»  wondered 

«I    couldn't,"    stammered    Gail,    "except   for    our 
being  alone  in  a  place  like  this,  and  just  havLg  sha^^ 
^vh    "^*^ -J^^'^th.     Unless  you  seemed  half  to  s^" 
anyhow,  what  I  want  out  of  living." 
"I've  seen  all  along  how  alike  we  are,  man." 
Steadying  himself,  Gail  stumbled  through  the  storv 
of  his   animal   youth,    of  hi.   vitiating  marriage     of 
Martha^  letter  and  the  deaths  in  the  lodginXus/ 
He  spoke  without  reserve;  without  shame  f^r^anrof 
nl  ?"^r^^«'  «^  his  paternal  desire,  without  sh^ess 
He  told  aU  except  his  love  for  Clara.     She,  as  th?  ": 
ing  flame  of  his  ideal  thirst,  the  mate  he  had  fancTfuiy 
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deitined  her  to  be,  was  a  being  too  Mcred,  omnipotent, 
even  for  this  friend  and  for  this  moment. 

Bob  listened  with  downcast  eyes,  boiling  water  for 
the  pea-soup,  stirring  in  the  yellow  powder.  The  two 
men  appeared  to  have  exchanged  personalities.  GaU»» 
sentences  pulsated  with  Bob's  mercuric  abruptness,  the 
while  he,  as  though  soothed  and  revitalised  by  the  first 
•taste  of  his  coveted  endeavour,  listened  on  intent,  self- 
possessed,  his  set  jaw  not  once  quivering,  his  pallor 
already  suffused  with  a  tinge  of  the  hue  peculiar  to 
snow-burn. 

The  tent  walls  had  ceased  to  glow,  as,  lifting  his 
chilled  cup  of  soup,  Gail  stopped  talking  with  — 

"  So  I'm  trying  to  grasp  what  every  man  works  and 
suffers  for,  the  prospectors,  traders,  labourers,  who 
are  making  this  country.  They  don't  seom  t>j  see  be- 
yond the  moment,  and  its  cash  gains  and  jealousies. 
If  I  thmk  I  get  at  their  bedrock  desires,  they  always 
appear  so  selfish  and  short-sighted.  And  then  some 
passion  or  surrender  kills  my  sympathy,  makes  me 
angry  with  them,  like  with  Jonesy.  .  .  .  '» 

In  the  pause,  the  rising  night  wind  began  to  fiap  a 
nb  c  i'^e  tent.  Bob  moistened  his  lips,  as  if  waiting 
for  the  fuflling,  silken  sound  to  cease. 

"And  a  man  like  me?"  he  ventured,  with  a  slow 
rising  infiection. 

"  You?  "  ejaculated  Gail  in  wonder,  shaking  off  his 
confusing  train  of  thought. 

"  I  didn't  tell  you  there  on  the  steamer  why  I  want 
to  climb  mountains,"  he  said.  « I  thought  yoi  *d  see 
for  yourself  — in  a  place  like  this."  He  drew  in  a 
breath.     "Don't  you?" 

^  « Maybe  I  did  last  night,"  .„id  Gail,  deliberating. 
A  man  must  be  some  sort  of  a  fanatic  here.     And  I 
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wa.  losing  faith  in  the  North  at  a  kej  to  men*i  hearts 
But  It  seems  to  bring  out  the  truth  about  one's  sell 
even  more.** 

"  Go  on,"  urged  Bob.    *•  Go  on.»» 
But  Gail,  with  a  poignant  sense  that  he  was  flounder- 
li .J  bejond  his  depth,  felt  that  he  could  not  continue. 

;*  Aren't  there  other  ways  of  a  man's  living  on  after 
dying?  "  hinted  Bob,  half-closing  his  eyes.  "  Disem- 
bodied ways,  but  just  as  real?  " 

"How  could  there  be?"  Gail  asked  obtusely,  puz^ 
«led.  He  was  dulled  by  his  old  uncertainty  in  grasping 
a  fellow's  problem,  when  suddenly  memory  of  the  Irish- 
man on  the  Seattle  dock  and  his  thirst  for  wandering 
flashed  through  GaiL  At  least,  Gail  blessed  him,  with  a 
wave  of  gratitude,  that  the  man  unknowingly  had 
guided  him  to  the  North,  to  here. 

Suppose  I  reach  the  top  of  Lincoln,"  said  Bob. 
Aware  of  Gail's  bluntness,  he  weighed  a  reveaUrg  man- 
ner of  speech.  «  It's  the  highest  mountain  in  the  world 
so  far  north  that's  virgin.  When  I  die,  wouldn't  the 
name  of  having  done  that,  my  name,  live  on  after  me 
as  real  as  I  myself,  or  any  part  of  you,  couM;  more 
real  for  the  general  knowledge  of  such  a  deed.  A  single 
hfe  is  lost  so  in  the  crowd." 

"Say  that  again.  It  sounds  fanatical  — I  told 
you."  Gail's  heart  was  throbbing,  his  forehead  hot 
and  moist.  His  lips  quivered  into  a  smile.  "How 
could  it?"  he  laughed,  incredulous.  "Only  a  name. 
But  the  idea  is  terrible.     Let  me  think." 

But  Bob  did  not  repeat  himself.  He  hunched  lus 
shoulders  impatiently,  as  if  rebuffed,  and  lapsed  in  a 
moody  silence. 

"  No  other  sort  of  success  has  ever  counted  with  me," 
he  muttered  after  a  while,  as  though  to  himself.     He 


ia«      THE   YOUNGEST   WORLD 

wa.  reviewing  his  dajs  cooped  in  a  WaU  Street  oiBce. 
among  men  with  childish,  calculable  aims;  his  father's 
promises  of  ease  and  wealth  if  he  buckled  down  in  such 
«  jaiL  Each  spring  there,  visions  of  winds  rustling 
the  aspens  down  unknown  river  bends,  of  such  a  very 
day  as  this,  had  choked  his  heart,  until  the  break  with 
the  generous,  sordid  parents  whom  he  loved.  He  was 
fiUed  by  a  bitterness  that  had  no  regret.     He  burrowed 

tTl     .!.i?"  **1*"K'*"  ""'^^  *  "«•*  *h**  """"^^ed  'or  him 
all  the  riddle  of  existence. 

Gaa  thought:    To  wander  for  its  own  sake,  grasp- 
ing deathless  scenes likewise  to  conquer  moun- 

tain-peaks.     That    was   the   primordial    ache   of   two 
■oujs.  ...  A  trail,  also,  to  immortality?  .  .  . 

They  had  hung  their  snow-glasses,  wet  socks,  ban- 
dannas,  from  the  tent  pole.  With  their  boots  they  now 
extended  the  thin  walls  taut,  and  packed  their  ed«s 
with  snow  to  freeze  there  and  stifle  the  rising  wbd 
whose  cold  had  begun  to  knife  them.  They  sank  back 
on  their  pillows  of  grub  and  duffle,  into  the  conscious 
silence  of  a  ft^t  night  in  the  lifeless  wastes,  waiting 
upon  the  drowsiness  whose  advent  they  mistrusted. 

J^fo'^  M»d  then  they  whacked  the  nA7^  with  their  hips, 
to  mould  It  to  their  bodies.  No  sound  scarred  the 
silence,  except,  at  age-long  intervals,  the  racking  whis- 
per of  a  crevasse  opening,  or  the  muffled  boom  of  a 
caving  snow-bridge.  Neither  stirred  Gail  with  awe  or 
thankfuhess  at  his  hairbreadth  brush  with  death.  He 
began  to  feel  torpid.  A  vague,  uplifting  dream  was 
haunting  him.  Suddenly  it  was  ruptured  by  a  imiltv 
flush  of  gratitude.  j      s      j 

«Snowden-Bob!  I  forgot.»'  He  started  up. 
half-asleep,  in  the  blear  day-whiteness  of  the  walling 
silk.     "You  saved  my  life!" 
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"Don't  reproach  me,"  Bob  answered  in  a  monotone. 
."X^ltlr--     "Neither  of  our  Kve..  worth 

"  Oh,  all  right,"  he  mumured,  sinking  back  with  a 
renewal  drowsiness,   relieved   and  yet  the  more  o^ 

It  was  as  if  some  unworthj  force  outside  himself,  in 
the  peopled  world  that  they  had  relinquished,  n^w  im- 
measurably distant  and  below,  had  cheated  hhn  J^th  a 
gush  of  sentiment  false  to  their  intrepid  quest. 

He  slept.  Yet,  as  if  he  had  been  awake,  he  felt  Bob's 
body  never  ceasmg  to  shiver  against  him,  trembling  in 
ever  stronger  spells      He  dreamed  of  a  black  rc^t  J 

rJi  *  r"^!i  '°"'^  ™"°^*"«  "P  "d  down,  cackling 
ma%  along  the  snow-bank  outside  the  tent.     It  seemed 

he^'Cft      ^'^^^^^^^  ^^  "P  there,  far  from  his 

He  .W  ]       ''^  *^°^  *°  "'**•    ^"d  ®*^  ™  hungry. 
He  started  runmng  to  catch  him. 


*woVr"5  °^  "f^*' ««ht»  descending  the  hmp  tent  walb, 
awoke  them  together.  A  clear  day  at  Lt!  Gail's 
heart  warmed  with  a  furtive  hunger  for  its  risks.  Yet 
Bob,  numb  fr«n  sleeplessness  though  he  looked,  was  the 

2rn  mlr^t  ^~'".^"  "*"^^*»'  ^"'''  0P«  the  tent 
As  the  water  heated,  they  kept  uncovering  the  pot. 
.Jentiy  feelmg  it,  sides.  They  jabbed  off^chunk.  of 
pemmican  from  the  large  cake  with  their  knives.  Inter- 
minable mmutes  passed,  through  their  noisy  gulping 
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of  the  tea,  to  the  second  brew  for  soup.  The  bread 
was  sweUing  in  it,  when  Gail,  peering  outside,  reached 
back  and  gripped  Bob  by  a  foot. 

"The  sununiV  his  voice  came  hushed.     "You  can 
see  her.*'  ^ 

The  ivory  cloud-bank  at  the  heart  of  the  range  had 
dissolved  in  the  ni^t.     The  western  ridge  carried  the 

*Lf  ^*"''"^.  °^  ^*^  ^*°  ^^  ^«°ith-  There,  sus- 
pended  hke  an  iridescent  bubble -now  a  pyramid,  now 
globular;  then  with  sheer,  jeweled  facets,  catching  the 
remote,  up-slanting  fire  of  the  sun  from  behind  the 
crisp  and  shadowy  hordes  of  the  northeastern  ranges  — 
tibe^apex  of  the  North  flamed  slowly,  with  down-criping 

"Lord!    Don't  forget  the  look,"  breathed  Bob  into 
"SJ"  !5'i'.,**''^  crouching  on  their  hands  and  knees. 
Shaped  like  a  pointed  cap  o»  liberty,  tilted  to  the  west. 
And  *8  every  foot  of  her  19,1C0." 

The  sun  pinioned  them  over  a  sleek,  saucer-shaped 
cloud      And  mstantly,   throughout  the  hush   of  that 
immature  hght  of  three  o'clock,  was  exhaled  an  oran« 
haze.     It   softened   with    an   enervating  mistiness   the 
clean  outlines  of  ice-fall  and  lace-white  precipice,  which 
a  moment  back  it  seemed  they  might  have  touched  with 
their  hands;  withdrew  them  to  vague  distances,  in  a 
niahgn,  refracting  light.     By  the  time  the  tent  was 
down  and  the  outfit  packed,  the  wine  of  the  mominir 
had  soured.     Yet  Gail  accepted  the  menace  of  storm 
with  a  secret  exhilaration;  Bob  with  a  sharp  oath,  as 
he  headed  across  the  bridge  of  stalactites,  studying  his 
compass.  »         j    »  tu» 

"  Due  south,"  he  said.  «  But  not  too  far  to  the  left 
—  east,  remember,"  he  warned,  pointing  with  his  axe 
to  the  square  spur.     Its  unscalable  face  towered  behind 
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distorting  veils  of  haze.     « We  keep  along  its  riirht 
llT  "r  ""'  ^    '*  oughtn't  to  be  fhl^  'nSe 

riZ  tl7     /T  *^T'  ^^*^^^»  ^*  «^d  the  main 
ndge,  leading  to  the  amphitheatre/'  ^^ 

tl,.t''!i'"l*  the  cavern  of  yesterda/s  skittish  instant, 
they  slowly  na^gated  seas  of  hidden  crevasses.     TTTey 

deceitfully    skimmed    them    over;    poked    their    axes 

depths,  between  smooth,  green-azure  hanginir-waUs 
Some  tiiey  had  to  bridge,  laying  the  axes  fr^m^lTp  to 
lip  of  a  depression  to  distribute  their  weight,  scrambW 
across  m  turn  on  their  bellies,  with  a  quickTtKk! 
agih  y.  It  was  impossible  to  keep  a  straight  cou«e! 
After  each  circuit.  Bob  hesitated,  estimating  their  Z 
viation,  and  struck  out  anew. 

Hours  passed.     They  forged  oi  blind,  throuirh  the 
?heh     U  "?  "^^V*  ^""'^'^  «^-^d  -othc/them 
«t«s      lr.r  *  "''^'^  "'  *'^  *°°*^^'  surrounding 
!?f K^  *!.      .    ,*^^*''  ''*"'^''  contracted  with  their  eves 

^.e^feet'  T''  '    ^'^  ^f  ^"^'^  '^^^^  ^-"^  "0-d 
their  feet  and  moving  with  them. 

cut  h.  CO.P....    «Did  I  „y  ..4  „^  ,^H«^^ 
;;  Soutt."  prated  M.    «  You  didn't  q„.,;ify.» 

He"^     "Your  right  leg-,  rtronger-n,.ke7  yo^*- 

fcr«  -^^"7  *°  '  •'  ''«'"•  ""^"'"S'  "  Th!»  W  i. 
.UrtJn  »  ^'  *?""»«•  Majbe  we're  fooIUh  to 
rt.rt  „  rt.  yet  without  that  pemmicM-"  he  rtopp«l 
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a  It  J       T  ."^'^P*^^  ^'^^^S^d  «o""e»  Bob  with 
•  muttered  complaint  about  human  «  «en.e  of  direction^ 

V 

Suddenly    de«l  d,e,d,  .  ch.o.  of  huge  ice-block, 
fch  capped  with  .oiled  .now  .,«1  UarM  ^h  W 
je^e..  .prang  out  cruAiugly.  bre.thl...ly;lrtf 

Bob'^tll'^"';-""!*^*,*"  ■*  "•"  *'  "ghV-  bu«t  out 
HOD,  rooted  m  his  tracks      «*  Qf  ;ii   ♦!.—  i    i 

ShaU  we  try  them?  -  '  *'^  '~^  P^'"**^"- 

His  voice  flagged  shghtly,  irresolute,  as  if  he  de- 

cUmb  ""^^^  *""*"""  ^"  *^«'  fi"t  d'^y*" 

Di^^wri?"!,*^'"^".^'  "'«^  vigorously,  lighting  Bob's 

mounted  the  first  hummocks  and  benches  of  the  i«fall 
anX'St*  '^-^P---^-  -folded  them     ?he 

hf^^^onhimS:?s•  %r'»5^*^"^.^  ^^^  "^"^•■ 

inir  un  l!r!  T  '  '\^^y  ^«a«»e  insects  creep- 
!^1^?  T^  *'"**'■  "*'**  °^  '"^y  <=o'al.  upon  a  towerinir 
eTl^ch  °"'^7"^J  rl^  ^"^  -<^  bottomlelT ;oZ 

mu'S::%:^!;\:xin^^^^^^^  '^  *^^  p^*^ «'  --^ 

T?;.-*  [^  ,  *^""J^»  'n  *ne  game  aga  nst  disaster 

-.tea  ice-it^ '^,;.-.-..-)^itJ~A':Hr 
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marrf  ^  hrf^^'"  '^''""'"-    At  each  hJt  6«^ 
fai^.  '"'^  *•  "^^  ™«  *•'  ■">  alcohol  w.. 

thJX.""™  .'T  ""kS*'  "■*•  '«»«  »*»««1  from 
griming  ia  «l^t«V«faL^;rj'>'"S:,r%' 

tW  wo«  m«le  ..ch  ]«,k  to  the  other  .  g,ot.«      7^ 

<»iTy  tne  smeU  of  the  pea-meal,  of  the  mutton-f.t  in 
tte  pemm,c«,  .„d  the  waterproofed  cloth  of  the  ptck. 

th":  ta"'bllfLm'"ht  tef  '^f  '  ^  "^  '"' 

jet."  Bob  tried  to  ehe^r  "ow-blmdne..  - 

A.  they  .tarted  on,  a  miiffled  rumbling  overhead  bur.t 
TLT'  ^"."•'"■•"'y  ■="«'=«'■  A  fremofra'  do"„ 
%-«'^'.'sI^«lf "  ""■  '"'«'  ''^  •'-■'""able  ,«,- 
TmL"    ®""""^^''      -"""-"d  Bob.    "And  clo.e 
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He  began  to  hesiUte.  in  breMting  upward  acrow  the 
JJ^g  „outh.  in  the  nSvS;  to  .hi?  the  ^r^^^rltl 
of  comce.  more  clun,.ay.  But  GaU  felt  fiufrXn 
•t  .tartmg,  a  time  today -contrariIj-remL**i; 

.LS?^5  **'  impeDed  him  to  an  anger  which  wa- 

.«?* ^     I  !*     ^"  *'*^*P*  "  J^™«  rid  him  of  some 

^t?v.     '    r  S°*  ^''P^^'^"^  y**"-     H«  became  a^ 
gmsive,  as  of  old  upon  the  foot-baU  field.  ^ 

»W1  too  steep  for  foot-holds  when  clear  of  Sw  .Low 
They  cut  steps.     Bob  called  fr^uent  rests,  f^g  fo" 

it  .oursP;  ^t  did,:^:t'^S^^SdTayT"4o^^^^^ 
.nd  avo,d  watching  Bob  brace  up  and'foUow.  ^yU 
they  kept  together,  and  each  knew  fhat  they  we^  mak- 
m^good  time.  Soon  they  realised  that  it  hlS  W 
been  freezing.  At  a  sudden  levelling,  they  f i^  off 
mto  mid-a^  with  triumphant  syllable^        ^    ^  "^ 

int?a  I'^I ''''"  '^  *'^*"«»  ^-^^  «old  had  curdled 
wto  a  pamd  greyness.  Far  below,  flat,  pasty  clouds 
^th  frayed  edges  blotted  the  white  universe  corrunHn^ 

cave  tilted  above  the  horizon,  mounted  a  stran«  area 

of  tte    ree  country  a  soothing  cloud  of  vioUt^        * 

The  amphitheatre  behind  the  spur.     We're  ud  to 
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Bob  Aoulrf  .fter  him;  but  in  ,  ninnto   .Ij  T 

i^*'".^'A!;r:rs:b'r/:fjfirTK*''«'«' 

preach  for  the  «mrt     1^.7.,  *  ^.  "*•, '"«'»"t  «" 

on  the  main  west  ridge  "  «*™pmuieatre, 

ri..;d  blow  ».-o,er  ..j^'X.^*  '"'"^  "^* 

«^r^  wilt  r  ""°f  T*  '""'■P'"''  "««k^ 

gonauy  with  wavy  Imei  of  pje  .trata,  briitling  with 
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gaunt  rock  piiuwcles,  they  ttopped  in  their  tracks,  runl 
with  wonder.  ^^ 

"  She  looked  aU  tumbled  ice  from  below,»»  said  QaU. 
"  Not  sheer  diff  like  that.** 

"The  spur  hid  this.  The  ice  ii  higher,**  explained 
Bob.  «  And  now  refraction  makes  her  look  so  steep,** 
he  encouraged  simply.    «  Camp,  anyhow.** 

But  Gail*s  eyes  were  scanning  a  big  snow-bank  at  the 
foot  of  thi  wall.  They  seard  ed  a  straight,  gouged 
path,  bordered  with  rough  snowballs,  that  extended  from 
it. 

He  said,  pointing:  «  Those  edges  there  are  aU  new 
and  clean.** 

.  "  If  they  weren't,  we  shouldn't  risk  it  here.  What*s 
faUen  won*t  fall  again,*'  said  Bob,  enigmatically.  «  But 
I  wish  we  could  see  the  top.    Then  we*d  be  sure." 

VI 

They  ducked  their  deadened  shoulders,  releasing  the 
packs,  and  with  the  pole  thrust  deep  down,  raised  the 
tent  low  in  the  white  ^loom  against  the  storm.     They 
cemented  its  edges  under  a  foot  or  more  of  snow,  flicked 
off  what  had  seeped  over  the  tarpaulins,  and  at  last, 
dry-clothed,  wriggled  down  into  their  blankets,  in  the 
disorder  of  grub  and  dishes.     Bob  scooped  out  clean 
nSvS  from  a  hole  dug  by  his  head,  filling  the  pot  with 
slow  handfuls  which  slushed  into  water.    They  be- 
stirred themselves  drowsUy.     SwoUen  from  snow-bum, 
their  faces  now  bore  the  same  glistening  coppery  hue, 
as  of  lustre  porcelain.     Their  heads  felt  afire  to  the 
tips  of  their  ears,  and  heavy  with  a  duU  aching.     Fi- 
nally, clearing  their  dubious  ruminations,  the  song  of 
the  heating  water  stole  above  the  sandy  ifft  of  snow 
upon  the  silk. 
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Bob,  with  a  mouthful  of  pemmican,  jerked  himself 
upngfat,  grabbed  into  the  corduroy  trousers  of  his 
piUow.  "I  forgot.  The  test  of  everything! »»  he 
excLumed,  drawing  out  the  aneroid.  "  Eleven  thousand 
five  hundred,  by  G !»  he  announced.  "Forty- 
three  hundred  feet  today.  I  told  you  we  were  some- 
where.    One  more  camp,  man,  and  we  try  the  trick !  ** 

Gail,  gulping  his  tea,  was  struck  by  the  contradiction 
m  such  buoyant  flashes  to  the  pUable  carelessness  with 
which  Bob  had  tackled  the  slope.     Of  like  part  was  his 
reveahng,  searching  talk,  and  at  times  his  inept,  child- 
hke  remarks.     He  seemed  like  two  separate  beings :  the 
one  bummg  with  unquenchable  enthusiasm,  the  other 
dimmed  by  a  querulous  inertness.     Yet  the  stimulus  of 
now  facmg  his  ambition  had  returned  him  that  alert 
flush  of  the  body  which  he  had  lost  on  the  trail.     The 
seams  had  cleared  from  his  forehead,  the  muscles  of  his 
jaw  had  steadied,  and  his  features  no  longer  appeared 
drawn  or  too  narrow  for  his  broad  frame.     But  he 
lacked  that  fervid,  subduing  leadership  which  Gail  had 
assumed  that  his  zeal  would  dower  him  with  in  the 
actual  assault  upon  the  mountain.     His  optimism  held 
no  overpowering  assurance.     It  rather  stirred  Gail  to 
misdoubts,  tainting  his  dawning  ardour  for  the  climb. 

Over  the  pea-soup,  Bob  shot  him  shy,  irritated 
glances;  Gail  wondered  whether  from  weariness  and  the 
forbidding  glimpse  of  their  way  forward,  or  if  pique 
rankled  hun  for  that  dash  over  the  ridge's  lip.  And 
the  sizzhne,  gulping  noises  that  Bob  made  grated  upon 
Gail,  who  felt  his  will  bending  not  to  show  annoyance. 
For  the  first  time  a  reserve  silenced  them,  as  though 
each,  under  the  grim  exactions  of  the  fight  toward  the 
summi^  was  jealous  of  Ihe  other;  as  if  their  reckless 
and  mhuman  height  — the  blind  malignity  of  ice  and 
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rock,  all  Uw  immucace  and  lure  of  i>..^i      k  j 
m  6.0.  that  Irucuknt  .«uu"o.  ,W^  7.  ^  ""^ 
e«ry  ^a.  ,h«,  ..  ,„art.73  U^  ^*  » 
test  for  lurvival  *"'  ®®"" 

that  has  slipped  its  belL     TK    *    ?  -f         *  njwheel 

Here',  our  danmed  immortal —I  ••    S. 
•faflrf,  mwothed  back  into  wVTl..    .   v  "'  *" 

U.^'dZfpSil.^f  fkJ^M'»  'l"'"^*-     n  beat 

cm..«  leaped  trffa^rt^v'.'™*  *'*"   »   «'» 

found  Wm.elffurioL?^^*''*'"'  "'°''' '""^  '«P"«'. 

in*  for  air)  for  ^   i,  a  fe™      f^'J^  ''«"•  8"P- 

Bob  .DoW  fi~*     .'  .        "■  "'  ""ffMation. 

«.  b^.r?'""*'  "■»"«"•»»  "Who-whaf.  letting 

«»  .'..  de.per.te  cai^at^  TSa^^Sl^j; 
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thought  of  •mothering*  of  exhaustion  or  the  limits  of 
carnal  tissue,  they  abjured.  Bob  wielded  the  pot  which 
fitted  to  the  bottom  of  the  alcohol  can.  Gail  shovelled 
with  the  aluminum  plate.  They  dug,  dug,  upward  for 
breath  and  life;  welcoming  the  dizziness  that  dulled 
fatigue;  daring  to  voice  neither  hope  nor  hopelessness 
through  the  lagging  hours,  welding  in  each  stroke  the 
last  atom  of  their  strength,  in  their  hearts  deriding 
obliteration. 

"  We  must  damnably  love  — **  Bob  gasped  once,  "  liv- 
ing for —  nothing." 

When  they  could  stand  in  their  steep  chimney,  they 
groped  for  the  outfit  in  the  powdery  snow,  packed  it; 
then,  digging  on,  they  cut  shelf  above  shelf,  each  at  the 
height  of  their  shoulders  from  the  other,  raising  the 
duffle  after  them.  Masses  of  the  rough  dome  overhead 
obligingly  caved  down,  yet  only  to  tumble  them  to  the 
bottom  of  the  burrow,  into  a  soft  moil  from  which  they 
freed  themselves,  unearthing  the  packs,  feeling  that 
they  had  quarried  for  useless  ages,  and  were  but  rebe- 
ginning  the  ordeal. 

They  sweltered  in  the  heat  from  their  bodies. 
"  Snow's  not  so  porous  —  holding  less  air  all  the  time,*' 
growled  Gail. 

"  It*8  the  height  makes  us  short  of  breath,"  whis- 
pered Bob,  hugging  the  delusion.  "  And  she  may  be 
hundreds  of  feet  up  yet.** 

"  Thousands!  *'  boiled  Gail  between  his  teeth. 

At  intervals  he  rested  his  head  against  the  wall  of 
their  slender  shaft ;  and  for  this  received  sinister  glances 
shot  by  Bob,  ceaselessly  scooping,  until  he,  of  a  sudden, 
collapsed  with  a  groan.  Gail  prodded  him,  mercilessly 
rubbed  his  face  with  snow,  as  he  lay  inert  on  their  shelf; 
and  when  he  opened  his  eyes,  lifted  and  leaned  him  up- 
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CTMked  voice:  ™™"«»«-    -And  then  m  •  ch«ngri, 

"laokl    Godtl    Lookl" 

cent  into  the  Tuuii.n  ^tti    t  «T"""^  phoiphoret- 

•f  the  pot,  «,  ttat  M~ll  «  r  ?  ""  '"'*"«  handle 
n.U«d.'^The  dt^S««i''S  S?*  "'\*"  "  *•» 
»'  Mriit,   n  cle.r    .,„•     .""«'■  •  gTMuUr  Mate 

«.t  .no,, ..  if^j^XJT;^,.  ""^  ™'  "- 

*.»ght,  th.1  intoxLw  th»t?  rt!..'*™T """• 
«~teful  unK,  reelinir  AndTZ  ^f  "tounded, 
down  „d  lifted  oSX  „ff  Jt"'  "  *■»'  "^'^ 
d«poiIed  th«n.  ;^.^!  SM;  P?"™  of  «.e  light 
•l-'  long  gloom   «,  Zt  rt  •    "™'  '""fiwd  by 

tie  .now  '       ^*  *^  •^"""•'d  tteir  f«c  inli 

of  their  .now-ri„l      C'^  •^''"  «» >»"lting  di.c. 
into  W.ibiUty  CeTol.f      T"  *'"'  '""«'  to  .h«le 

Cl-k.     Th„.  we,twa.d.  -he^Tirt Jfe™  ^"^ 
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^f'^'"?.^'*?'  ^  ^  ^*^  '■'  »»yo°d  it  — those 
•Jwfi  of  bnght  needles  under  that  nuked  and  pitiless 
■ky,  and  the  cnnUed,  reptiUan  teniucles  of  the  jrlaciers 
and  ice-fa]Is  over  there. 


▼n 

**  Past  noon.  She  couldn't  have  fallen  on  us  till  near 
morning,*'  exclaimed  Bob,  jumping  upright.  He  felt 
that  his  ejes  had  at  last  got  used  to  the  glare;  but  on 
glancing  around,  ttey  met  only  a  luminous  mist  which 
*Md  stealthily  enveloped  them. 

tT  V**l^^i***  *"•*  ^^'"^  *****  **'*«*  *o  **cWe  that  cliff. 
Under  this  fog,  anyhow,"  he  went  on,  yawning,  in  the 
reaction  to  weariness  and  sleep.     "We've  lost  a  day 
Camp  here,"  he  muttered  with  resignation.    "Liirht- 
nmg  doesn't  strike  twice—"  * 

"Unless  a  man's  short  of  pemmican,"  reminded  Gail, 
starting  to  pitch  the  tent.     «  Jonesy.  .  .  .  Daughter 

S:  "\*^*"«^*"»  ^"^  o"«ht  to  have  packed  along  some  of 
that  buckskin.  ..." 

-Don't  squeal,"  retorted  Bob.  "With  enough  tea, 
we  can  make  it  on  half  rations.  But  another  delay  'ud 
fix  us."  ^ 

Gail  checked  himself,  thinking,  with  a  touch  of  his 
former  siJlenness:  Why  this  accusing  languor,  in- 
stead of  Bob's  old  nervous  cheer  in  ripping  through 
a  rebuff?     Gafl  felt  no  conviction  in  his  confidence. 

They  reeled  under  the  low  roof  of  silk,  husbanding 
the  alcohol  as  they  fiUed  the  stovP  They  drank  their 
tea  m  silence ;  then  sank  back  sleepily  on  their  blankets, 
into  the  moist  heat  filtered  by  the  tent.  The  hours 
leaped  on,  as  they  lay  there  open-eyed,  yet  insensate 
a.  molluscs  Oh  for  some  roar  in  the  silence,  the  steady 
hum  of  falling  water!     Only  after  creeping  spaces  of 
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time  erne  the  aoft,  .mothered  boom  of  settling  ice.  a 
gnm  wh«per,  hinting  that  aU  thoae  forbidden  space., 
like  their  hearts,  stiU  were  faintly  fluxible  ^       ' 

A  golden-edged  shadow  began  to  eat  up  the  thin  wall, 
the  miage  of  their  shelTs  edge,  cast  up  by  the  late  sun 
sink  ng  into  the  nadir  of  the  planet,  tfn^   or  a  "- 

hITk^^    l^^'^'*'"  *^**  ^'^^  "^^'"^J  to  bo'der  upon 

t  A?  »;«       I  ,^'  ^'«*''  '^^^^  '««io°  taking  on 

Its  nightly  glaze  of  deadened,  rainbow  hues.     He  was 

strangely  refreshed;  his  head  clear,  with  an  acuteness 

that  amazed  him.     Surely  a  daze  had  pervaded  him 

What  T.rT  '"^1  *'^^  ''^^  "-^^'^  *^«'^>ff- 

What  a  slave  the  mmd  was  to  one's  exhausted  body! 
thought  of  him,  as  unworthy  and  unfair. 

of  a  world  sWl  golden,  yet  tarnished,  lustreless.  It. 
sweep  and  vast  complication  annihilated  aU  judgment 
of  distance    keen  as  his  eyesight  now  was.     Hrwa. 

Some  slant  peak  far  away  appeared  to  exhar*  whiUsh 
puff,  hke  powder,  and  as  the  hushed  tumult  of  the 
aveJanche  touched  their  ears,  they  drew  in  breath  to- 
l^ther.     It  seemed  to  cast  down  their  vision  to  the 

This  narrowed,  sheered,  over  an  abyss.     That  was 

spu^  ¥he'  'r  *?'  '^!:iP^^^»>-*-  behind  the  cubfc" 
if  I'  7^?  ^'^  ^^^"""^  "P  *^^  ^^e^"!  Wack  waU.  at 
Its  bands  of  putty-coloured  rock,  its  steep  grooves  Ind 
tottermg  pinn«:les.     It  was   foreshortened  by 
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ness.     Thus  their  ejres  leaped  west,  immeasurable  dis- 
tances. 

"And  that»s  all  the  main  west  ridge -our  ridge. 
We  re  on  it,  sure,  Gail,"  Bob  declared.     «  But  look  at 
those  higher  cornices.     Thej  always  mark  a  crest.     It 
can  t  be  far  above  them."     He  pointed  toward   the 
curving  caps  of  snow,  drooping  their  traitorous,  over- 
hanging scrolls,   and  huge  for   aU  their   remotenessl,^^. 
If  last  night»s  storm  made  them,  we  couldn't  have  held^W 
the  tent  a  minute  in  it."    He  chuckled.     "Maybe  it  '^ 
was  lucky  we  did  get  stepped  on." 

Now  their  eyes,  sweeping  down  across  sculptured 
bergschnmds,  among  shadowy  !  -falls,  feU  into  another 
abyss,  larger  than  that  to  the  ea^t  —  a  gulf.  It  gaped, 
an  astonishing  void  of  darkness,  beneath  th  it  pale  emer- 
ald sky.  Each  felt  the  other's  muscles  tighten.  Gail 
jumped  to  his  feet.     Bob  ripped  out  an  oath. 

I*  On  the  horizon,  there,"  he  breathed,  hoarsely, 
pointing.  "Isn't  that  our  V-shaped  pass?  And 
there  s  our  first  camp."  They  beheld  the  chasm  of  the 
river  in  the  ice,  now  a  dull  smear. 
•*  »  ^"**.*^^"*«  **>«  »q"are  spur,  there!  We're  not  on 
It.  Gail  spoke  with  a  curdling  directness,  indicating 
the  steepled  brow  beyond  the  gulf.  «  We  haven't  even 
topped  it.  .  .  ." 

"Gone     wrong  — wrong,"     Bob     uttered     thickly. 

Too  far  to  the  left,  I  told  you  — where  that  cloud- 
bank  was.  Under  the  big  precipice.  And  we've  only 
chmbed  up  to  it,  here  where  the  slide  fell.  There's  our 
amphitheatre  .  .  .  over  there.  .  .  ."  His  voice  broke. 
"  Cut  ofF.  .  .  .»» 

"What'll  we  do  then?"  probed  Gafl  coldly,  yet 
loathing  his  own  dependence.  He  felt  his  Ups  twist  with 
scorn,  but  he  trembled,  unable  to  face  Bob, 
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eve?"''TW  7^"*  w">  ^^  P^^°«J  ^  with  hi. 
Z\  J*t  ^^P-^^^J^^ted  dark  blueness  wa«  black  « 
he  .tood  there  in  hi.  corduroy,  and  grey  .weateT  mt^ 

V    there,  when  the  slide  c-ne  down -dSL.il     k^J?" 
^tto«  ph^e.,  those  guSTtho^'^S^i^f 

^«f«pro.ch  for  h.  pu«y  grasp  of  the  Soul  in  »ch 
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light,  a  wraith  with  Martha's  dark,  suppli-    1 
ires  floated  across  the  chaos  of  Gail's  dreams.    * 


In  the  ni 
eating  eyes 

Peering  through  the  tent-flap,  they  saw  that  the  wan 
sky  ^ras  cloudless.  Westward  the  frozen  cataracts, 
ribbing  the  sharp  angles  of  the  main  ridge,  exhaled 
an  enchanted,  waxy  pallor.  Downward  they  plunged 
into  a  dusky  welter  of  hanging  ice  and  snow-streaked 
cUff,  all  with  the  somnolent,  metallic  gleam  of  polished 
flint. 

Warmed  by  the  tea,  their  frozen  boots  hammered 
on,  tent  down  and  the  packs  made,  they  started  up  the 
rough  bosom  of  the  slide.  The  settled  windless  air 
calmed  their  excitement  at  the  impact  of  the  decisive 
hours  ahead.  The  surface,  melted  then  frozen,  held 
them,  and  bit  straight  into  the  great  precipice,  whose 
face  bore  the  dark  iridescence  of  the  night  that  had 
elsewhere  fled.  It  met  them  between  two  spires  like 
the  armless  torsos  of  giants  in  effigy.  A  groove  in 
one  of  the  bands  of  pale  rock,  a  kind  of  porphyry, 
shot  up  at  a  steep  angle  across  the  glossy  slate ;  and  to 
the  west,  their  direction.  Soon  easing  blemishes,  in- 
visible from  below,  appeared  to  spread  up  the  slope; 
scant  patches  of  grimy  snow  that  gave  soothing  foot- 
holds, sliding  scree  that  dragged  their  tread  down 
slimily. 

A  gully  folded  over  their  heads  into  a  rock  chimney. 
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^merging  at  its  top,  GaU  saw  Bob»s  wide  eve.  .«..!,]• 

furred  over  wit),  Mh!J     x*     ,  ""*  '^'^^^^^  *  '^orW 
He  looked  up  and  led  on.    "Bet  you  G.a  I^S^     . 

fo«   JllL't     '"^/''''''  '■"■"""y  »'  «"  -ight  be. 

be^"'t^L*^:r^^L'""S^i"  *-'  '•"  ■>'■» 

«  te.t  more  of  am.  »!?V-         Ji"*  '^''""  acrobatic ; 

■pace.     Tk^  S™  in„.ion  Zf  "tb-"'  ?""*"  ""  '"- 
toil  wa,  e«.ier  than  bI™.!"  i*"  *"'  «»at-Iike 

treachery  ^^.^oT  ^^^^  "'^  *"»«*  *'  y«'*»« 
a  n,ore  leaded T^^t^l"  „',  T*"  J"'"""'""', 
.houlders.  For  elrf,^.?*  S'  P"""  "P™  «""■■ 
•lipped  back  tL^  •  "^  ^'""'"'  «""  talM.  thej 
»c£d  tot^^'JT"?  *'■;  ««  '""arf,  feeling 
drift,  m^^!ttl!r^r,r^':'""  "«<*  tt«  rock 

-r.4ht  into*  Z'l::^''^:^'^^  SI**  ,'"* 
on  the  snow  of  camp.  '''"''  *"  '"ra 

"Mountain    .ickness.     That',    the   one    U>;„.        j 
gr^.^  .*e  Wio...  .ucking  in-lTbrea^'::  fc^- 

.by~.    6«I  w^Xh.?dr^^  'rin*''b'-""'".f 
concealed.     But  could  »n^  .«      -^^  "  ^"  ^<»'^'' 

^«t.  ....t  of  an-^^^^^-jriJt^s  °iri; 
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ever  equable  ?    What  matter,  provided  his  guiding  spirit 
did  not  cease  to  flame? 

They  wormed  up  more  chimneys,  scarring  their  fin- 
gers, even  through  the  gloves  on  them.  Their  packs 
swung  like  pendulums,  yanking  their  backs  out  and 
downward,  as  if  from  some  repellent  magnetism  in  the 
rock.  Each  new  stretch  of  cracks  and  pinnacles  stag- 
gered them  backward  with  its  convexity.  The  whitish 
rock  was  rotten  and  powdered  in  their  grip.  Unable  to 
estimate  the  distance  or  angle  of  foot-  and  hand-holds, 
they  braced  themselves,  galvanically  —  and  plunged. 

They  felt  rashly  impelled  into  trap  after  trap,  where 
thej  swayed,  overbalanced,  tricked  and  doomed.  The 
precipice  had  lured  them  in  bravado,  and  having  cast 
the  die,  they  made  pride  of  manhood  down  their  love  of 
life,  silence  any  word  of  despair  or  retreat.  The  hidden 
crevasses  of  two  days  back  were  child's  play  to  these 
jutting  ruffs  of  slate.  They  would  gain  an  abutment, 
fall  safe  behind  it,  fasten  the  whole  length  of  their  arms 
and  bodies  tight  upon  its  sheeted  rock,  as  if  some  fiend 
were  striving  to  dislodge  them.  And  the  sweat  that 
started  in  the  pahns  of  their  hands,  that  poured  from 
their  foreheads,  smarting  in  their  eyes,  tasted  thicker, 
saltier,  than  any  perspiration  from  mere  wearing  tissue. 
"  Gail,  you  climb  like  a  steeple-jack.  You  don't  seem 
to  care,"  gasped  Bob,  knotting  himself  under  an  arch. 
"I  have  to  grip  myself,  to  choke  the  crazy  impulse 
to  jump  off." 

Gail  shuddered,  frowning.  « I'm  all  right  —  so  long 
as  my  hands  stick,"  he  panted.  His  feeUngs,  dimmed 
by  incessant  reckoning  against  perdition,  were  aroused 
by  Bob's  words.  « Then  I'm  sure  of  myself,  like  a 
swimmer  on  the  surface  —  no  matter  how  deep  the 
bottom." 
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»«  to  you,"  retorted  Bob.     «  The  whiteness  of  e^e^. 

withT^L^.  f  *^'"-"  But  Gaa  checkS  himself 
with  •  flush  of  shame.  He  dug  a  handful  of  snow  from 
the  crevice,  and  swaUowed  it. 

JllJ''''^  ^*"~***  ""*«^*  ^^^'^  >*  ^ould  feel,  through 
«d  through  me,  to  be  shooting  down  there,"  iob  w  *t 
on,  «  with  aU  that  glory  whirling  to  mj  eyes,  mvZTr^ 
upsade  down,  the  ice  grinding  in  .  .  .»  ^  '  "^  ^""^ 
^.  stiffening,  cast  him  a  look  of  dread  and  fore- 

He  scooped  up  a  handful  himself,  and  guzzled  it 


Slim,  organ-pipe  cliffs  had  long  reared  over  them  an 
unendmg  curtain      But  noon  found  them  Wing^^^^ 
a  sharp  hp    wallowing  into  a  pocket  of  sofled  snJw 
rhe  spot  where  they  had  camped  had  dra^ltse  ?r 

w«S?The:V  IT7  ''''''  '^''^  *^«  eastrtLelLat' 
waU.     They  looked  down  upon  the  glaciers  Hke  maw 

IoZtTT"^'  '^"''^''  "^  cuttl^fish-they3 
foUow  twisting  into  range  upon  ranee  of  dns  Tif 

.hm^mered  with  the  glint  of  b^rokenTals,  o^r  wSch 
they  falsely  seemed  to  tower. 

vo^t^?  ^1%^*?™*^^'    ««d,    "It    would    make    me 
bot«e   and  fh  *  ^"^1*  **^  «^P'  ^'«»  *h«  vacuum 

«i«oid  f™1»  K*  *"^,«°'»'^«d  pemmican;  drew  the 
aneroid  from  Bob's  pocket;  saw  with  a  sinking,  deso- 
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late  heart  that  it  registered  but  13,000  feet.    They 
had  risen  but  1,500  on  their  diagonal  course. 

He  shouted  this  to  Bob,  who,  as  if  he  had  divined  it, 
scrambled  up  the  cliff,  over  its  brow  —  into  limitless 
snow  again.  It  was  quite  as  perpendicular  as  the  rock, 
yet  smooth  and  frozen  like  iron.  Clapping  on  their 
glasses,  they  began  to  cut  steps,  in  turn  today,  to  har- 
bour strength,  counting  them,  passing  one  another  at 
each  hundred.  The  slope  sheered  to  ice.  The  cutter 
hacked,  hacked  the  flinty  glaze,  slowly,  gingerly  bal- 
ancing himself,  his  head  against  the  upright  field,  paw- 
ing the  powdered  ice  out  of  each  foot-hold,  testing  it 
with  his  down-trodden  boot,  until  the  reckless  leap-up 
of  tautened  muscles.  And  when  he  paused  for  the  other 
to  pass  and  cut,  he  carved  an  extra  step,  dizzily  con- 
torting himself,  braced  with  his  back  to  the  slant. 
Their  four  hands  groped  entangled  over  the  ice,  like 
blind  men's,  and  with  trembling  lips  they  avoided  one 
another's  eyes.  Each  hewed  until  his  arms  ached  with 
his  head,  his  fingers  loosened  insensible  on  the  axe 
handle;  and  when  resting  they  could  not  take  off  their 
out-levering  packs,  which  began  to  feel  alive,  designing 
to  spill  them  over,  .  .  . 

Once,  out  of  nothingness,  as  if  their  panting  had  ex- 
haled it,  the  woolly  globe  of  a  cloud  enclosed  them, 
ballooned  caressingly  upward.  Then  another  and 
another,  with  an  awful  hint  of  the  sky's  fertility  to 
blot  their  sight,  to  stall  them  at  that  giddy  balance. 
And  again  the  diffused,  refracting  rays  inflamed  and 
tortured  their  jaded  pupils.  Light  so  fierce  and  cruel 
was  unbelievable.  With  unstrung  nerves,  they  snatched 
off  the  glasses,  dug  their  foreheads  into  the  dazzling 
wall.  They  stroked  their  irises  against  its  cold. 
Prisoned  as  within  a  burning  glass,  at  the  heart  of  its 
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head..  ^  ^  ^^" ''••  «Pttd«  down  upon  their 

with  icicCti.&S^''"  ^'^  **»•  '^'^ 
Bob  paused  T.     *  windlessnes.  with  a  hateful  hint 

c^cr^^.x::  «r*  -k  th.t  b„w  «:^ 

»d  hi.  J;.4*pf,  S' "  B.?t't«r 

«»n.  to  r^  ^  *^«^JK  and  «  cwi't  taut 

« IwC  .Sr".  r*^  ^''  J"'^  •"^  -hook  his  head 

meres  about  four  more  boils  Wt»»  Ko  ---j   «       , 

calculated  this  morning."     "^^"^  ^*"'    he  said,  "m  I 
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**!•  there,  oh,  u  there?**  laughed  Bob  unwhole- 
•omely.  "  We'll  take  stock  on  top  of  the  ridge  tonight 
I  tell  jou,  man  — ** 


m 

A  sandy  rumbling  from  below  checked  him.  It 
flushed  into  a  roar.  Straight  upward  from  their  feet 
ripped  a  fissure,  with  a  grinding,  shivering  report. 
There  was  a  flash  of  sea-green  facets,  and  they  felt  them- 
selves tilt  and  swing.  Tliey  whipped  over  on  their 
stomachs,  flingbg  their  arms  about  the  red  cone,  screw- 
ing their  toes  into  the  crust.  But  it  dropped  away 
under  them,  in  a  rising  geyser  of  ice  particles.  They 
seemed  to  be  falling  backward,  yet  holding  to  the  rock 
in  mockery  of  balance.  The  uproar  mounted  into  a 
sphere-shaking  thunder,  and  in  a  frenzy  of  contracting 
sinews,  they  landed  hunched  and  breathless  in  the  patch 
of  snow  above  the  cone. 

Thudding  echoes,  and  then  silence.  As  before,  all 
around  chem  was  snow,  yet  tons  of  it  had  dropped  away, 
in  a  jfreat  angle  below  and  to  the  left,  sheer  and  jagged 
fo:  fathoms  down,  with  the  avalanche  that  had  started 
at  their  knees.  Quaking  with  glad  amazement,  they 
looked  at  the  tips  of  their  mits,  tinged  with  the  soft 
.  scarlet  of  blood. 

"  That -- that's  worth  living  for  —  a  tight  squeak 
like  that!"  exclaimed  Bob.  "Think  how  it  must  V 
mashed  anyone  following  us." 

"Following  us,"  muttered  GaiL    "You're  mad." 

"  You  got  to  be  up  here,"  he  flashed  back,  joyously. 
"  You  said  so  yourself."  He  narrowed  his  eyelids,  as 
if  somecme  were  tickling  him. 

Gail  staggered  on,  bewildered  and  revulsed. 

Ever   upward   they   hacked,   from   hard   bench   to 
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m  a  maze  of  crevaase.  again!  ^  Trapped 

«  ..1    m'"^"  "^^  ™"»  -P™  «»"• 

tack  the  dire  dread  that  ihook  him.  * 

Kneir  it  — I  h,ew  it,"  Bob  aroaned  "It  ... 

bo^d  t.  co„..  ...  But  don't  caST^et  "  2^ 

«e  wood  to  rtMt  him  gropmg  over.     Such  uavigatioo 
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had  set  GmU't  aching  head  awhirl.  The  pain  in  his 
anus  bit  deeper,  his  gasping  grew  wilder  than  at  any 
hacking,  as  he  thrust  in  the  axe  at  every  step,  to  clitter 
away  into  voids.  He  had  done  everything  except  push 
Bob  upward,  all  but  supply  that  relentless  power  which 
goaded  him  on,  dumb  and  uncomplaining. 

For  long  Gail  had  aimed  toward  a  great  overhanging 
lip,  flat  and  glistening  underneath.  He  did  not  now 
fight  with  the  challenged  aggression  of  the  first  day's 
climb;  he  could  scarcely  feel,  let  alone  reason  about,  the 
obscure,  consuming  spell  that  forced  him  higher.  And 
now,  with  Bob  hanging  at  full  length  from  the  handle 
of  his  buried  axe,  Gail  felt  his  own  head  touching  that 
glazed  ceiling.  It  seemed  to  stretch,  impassable,  across 
the  dimming  splendour  of  all  Alaska.  There  was  no 
way  up  but  through  it.  Cutting  twin  foot-holds,  he 
lifted  his  axe  and  began  to  hew. 

But  through  the  sharp  rain  of  slivered  crystals, 
danced  in  the  back  of  his  eyes  the  smooth  caps  of 
cornices  which  had  cracked  soggily,  as  they  had 
scrambled  off  them  in  fountains  of  fine  snow;  there 
floated  his  suffering,  human  burden,  that  lank  form, 
now  limp,  now  like  stone,  his  brow  wrapped  in  a  red 
bandanna,  his  breath  hissing  between  his  teeth. 

Then  he  was  struggling  with  it  in  his  arms,  up  a 
glazed  chute.  His  head  throbbed  as  if  it  were  being 
hacked  open.  He  could  stand  it  no  longer.  Bob  was 
slipping  from  him  — they  were  falling  together.  He 
felt  his  body  hurtling,  upon  his  stomach  as  an  axis, 
his  feet  flung  clattering  across  rough  ice,  his  hands 
gripping  the  hair  of  a  head  that  shouted  in  sardonic 
defiance.     Then  a  blow  upon  his  groin.  .  .  . 

Gail  opened  his  eyes,  and  something  clicked  sooth- 
ingly behind  his  forehead.     Suddenly  his   brain  was 
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Ad  not  .eem  that  he  hiul  .truggled  there,  but  th^theV 
fec*h  had  been  lifted  thither  bj  the  kindj/hSS,rS 
that  cloud-wrapped  wnith.  ^ 

him  It  '"**  *?"*  '**"*»  *»*y^  "    Bo*>*»  ^oice  came  to 

.  .  .  But  whj  not  have  let  her  sh'de?  .  .  .  I  «,t  1  flaih 

rtand  jou  -  all  your  talk  about  why  we  live." 


I?   3 


Bnh'ili'T"?/'*  tk«  •!*  "d  brote,  pole,  fl,^ 

Bob  recoiled  from  his  tea.  « Save  the  leaves.*'  h* 
murmured.  «  Spread  them  on  my  eye..  li^rS^on^ 
help.      He  turned  hi.  waled  lid.  toward  GaiL  and  at 

aTe^  hi::;!"  «"m'' *^^    A-GaapoultlSftil'! 
S  tii  L  •        "S'^"^»•t«'e  thu.  inrtinctivdy 

ness  on  his  chmbs  m  Switzerland  and  the  Caucasus 
He  not  once  mentioned  the  shortness  of  grub  anS To: 
hoUhat  they  had  f aHed  to  reach  the  to^f  thfrS^, 

seemed  to  be  a  designed,  ostrich-like  disreganl;  and 
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3ret,  fraating  the  rabUinity  of  their  adventure,  GaQ  re- 
£ected«  wm  it  not  oomeeiTi^  kti  in  cowardice  than  cour- 
age? 

Bob*!  cheer  wa«  electric,  hit  enthusiasm  once  more 
infectious.  Yet  dependence  still  streaked  it.  But  this 
toni|^,  instead  of  depressing  Gail,  wanned  his  reso- 
lution and  self-confidence.  It  provoked  his  virility  to 
hold  a  momentary  leadership  over  one  who  was  aL  once 
the  prophet  and  the  toiler  in  a  faith  so  exacting  and 
relentless. 

Only  the  furtive  stillness  was  ominous  aid  di" pos- 
sessing. It  accented,  in  the  pauses  of  Bob's  br'i^ht 
i«lk,  the  gasping  bravery  with  which  he  ecu  rolled  i..'& 
torture.  The  thought  of  having  ever  grated  upon 
one  another,  or  of  jealousy  and  emulative  pique,  seemed 
irreverent  to  the  coldest  aspect  of  their  fellowsl  ip. 
And  all  Gail's  speculation  upon  the  rewards  of  Bob's 
ambition,  which  had  been  working  through  him  like 
yeast  since  he  had  grasped  its  physical  challenge,  he 
felt  was  brightening  in  the  glow  of  an  imminent,  deeper 
revelation.  It  dawned  through  him  that  whatever  this 
ought  be,  it  was  inspired  by  his  saving  of  Bob's  life. 
Gail  reviewed  how  his  secrets  had  been  penetrated  by 
Bob  after  that  other  rescue.  And  he  was  aware  that 
his  old  sluggishness  in  reading  any  man's  inner  thought 
was  quickening. 

Bob  felt  in  his  pocket,  held  up  the  brass  disk  of  the 
barometer  for  Gail  to  read.  Its  fragile  hand  pointed 
to  14,100  feet.  *'If  we'd  been  any  good,"  mumbled 
Bob,  **  we'd  have  been  here  at  noon  yesterday." 

He  went  on,  movingly :  "  Feel  the  world,  don't  you, 
swinging  down  there  under  us,  on  some  other  pivot? 
As  if  we  were  the  only  beings  fixed  in  it.  And  the  grins 
of  those  ice  caverns  —  our  faces,  part  of  us  —  the 
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cornices  alive,  too.  Tli«  -i    • 

">oir  bracket,  lil.  ofl  c«d,W  ,fc  ^  ™"^«  *^ 
next  nrinot.,  i<w,_?.  wl^  !  *     ""«''  "'"^-    *>  »« 

;if  *!'"-'  w«k'i„  wt  de'^u^rr* 

U8  there's  an  immortal.tir  ««  •  •  •  For  each  of 

man's  can  be  different »  ^  *  *°**  '^^'^ 

larly  for  this  hour  and  this  cri-f.  ♦!,         T*  ^"^"^^ 


on!»»   broke   out   GaiL    «I 


want  to  atk 


"Hold 
you — ** 

"  What? »» 

asked      TK^l  -J    ,        ^**"   ^''^  *»^n  in   love? »  h- 

inemofj,.  "«-P««nt  mirage  of  one  delectable 

"  Arent  I,  „ow?  »  Bob  re^x^ded  .oI«»nI,.  i^tttog 
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his  brows.  "  With  all  thi».  And  all  that  comes  of  this, 
if  we  get  there.** 

For  aii  instant  Gail  was  taken  a-back,  disappointed. 
^  But  with  a  woman,  Bob?  **  His  still  seemed  a  cold, 
inhimiem  goaL 

"  Don*t  you  teef  "  Bob  gave  a  blind,  impatient  fling 
of  one  arm.  "Woman  or  mountain,  it's  the  same. 
Each  transfigures  you,  enchants,  gives  life  truth  and 
wings,  and  gladness  —  Immortality.  Transforms  your 
thirsts  into  what  lives  —  into  flesh  and  blood,  or  a  death- 
less name,  but  each  as  real,  .  .  .** 

"  So  if  you  fail  to  get  to  the  top.  .  .  .  ?  »*  Gail  groped 
with  an  uneasy  eagerness,  and  wistfully. 

"  rd  lose  a  life  as  you  did.  You  told  me  —  about 
yourself  in  that  hotel.  ...  Oh  God,  my  eyes !  '* 

It  was  Bob's  first  unrestrained  cry,  and  it  cut  Gail 
as  with  a  sharp  knife. 


VI 

Gail  strove  to  master  his  emotion. 

Over  his  left  cheek,  the  north  wall  of  the  tent  was 
bulging,  tremulous,  in  the  steady  pressure  of  a  rising 
wind.  Somewhere  a  hollow  crunch  reverberated,  the 
voice  of  a  falling  snow-cornice. 

"  I*m  a  difi^erent  man,  now,'*  he  murmured  to  himself. 
**  And  yet  the  same.  .  .  .** 

He  thought:  Is  all  this  truth?  Or  are  our  words, 
and  is  my  insight,  distorted  by  a  sorcery  in  this  giddy 
altitude,  by  the  poison  of  wasting  tissues,  by  the  hover- 
ing wings  of  death? 

For  he  saw !  That  deed  and  name  were  no  less  very 
entities  than  life  itself;  that  they  could  endure  as  stead- 
fast M  all  humanity.  ...  It  was  too  much  to  believe. 


r^ 
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ril  too  ™t  to  hi.  A^grf  U™,to«„  to  .ccq,t.    U. 

_  .  »  u "J^  ""^  ■»"  """^  the  worM  ow» 
we."!  on  Bob,  brardy.  "If  he  grt.  it,  tb^rh^i. 
««h"  «7  He«,ft.r  that  the„'^.    E™^^' 

ftdy,  for  .  he.rt.r«ding  .p«e,  he  couU  <kSu«  „ 
c»pdl»ghi«..„.,hi^a^    Didtbi-pStS: 

pr»dm.g.    Lrf.  .M  m«rt  bAl  iU  blind.  i».^cd,U 

a^J''r~'"\,"'F°'^ '^^  "DHnHIien»« 
tt.»  1  «»e  North  to  find  Jl  thi.  .„t  jjTjrl 
*aow  ...  BO  soon.  .  .  .** 

tbi'^"*  Hrb^t"^'  "'•'«««-«««  compM. 
Sw.irjT'  ,.'^'''"'*"»TO^ctiearcbed£or 
U™^  the  multitude,  but  from  one  mm',  lip,         " 

S!fc.S°  '  ?«•"'  «™'.°«»»tone.    "B«»««  if. 

y«^  IWt.  rf  ,f.  done  for  other.,  in  d>arity_. 
"cn&e.  ...  No  one  m.derst««l.  mine.  .  But 
your.--,our.i.the«rrtp«rion.  M«Xi4r4«S 
Jt.  and  lea.t  on  the  frontiw.  .      "  <"»»  "V** 

«l?nl^Lt^t«  "'l"»y  »  ^  young  «^_ 

tenje.  .Uccato  .yDabl...    ai^WordT^  f  Jrhi!:: 
f«at.  delmou.,  but  he  could  not  check  them.    jU  oT 
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nipotence,  yet  not  that  of  Bob's  quest,  was  voicing 
through  him,  io  revelations,  all  the  long  wonder  of  his 
souL  "  They  don't  see  why  they're  alive,  responsible, 
for  the  future  of  us  all." 

Gusts  were  whipping  the  tent,  snapping  the  silk  with 
detonations  loud  as  gun  shots.  It  seemed  each  minute 
that  they  must  be  swept  away. 

"Righc  — right!"  exclaimed  Bob,  with  an  effort 
at  laughter.  "But  wouldn't  that  man  who's  following 
think  you  were  the  crazy  one,  to  hear  us?  .  .  . 
We're  up,  man.  It's  only  a  question  of  strength  and 
caution  now.     We're  up  to  the  brow  of  our  ridge." 

But  Gail  scarcely  heard  him.  He  felt  that  a  great 
•tone  had  been  rolled  away  from  the  prison  about  his 
being.  The  mounting  surge  of  the  storm  had  been  in- 
spiring music,  which  had  borne  him  truth,  from  the 
malevolent  altars  of  the  Alaska  of  his  dreams.  And 
it  did  not  fade  into  illusion  with  Bob's  bantering  ex- 
orcism. 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  mode  you,  Gail,"  he  said.  **  But 
it's  action  we  want  now.  .  .  .  For  you're  the  man  I 
thought  you  were  in  the  beginning,  and  more." 

He  reached  out  a  hand,  and  Gail  felt  its  corded,  bony 
fingers  touch  his  sharp  cheek-bones.  He  gave  them  a 
spasmodic  grasp,  and  rising  on  m  elbow,  gazed  190a 
Bob's  curled,  yellow  head  resting  on  his  crooked  am, 
his  swollen  eyelids  quivering  ceaselessly,  like  the  wingi 
of  a  captive  moth. 

"But  there'*  an  obligation,"  Bob  resumed,  solemnly 
again,  straining  his  voice  above  the  tempest,  "  always 
for  us,  who  get  so  close  to  the  heart  of  life." 

Leaning  on  his  braced  muscles,  Gail  waited  with  a 
thundering  bosom  for  him  to  continue. 

**I   said,    there's   helping  others   to    their   ends—. 
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charity.  .  .  .  If  your  gwj  i,  lo,t_liie  J™-».._ 
you  ma.t  aght  f.,  ft.  „«rt  mW.  g«Xn  ^rZ 

or  hmder,  ,„„  f™,  ,,„  ^  L„.rtah«, !!?.    He 
^^  .  .  .  Don't  ienUte-Md  you  rian't  „er  .„f. 

S^,    ;  I?  ^    pomiardmg  cold,  in  the  dawning"  lucent 

^^Z  T^T^  --'•  -"«-  "---a  «pS 

Bntl'jrr„M"  »?\*?'''«'  »t  '"««>.  exh.n.ted. 

Ml  I!„?  I    .^^  ?\""  ■""  ««'«d  tte  .ununit  of 
Mt  Ijncoln  that  night  a>  dept  ^^ 

Bob;,  ai«„_hi.  ain».    To  ad,  to  rarviw,  to  love 
«*onmg  for  oneeelf :  that  .mnmed  ea.tence  in 

thein  of  .napping  .ilk,  the  on.Unght  of  S^ll^'tJ" 
XATfiS"  »' '?' «»'""«4  Gail  aw.  t^X'! 
TOd  a.r.     He  cared  not  whether  it  came  or  not-  onlV 

nerea  beast  to  hold  tte  lent  around  him:  faht   a.  t„ 
»»j™w  he  would  battle  with  Bob  agaio.t  &n ut 
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TiKir  «ow-gl«„.,  d„gii„    j„^,^    ^ 
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"Hark!"  whispered  Bob,  springing  upright. 
**  That's  the  fair-weather  wind.  It's  now  or  never  for 
our  trick !»» 

He  faced  Gail,  with  open  jet  glazed  and  scarlet  eyes ; 
seized  the  stove. 

«  But  your  sight?  "  Gail  beseeched. 

**I  can  see  you.  Isn't  that  enough?"  he  answered, 
yet  with  a  wince.     "  Only  let  me  eat." 

As  they  lushed  the  soup  and  tea,  broke  and  chewed 
the  hard  penunican,  Gail  seemed  to  mark  Bob's  body 
.tempered  in  the  flame  of  his  will.     Packing  up,  he 
weighed  the  pemmican  in  his  hand,  peered  down  the  noz- 
zle of  the  alcohol  can. 

**  Two  more  boils  of  alcohol  now  we've  filled  the  tea- 
bottle,  and  four  more  eats,"  he  reported,  "  at  14,000 
feet.  When  the  sun  hits  the  loose  snow  on  top  of  the 
ridge,  we  can't  cover  5,000  feet  today,  even  if  the  weather 
holds.  One  more  camp  then.  The  bottle  must  do  for 
noon  and  tonight,  with  a  fresh  boil  for  the  morning, 
to  take  us  to  the  top  and  down  to  the  cache."  "  He 
paused  abruptly,  as  though  his  reason  were  inhibited; 
then  added  in  a  vague  voice,  "  That'll  be  on  our  nerves 
and  guts,  I  guess,  hey,  Gail?  " 

It  was  half  past  two  o'clock.  The  billowing  white- 
ness, no  longer  sheer,  swelled  north  and  east  toward  the 
summit  of  the  ridge.  All  the  west  in  that  keen  yet 
ghostly  light  was  an  ocean  of  dappled  cloud,  flat,  limit- 
less, upon  whose  shore  they  stood  —  a  tapestry  shot 
with  threads  of  rose  and  violet,  likely  verging  upon  some 
Siberian  coast.  Thither  the  ice-falls  and  cornices  at 
hand  plunged  under  its  rumpled  floor;  but  north,  it 
frayed  into  tongues  and  filaments,  into  slteins  and  skele- 
ton wisps  of  rf:loud.  Through  their  gaps  they  gazed 
as  into  ocean  deeps,  upon  a  dark  and  sombre,  snowless 
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t-^ether.     I'ye  got  back  the  f«Ii„g  in  my  rieht™    \^ 

SL't'd'thSy  •  •  *■*  "'•«  ■^"^ "-  U;? 

The  stringy  mists  started  to  stir,  to  race      Cr^rs. 
of  a  thm,  powdery  scud  into  their  bowS^ae^    j^S 
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•*Cmt!~  crest !»»  shouted  Bob,  fumbling  on  hit 
giMMi.    <•  Look,  ahead  there !  ** 

They  crept  forward,  down,  untfl  the  soft  snow  pressed 
up  their  arm-pits.  ITiey  stroked*  the  moisture  from 
their  s^asses,  as  all  the  vacant,  coveted  universe  of  the 
south  dawned  in  a  glaay  smokiness  against  them.  They 
beheld  as  through  the  large  end  of  a  telescope  sharp, 
tmy  ranks  and  ramparts  —  carved,  bluish-ivory  ema- 
nations—of the  coast  ranges,  blear  in  the  moist  haze 
of  the  Pacific,  which  rose  behind  them  in  a  fluid  curtain, 
a  wall  of  dusky  steel. 

As  they  stared,  Gail  heard  a  gentle  crunch  in  the 
snow  beside  him.     He  turned.     Bob  was  staggering  to 
his  feet  again.    He  leaned  forward  on  his  axe,  shaking 
spasmodically,    his    shoulders    heaving.    Tears    were 
coursing  down  his  haggard  cheeks;  they  hung  there, 
frozen.    He  groaned,  fell  forward,  retched  and  vomited. 
**And  the  rats  are  at  my  eyes  again,"  he  raged 
faintly.     "Told  you  — the  sickness  would  come.  .  .  . 
There's  nothing  more.     The  tent  — ** 
Gail  felt  his  heart  running  to  water. 
**Wait,  youTl  be  better— »»  he  stammered,  shamed 
at  the  eager  fatuity  of  his  words. 

"No- no.  When  the  body's  gone— »»  He  raised 
his  lax,  trembling  arms.  "How  high's  our  record? 
...  In  my  pocket  —  fingers  too  frozen." 

As  he  dipped  into  Bob's  mackinaw  for  the  aneroid, 
Gaa  strove  to  subdue  the  flush  of  pride  in  his  own  bodily 
persistence,  which  lurked  behind  his  flood  of  pity  and 
amazement.  He  studied  Bob's  features  for  the  truth 
of  his  collapse.     But  looks  lie  behind  snow-glasses. 

His  frame  felt  empty,  podlike  to  the  touch.  Gail 
read  through  the  fihn  that  instantly  blurred  the  warm 
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dial:  16,800  feet.     Bob  gurgled  in  hii  throat,  and,  .lip- 
ping off  hifl  pack,  fell  forward  on  his  face. 

Gail,  hurling  off  his  own  burden,  plunged  into  the 
work  of  raising  the  tent.  And  when  he  had  unpacked 
and  spread  Bob's  blankets  inside,  a  desolating  awe,  more 
akin  to  terror  than  exultation,  had  withered  the  guilty 
shadow  of  his  emulation. 

"  ni  stay  by  you,"  he  muttered,  lifting  Bob  to  his 
feet.     "  Maybe  tomorrow  — ** 

Bob  tottered  under  the  low  flap  of  the  tent. 

"There's  no  tomorrow  —  with  mountain  sickness  in 
me,  at  this  height  ...  I  know—"  he  uttered,  dis- 
tinctly. 

Another  spasm  cut  off  his  words.  He  toppled  over, 
clattering  among  the  dishes. 

Gail  crowded  him  down  into  his  blankets,  in  the  quick- 
gathering  warmth  of  the  silk,— that  disembodied  will 
and  spirit,  now  sapped  of  its  transfiguring  force  and 
fire,  lapsed  into  too  mortal  flesh. 

Spots,  some  blanched,  some  hectic,  began  to  show 
under  his  livid  tan. 


vm 

It  seemed  to  Gail  that  he  had  been  sitting  on  <ili 
blankets  beside  Bob  for  hours.  In  the  long  rush  of  his 
thoughts,  all  his  fears  had  slowly  merged  into  a  great 
incredulity. 

Bob  had  tired  easily  from  the  first.  He  had  grown 
more  pliant  the  higher  they  had  gotten;  his  aberrations 
had  become  the  more  inane.  He  had  even  modced  at  his 
quest,  corroded  its  inspiration  with  irony.  And  yet, 
his  zeal  had  always  burned  the  more  dauntless.  Ever 
more  valiantly  he  had  faced  and  annihilated  each  crisis. 
He  had  humbled  Gail  before  the  black  precipice,  and 
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tKen  eonquereii  it.  In  the  throes  of  hii  raow-blindneM 
he  had  pierced  with  a  grewsome  sanity  the  riddle  of 
Gail's  craving  toward  the  future. 

No!  A  leader  and  a  pn^het  —  he  could  not  sur- 
render! 

Bob  stirred,  writhing  his  face  into  the  sleeve  of  his 
blue  mackinaw. 

**  Go  to  the  top,"  he  whispered  tensely.  **  You're  fit- 
ter for  this  thing  than  I  am.  As  I  should  be  fitter  than 
you  for  —  immortality  —  your  way.  It's  always-— 
the  thing  we  love  —  that  ruins  us.  .  .  .*• 

**  Never! "  exploded  GaiL  He  saw  Bob's  sacrifice  as 
a  martyrdom,  and  tears  warmed  his  eyes.  Then  Gail 
viewed  him  defeated,  ignobly  yielding,  and  he  chilled 
with  scorn.  But  beside  his  listless  disdain  toward 
Jonesy,  this  was  mingled  ice  and  fire. 

"I  asked  too  much  of  life,"  went  on  Bob,  in  a 
querulous  whine.  **I  never  deserved  —  Lincoln.  You 
don't  want  it,  so  you  can  win.  You  make  it  —  take 
it."  His  voice  cracked,  passionate,  delirious.  **  I  told 
you  —  about  helping  others  —  if  we  can't  win  our- 
selves. .  .  .  F-f-fight  for  the  immortality  of  others 
when  yours  is  lost.  .  .  ," 

His  words  set  GaiPs  blood  surging.  A  releasing 
fiame  crept  through  his  leashed  tendons.  His  fury  of 
the  night  past  against  the  defiance  of  that  white,  deadly 
apex  above,  agamst  all  the  planetary  void  below,  with- 
ered every  scruple.  The  world's  laws  of  action,  justice, 
right  and  wrong,  could  not  penetrate  into  this  outer 
space.  .  .  . 

Gail  felt  as  if  he  were  waking  from  a  long  sleep^ 
The  minutes  of  life,  the  instant  for  undying  deeds,  were 
racing  past  him,  never  to  return.  .  .  .  The  wind  had 
died.     The  surges  of  drifting  ice-powder  had  dropped 
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into  the  stUlneu  of  death.  It  wm  Tery  hot  in  there. 
.  .  .  Gail  found  himwlf  with  wt  eyes  and  open  mouth 
doee  over  Bob,  who  slept  now,  breathing  easfly,  his  el- 
bow, as  always,  crooked  about  his  head. 

He  snatched  up  the  vacuum  bottle.  He  had  made 
no  sound,  yet, 

«^®**.°"*   Gabriel,   go  on,»»  muttered  Bob's  voice. 
Come  back  and  tell  me  — »» 

Gail  was  outside  the  tent,  his  pack  on  his  back. 

AU  around  him  in  the  blare  of  noon,  there  rippled 
long,  flail-like  shadows —  the  revolving  spokes  of  hu«. 
twm  wheels.  " 

The  strawberry  fields.  lAgain  he  was  going  to  the 
city  and  his  son,  deserting  a  life  in  the  balance  to  win 
his  own  life's  worth.  He  had  gone  forth  then,  into  a 
blighted  world,  without  regret  Now  he  was  robbing 
another  of  his  perpetuity  —  with  gratitude. 


CHAPTER  IX 
FULFILMENT 


It  was  the  moon,  or  the  planet  Mars,  that  he  trarened. 
Yet  to  right  and  left  loomed  earthly  shadows.  Now 
under  the  one  a  troop  of  dwarfed  alps  ploughed  through 
veils  of  pinkish  haze;  now  curtains  that  stiffened  in- 
stantly into  black  perpendiculars  of  rock,  crusting  them- 
selves with  frosty  traceries,  descended  into  the  other; 
then,  in  creeping,  milky  veins,  quivering  as  if  seen 
through  isinglass,  swam  the  tiny  convolutions  of  flat 
glaciers,  rising  to  overwhehn  him.  They  made  a 
sound  like  distant  surf,  which  became  the  granular 
crunch-crunch  of  his  arms  slumping  into  the  upright 
crust. 

Gail  wondered  once  why  his  eyes  were  less  acute  than 
his  ears.  The  boring  pain  had  fled  from  his  temples. 
He  rather  craved  it;  its  absence  was  somehow  ominous. 
He  lifted  his  glasses;  but  seeing  neither  better  nor 
worse  so,  let  them  fall  again.  And  he  was  worried  that 
all  his  muscles  and  his  stomach  felt  so  fit;  he  would 
have  preferred  an  ache  somewhere.  Gasping,  panting, 
he  yet  had  a  sense  of  buoyancy.  He  rested  every 
twenty  paces.     He  was  counting  them. 

He  took  out  his  watch.  Time,  up  to  that  moment, 
had  been  the  figment  of  a  vanished  world.  It  was  three 
o'clock.  From  Bob  at  16,200  feet,  he  had  had  2,900 
odd  to  go.  It  was  impossible  in  that  thin  air;  still,  his 
mind  was  very  clear. 

171 


MiCRoconr  resowtion  tbt  chart 

(ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


/APPLIED   IfVMGE     Ine 

'653  East  Main  Street  " 

y??is'**''  '*•'•  ^ork       U609      us* 
(716)  +82  -  0300  -  Pt«me 

(716)  288 -5989 -Fox 


I?'!      THE    YOUN(.EST   WORLD 

He,  who  in  all  his  life  had  never  fought;  who  had 
ever  cowered  in  the  face  of  its  assaults;  who,  until  that 
moment  on  the  strawberry  fields  when  he  had  learned 
that  his  flesh  and  blood  had  so  vicariously  persisted, 
had  never  stirred  a  comer  of  his  soul  to  slake  that  great 
and  simple  thirst  for  perpetuity  which  marked  him 
from  his  fellows  —  now  shook  with  a  vindictive  valour, 
as  a  trapped  animal  clawing  from  the  steel,  to  win  this 
stranger's  arbitrary  goal.     It  was  no  obligation  of 
honour,  or  loyalty,  or  brotherhood  that  drove  him  up- 
ward  through  that  cold  of  outer  space.     It  was  a  thing 
far  brighter,  stronger,  at  the  springs  of  life.     He  — 
he  — did  not  know  what  it  was.     Only  there  burned 
across  his  mind,  in  letters  that  seemed  the  logic  of  all 
his  speculations  and  the  verdict  of  his  doubts: 
"  Fi^t  for  the  immortality  of  others ! '» 
For  Life,  which  had  so  malignly  tricked  him;  for 

Nature,  who  had  made  him  in  the  image  of  her  faith 

promised  all,  fulfilled  nothing,  struck  him  in  the  face  — 
was  this  the  ritual  of  vengeance,  or  the  creed  of  a  sal- 
vation? 


struggling  yet  borne  along  upon  a  resistless  current, 
exhausted  yet  soothed,  he  flung  against  a  sudden  steep- 
ness. And  the  ridge  was  narrowing  to  a  knife-edge. 
All  underfoot  slithered  away,  down  and  outward  at  each 
touch  of  his  feet,  although  he  raised  and  trod  them 
lightly  as  an  insect.  Without  or  within  his  head  —  no 
matter  — he  beheld  two  dark  amphitheatres,  as  of  a 
hollow  cylinder  halved,  and  its  twin  curves  turned  back 
to  back,  pinching  his  white  path,  melting  it  like  tal- 
low. Fear,  a  creeping  thing,  shivered  through  the 
skin  above  his  ears.     Then  rock  scarred  his  hands,  and 
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would  gaze  across  through  aU  the  suns  of  space,  up  to 
the  summit  miles  above.  »  up  w 

Those  were  cornices  ahead!  Wavered  their  count- 
less, overhanging  scrolls.  He  saw  them  growingTne 
upon  ajiother.  out  of  that  sheer  wall  -  delLrcur^^ 
eaves,  frajple  shelves,  created  but  to  disintegrate  at  his 
ijuch.  Thej  were  twisted,  rank,  waxen  yef  film/  lip 
They  were  parasitic,  deadly,  monstrous.  And  he  was 
crawhng  toward  them,  straddling  a  swinging  ridge-pole 
pursued  as  in  a  dream.  «    «     "ge  poie, 

plunged  among  them.  Their  snow  seeped  down  his 
neck  and  burnt  him,  yet  the  sweat  dropped  fr^  h. 
brow  m  globes  of  ice.     That  fear,  and  his  sense  o^bal" 

te'hnM  V  .  "^  ""'*  ^  ^'P*  P°^^«  '^P^t  were  he 
to  hold  his  gnp  upon  existence,  mingled  into  one  al- 
loyed stream.     He  .ould  not  tell  if  he  were  boosting 

TL  f  i?r'5  "^  T^  "P°"  ^'  »"»<'k  and  closed  his 
eyes,  to  let  that  superhuman  power  which  impelled  him 
onward  decide  the  issue.  f    «*  «un 

K-T^'^r/^xJ""  ^^°«  °"  ^'^  ^***»  ^"  *°es  digging 
back  and  forth  across  coarse,  granular  snow.     He  wa! 
above  the  cornices!     And  instantly  the  blinding  letters 
■wept  again  across  his  brain: 
^*But   if   any   man   block   yours  — kill   him  — kiU 

est^Wbrldt*  ■  ^  ^^  '^^^  watchword  for  the  Young- 
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H»  eyehds  opened  to  a  black  sky.  Far  over  a 
smooth  sagging  waste,  he  beheld  a  turreted  mound, 
crowned  by  a  dome.     Its  crest  was  a  thick,  out-thrust 
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Hp  of  greenish  ice,  draped  with  gigantic  stalactites. 
It  was  aU  a  hideous  face,  severed  from  its  body  through 
the  jaw,  just  at  the  moment  of  speaking,  and  planted 
there,  upside-down.     Below,  plastered  with  glistening 
webs,  stretched  a  transverse  band  of  wine-hued  clifF- 
and  under    dull,  grisly  bosses -the  lustrous  facet, 
seen  from  their  first  camp  on  the  ice.  .  .  . 
It  was  the  cap  of  liberty,  the  final  peak! 
He  whipped  out  the  aneroid,  dangling  at  the  end  of 
Its  whang-leather.     He  read:  18,200  feet.     His  heart 
leaped.     He  had  come  2,000 ;  had  900  more,  then.     Or 
did  that  decapitation  leer  90  — or  9  — at  him?     Yet 
he  knew  that  threading  its  features,  he  must  hack  every 

point-end  of  his  axe  across  it  with  a  rasp  which  set  heat 
crackhng  withm  his  head.     He  raised  the  blade  and 
dealt  a  blow.     It  sounded  like  a  pistol  volley.     The 
hoops  of  steel  that  long  ago  had  dropped  from  his  fore- 
head were  clapped  around  it,  drawn  tighter,  tighter, 
in  a  rumbling  vise.     The  letters  dimming  across  his 
bram  blew  up  into  a  pyre,  until  the  inky  arch  of  heaven 
boiled  with  flame.     A  muscular  wave  swept  up  from  the 
pit  of  his  stomach,  gagged  him,  forced  out  his  tongue. 
He  collapsed  forward,  vomiting. 

A  succumbing  lassitude  had  seized  him.  He  wanted 
sleep -to  sleep  A  darkUng  fihn  spread  across  the 
fiery  sky;  but  through  it  danced  incandescent  specks, 
laceratmg  his  eye-baUs  with  keen  needles.  These 
whirled,  as  m  a  kaleidoscope,  with  the  hum  of  a  wheel 
revolving  into  invisibility,  which  wound  ever  tighter  the 
screw  of  torture.  That  unseen  engine  caught  him  up, 
curved  and  rigid,  planted  him  upon  his  faet.  A  ber- 
serker rage  possessed  him.    With  oaths  and  a  bitter 
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cry,  he  raised  and  swung  his  axe  into  the  face  of  ice. 
It  bit  in,  silent,  as  if  the  slope  were  dough.  He  felt 
his  right  foot  press  into  a  soft  pocket. 

He  would  have  sworn  that  he  was  entering  a  forest 
swale.  White  flowers  covered  ponds  ringed  by  long 
slue-grass.  The  distant,  haunting  clang  of  horse-bells 
floated  from  dead  spruces.  Then  ha  was  swaying  in 
the  top  of  a  tall  cottonwood  by  a  foam-flecked  river. 
He  smelt  woo  Asmoke.  He  was  motionless,  as  the 
world  revolved  o.i  independent  of  him.  He  laughed. 
He  was  like  the  ivory  ball  of  a  roulette  wheel,  flying 
against  revolutions.  He  was  back  in  his  father's  green- 
baize  place.     So,  he  was  about  to  review  life.     Well 

the  crevasse  had  told  him  that  he  could  not  be  going 
to  die,  then. 


rr 

Soft  large  flakes,  big  as  goose-feathers,  were  falling 
all  around,  through  a  stagnant  warmth. 

Light  crashed  through  his  skull,  easing  the  festering 
pressure  there.  He  was  stretched  on  his  back,  with 
arms  extended.  The  cold  flushed  down  through  every 
vein  and  nerve,  like  water  poured  upon  burning  sand. 
And  the  steam  that  exhaled  from  him  clouded  all  over- 
head. He  awoke,  breathing  desperately,  into  a  pearly 
gloom.  He  withdrew  his  fingers  from  the  moulds  that 
they  had  dug  in  the  ice,  leaned  upright,  glared  at  them. 
They  were  stiff'  with  frosted  blood.  His  whole  macki- 
naw  was  burred  over  by  a  long  thatch  of  feathery 
crystals. 

He  found  himself  treasuring  that  sense  of  gain  deep 
within  his  being  which  had  marked  his  waking  on  yes- 
terday's final  cornice.  He  felt  the  joy  of  having 
pushed  below  him  bubbles  that  were  peopled  spheres. 
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And  ending  at  his  feet,  he  saw  cut  steps,  IHtle  hacks  in 
the  bluish  ice,  slanting  downward  from  two  ruffs  of 
crumbling  rock. 

The  flakes  ceased  falling.  He  was  back  in  the  World 
again.  From  his  quilt  of  ice,  he  could  look  off  all 
around  the  compass.  Long  haunches,  buttressing 
ridges,  each  curved  beneath  through  air  that  glimmered 
as  he  thought  the  deeps  of  the  ocean  might.  And 
though  he  felt  no  wind,  there  pulsed  and  vanished  from 
one  crouching  brow,  as  from  the  crater  of  a  volcano, 
ghost-white  rnd  streaming  sheets  of  cloud. 

The  earth  circled  him,  a  bowl  of  shadows;  now  like 
ghstening  jade,  now  softening,  as  if  drenched  with 
rams  that  had  just  ceased.     Then  his  strengthening 
eyes  discerned  faint  lines  of  light:    wires,  coiled  and 
angular  — streams  beUke  — that  cut  it  with  threads 
which    throbbed     Uke    wind-blown    embers.     Higher, 
higher,  these  crept  toward  the  nether  horizons,  in  pat- 
terns mounting  repeated,  reversed,   as  mirages;  and 
from  the  marges  of  every  filament  glimmered  sapphire 
and  emerald.     Thin,  rending  planes  of  a  ruddy  mist, 
diaphanous  as  shadows  undersea,  leaped  from  rim  to 
nm  of  the  vast  concave.     It  brimmed  with  waves  of 
•mothered  gold  and  indigo;  in  the  bands  of  phantom 
Piunbows;  with  a  shimmar  of  rose,  cerulean,  and  the 
green  of  summer  seas.     These  fell,  dissolving,  upon 
hosts  of  alps,  bold  and  reticulate,  clean  and  naked  as 
If  momently  created;  thrust  up  empurpled,  phospho- 
rescent, through  light  that  waxed  as  it  expired.     And 
in  the  North  burst  the  fire  as  of  innumerable  windows, 
blazing  m  the  splendid  palaces  of  unseen  mountains. 
Ihen  twilight;  and  down  through  the  infinite  miles  was 
no  land,  no  snow,  no  rock  in  aU  the  world  as  high  as  he. 
He  was  at  the  summit  of  Mt,  Lincoln, 
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He  Imew  that  he  was  there  because  his  soul  told  him 
so.  His  soul  was  hushed  in  an  overmastering  cahn, 
victorious. 

He  knew  the  truth  of  life.  One  voice  had  reasoned 
and  proclaimed ;  but  the  debt  of  his  wisdom  was  to  the 
multitude.  There  was  one  responsibility  —  to  the 
race's  future.  That  was  the  burden  of  all  living. 
And  its  faith  was:    Charity,— or  kill! 


He  sprang  to  his  feet,  gave  one  prolonged  shout, 
and  grabbed  out  his  watch.  It  was  ten  o'clock  at 
night.  "Bob  — Oh  you,  Bob  — Bob!"  hd  shouted. 
He  waited  intent,  open-mouthed  for  an  instant,  in  a 
silly  delusion  that  he  might  get  an  answer,  or  at  least 
an  echo;  and  began  to  laugh  again. 

Then,  piercing  his  intoxication,  all  the  scoriated 
fibres  of  his  nerves  and  muscles  exacted  their  bodily 
toll.  Cold  shrivelled  him ;  excruciating  fetters  clamped 
his  eyes  and  temples ;  he  ached  with  sudden  thirst  and 
hunger.  He  had  felt  that  he  was  treading  upon  air, 
because  his  feet  were  frozen.  He  dumped  his  pack 
out,  unscrewed  the  bottle,  gulped  at  it,  gnawed  pem- 
mican,  saw,  with  but  faint  regret,  that  he  had  no  instru- 
ments nor  the  camera.  But  knotted  in  a  sock  was  a 
tin  tube  with  a  film  in  it.  On  this  he  scratched  Bob*s 
name  with  the  handle  of  his  knife.  It  could  not  rust 
in  that  airless  cold,  he  told  himself,  and  thoughtless  of 
his  own  name,  heaved  over  upon  it  one  of  the  ruffs  of 
crumbling  rock. 

For,  what  had  he  attained?  Another's  immortality. 
A  name.  And  what  was  that?  A  living  name  for 
having  done  a  foolish  thing — that  was  heroic?  A 
great  thing  — that  was  so  easy?     All  his  exultation 
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ebbed  away.  An  emptiness  spread  'vithin  his  bosom. 
He  looked  up.  The  world  below  had  dropped  deep 
into  a  beckoning  darkness,  deluged  with  the  sleep  and 
rest  he  craved.  Those  near  haunches  sprang  out 
ashen;  he  seemed  to  hear  their  cloudy  banners  mur- 
muring. 

He  stumbled  toward  the  ladder  of  hacked  steps. 
His  certainty  of  having  been  upon  the  summit 
evaporated.  .  .  , 

He  was  sliding  fast  downward,  his  back  to  the  slope, 
his  heels  thumping  into  carved  hollows.  He  saw  lights, 
which  he  knew  were  unreal,  spring  out  in  the  black 
cave  of  the  world.  All  around  spread  peopled  cities, 
and  he  heard  the  hum  of  traffic  in  their  streets.  Then 
he  felt  the  illimitable  gloom  of  forests  rushing  upward, 
saw  the  star-lit  gleam  of  rivers ;  will-o'-the-wisps  flashed 
across  them;  pale  emanations  arose  —  smoke  from  the 
camp-fires  of  men.  And  close  above,  the  sky  flung  its 
minute  and  incandescent  welter  of  creation. 

Living  presences  swept  past  him.  They  whispered 
of  human  fellowship,  of  the  voids  in  men's  souls,  and 
the  bridges  that  the  thoughts  of  friends  cast  toward 
one  another.  And  one  image  became  very  clear:  Bob 
-—so  inspired  and  defeated  —  that  gaunt  figure  lying 
in  his  blankets,  an  arm  crooked  about  his  head.  He 
was  the  friend.  .  .  . 

Down,  down  through  the  grey  lunar  spaces ;  into  the 
broken  chaos  of  the  cornices.  Craftily  he  spotted  his 
old  foot-tracks,  now  drifted  full  of  snow.  Gusts  be- 
gan to  sigh  about  him.  He  was  crawling  on  his  stom- 
ach across  the  swinging  knife-edge,  between  the  cylin- 
ders of  darkness. 

A  nebulous  soft  light  pervaded  the  fields.  The  snow 
cast  out  violet  shadows;  its  hollows  bubbled  with  them, 
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Southwest,  over  the  dim  shroud  of  the  Pacific,  dawned 
a  red-gold  streak,  broadening  into  the  sickle  of  the 
moon. 

The  tent  was  there  before  him,  flapping,  lurching, 
in  the  rising  wind.  It  looked  animate,  drunken ;  it  had 
a  repellent  lure,  as  if  it  had  stood  there,  for  years, 
deserted. 

Gail  stopped.     "Bob  —  Bob!"  he  called. 

No  answer.     He  plunged  through  the  flap. 

VI 

He  still  was  lying  on  his  stomach,  but  the  head  had 
slipped  from  its  elbow,  and  was  craned  forward,  up- 
ward. Gail  touched  his  curled,  shining  hair.  It  felt 
brittle,  and  seemed  to  crumble  under  his  palms. 

The  other  arm  reached  across  the  blanket,  resting 
on  the  empty  can  of  alcohol  among  the  dishes.  AU 
over  his  blankets  grew  the  long,  needle-like  rime,  like 
mildew. 

Wildly,  with  a  breaking  heart,  Gail  heaved  over  that 
iron  body  upon  its  back.  Bob  had  never  looked  so 
young,  so  boyish,  callow.  But  his  parted  lips  were 
pufFy,  scalded  with  snow-sores,  streaming  with  frozen 
matter.  And  Gail's  eyes  shrank  from  the  parchment 
drawn  so  tight  across  his  high,  wrinkled  forehead ;  from 
the  withered,  crumpled  skin  of  his  sharp  chin,  the  frost- 
encrusted  eyelashes,  like  two  white  arcs  in  the  blue- 
black  gouges  of  their  sockets. 

Had  he  no  tears?  —  he  asked  himself.  He  fell,  with 
a  gorge  of  anger,  upon  that  cold  and  stony  forehead. 

It  was  not  the  blighting,  desolating  fury  of  his  grief 
in  the  lodging-house ;  nor  did  sorrow  transfigure  it  with 
any  tenderness  or  sentiment.  Gail  had  never  had  a 
friend  before,  and  his  new-discovered  world  of  fellow- 
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•hip  WM  born  in  SMnflce  and  vengeance;  embraced  no 
•ingle  being,  but  mankind. 

Death !    And  Bob  had  fafled,  a.  he  had  failed.     Bob 
had  died  for  a  dream  like  hi.  own.     And  faflure  wa. 

tr!n.7^*  !i  r?'  /^"*  :^  ^*"  ^*'  Yet  Bob  had 
transfigured  life  for  him;  made  him,  the  dominant 
jet  helple.8,  humble;  the  cowardly  and  ignorant- 
brave,  wise,  compassionate.  He  was  the  friend  — and 
prophet.     Gail  felt  the  rage  with  which,  were  Nature 

threshold  '*^"''*  *"'■  "^"*'  ^**  **''**  ^"""^^  P"*  ^ 
Furiouslj  he  beat  his  axe  against  the  tent-pole,  broke 
It;  tore  the  chngmg  fabric  from  his  head,  wound  it 
around  Bob  until  he  had  hidden  the  last  inch  of  his 
body ;  left  him,  without  a  backward  glance,  in  the 
•epulchre  he  would  have  chosen. 

The  body!    The  body  was  first  in  life,  clean  or  de- 
filed, in  the  gnp  of  whatsoever  aim.  .  .  . 

^J^\  '",^*"^»  ^«  P*"«ed  "'here  the  faint  thread  of 
their  tracks  curved  under,  out  of  sight.  He  touched 
the  chunk  of  pemmican  and  the  half-empty  bottle  in 
his  pack  and  started  down  into  the  somnolent  fogs  of 
the  world  and  day.  * 

A  pure,  auroral  light  arched  through  the  North. 
The  laggard  sun  was  rising  smothered  across  whitish 
bars  of  cloud  Suddenly  a  dazzling  oval  faced  him  in 
the  western  sky:  a  great  sun-dog,  circling  at  the  cen- 
tre  of  its  pale,  crossed  shafts,  a  ghostly  image  of  the 

GaU  raised  the  cross-headed  axe  to  salute  this  glory; 
and  uutantly,  out  of  its  glow,  a  hand  seemed  to  seize 

oL  w*™i:  ^  Y^\  ^  ^""^^^  '°'^'^'^»  downward. 
Once  before  he  had  felt  that  soft,  firm  touch:  he  reeled. 

it  was  her  band.     More  clearly  than  when  his  bram 
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hnA  been  blazoned  with  flaming  letters,  he  knew  the 
truth  —  that  Clara  had  led  him  onward  from  this 
hallowed  tpot  to  the  summit,  anguished,  ragin^-  had 
planted  in  his  veins  the  ichor  of  victories. 
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A  'ACK-TEAn.  emerged  upon  ti.e  .Ut  and  bouldew  of 
the  Chjta  Hiver  flat.     The  fifteen  horse,  scattered, 

muddj  Uiread  of  glacier  water  bursting  from  the  hid- 
den  heart  of  the  range.  Then  five  men  appeared,  push- 
uig  through  the  yellowing  wiUow.  that  were  b«ked 
agamst  the  «hm  and  black  spruce  forest.  AU  carried 
long  sticks,  and  walked  as  if  very  tired.  Their  blue 
jumper,  and  flannel  shirts  were  faded  and  patched; 
L„?l7  /•  ^°^  hat-brims  sagging  and  torn;  their 
long  boot.  poUshed  grej  by  the  brush.  HaUooing  at 
the  horses,  each  made  for  the  beasts  which  he  habitually 

^U  A  ^u  7^'"  ^"'^  load -chiefly  picks  and 
tools  and  aU-but-empty  sacks -had  been  piled  with 
Its  saw-buck  saddle,  covered  with  its  square  of  tattered 
canvas,  the  five  heeled  off  the  cayuses  up  the  sand-bar. 
ln«-  "7**  man  now  took  shape  through  the  willows, 
i^K^*  ^""^'^y-  He  ^«  a  «hort,  stocky  bull- 
necked  being  with  quite  white  hair  that  was  circled  by  the 
crownless  brmi  of  a  black  felt  hat.  His  drooping  left 
shoulder  seemed  to  steer  him  in  a  curve,  which  he 
checked   only  when  at  the   river's   brink.     There  he 
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dropped  under  a  big  granite  boulder,  and  hunching  hit 
kneei  up  under  hii  chin,  stared  downstream,  intent  and 
silent. 

Four  of  the  others,  of  whom  none  had  betrayed  any 
notice  of  the  last,  made  back  toward  the  timber  with 
dunnage  and  axes,  the  tent  and  grub-box,  and  there 
pitched  camp.  But  the  fifth,  a  krge-legged  youth  with 
freckled,  untanned  cheeks,  moist  light  blue  eyes,  and 
a  shock  of  rusty  hair,  remained  fumbling  in  a  gunny 
sack.  At  length  he  drew  from  it  a  box  of  cartridges, 
then,  its  tempered  steel  gleaming  dully,  an  automatic 
revolver.  He  walked  over  to  the  camp-fire  where  John 
Hartline,  head  of  the  Chyta  Exploration  Company,  was 
helping  McConighy,  the  red-nosed,  shriveled  little  cook, 
set  the  refiector-fuU  of  sour  dough  before  the  fiames. 

"How's  shooting  the  rust  from  this  iron  tonight?" 
he  drawled  to  Hartline.  "We're  carrying  a  dead 
weight  of  extra  cartridges,  with  our  home  cache  full. 
The  horses  is  weak  enough  from  frozen  grass,  and 
they'll  get  nothing  but  peavine  here." 

"No  more  'n  a  dozen,  then,  Luke,"  boomed  Hartline 
in  his  gruff,  kindly  voice.  «  And  watch  out  for  Jones." 
He  nodded  toward  the  white  rock. 

He  was  a  huge,  black-looking  man,  with  broad  shoul- 
ders and  the  square  mat  of  a  beard  that  framed  hard 
features  burned  to  a  glossy  rawness  by  snow  and  sun. 
Rectangular  lines  criscrossed  his  thick  neck  like  those 
of  latitude  and  longitude  on  a  chart.  But  his  bushy 
brows  sheltered  eyes  that  were  grey  and  gentle.  He 
smoked  a  short  clay  pipe. 

"  Mark  me,  we'll  need  every  one  o*  them  cartridges, 
coming  out  to  Torlina,"  objected  «  Daddy  "  Mease,  in 
his  fluty,  old  man's  voice.  Over  by  his  dunnage  bag, 
*  was  fittine  on  a  nair  of  canvas  miti 
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spruce  boughs  for  his  bed.  He  was  stout  and  sallow, 
despite  the  rigours  of  the  trail,  and  a  thin  beard  covered 
his  jowls  like  moss.  '*  Lamar  and  his  grabbers  is 
tquattin*  harder  on  our  location,  and  better  armed 
than  we  think  for.  You  ain't  all  had  the  dealings  with 
the  hound  as  I  have." 

"  What  did  we  send  our  boys  ahead  for,  but  to  stand 
by  our  ammunition?'*  put  in  Tom  Guiteau.  "Lamar 
can't  touch  it  with  them  there,  and  didn't  I  pack 
enough  in  last  winter  to  blo^  him  out  to  the  coast?  " 

"  And  Tom  says  the  Marshal's  with  us,"  added  Luke 
Sanborn  simply.  "  Come  on  yourself.  Dad.  I  bet  you 
can't  hit  your  old  brown  mare  at  forty  yards,"  he  chal- 
lenged with  a  wink  'at  Tom ;  but  Mease  did  not  budge. 

"Blackwood— that  lyin'  U.  S.  Marshal?"  he 
whined  in  scorn.  "Lamar'll  have  him  bought  off  by 
now.     They  both  come  of  that  same  Seattle  gang." 

"  Supper,  boys,"  interposed  Hartline,  checking  the 
nightly  argument  upon  the  contest  awaiting  their  ar- 
rival at  Atna  River.  McConighy,  with  the  abrupt 
impatience  of  the  trail  cook,  switched  out  the  bean-pot 
upon  the  tarpaulin,  remarking  dryly,  "Strawberries! 
An'  pinch  off  the  snappers." 

Hands  clattered  the  dishes  in  the  grub-box.  Plates 
were  heaped,  cups  filled,  chunks  of  the  steaming  bread 
pried  loose;  and  all  fell  to  eating  stomach-down  on  the 
crisp  whitish  moss  —  except  Guiteau.  Tom,  carrying 
a  supper,  headed  toward  the  granite  rock  and  Jonesy 
by  the  river.  Returning  empty-handed,  he  helped  him- 
self and  joined  the  others.  He  was  a  dark  youngster, 
still  in  his  'teens,  although  he  looked  older  tiian  Luke, 
who  was  twenty-one.  Above  a  moleskin  shirt,  he  had 
a  high,  thin-boned  forehead,  and  cheeks  hollow  as  clam- 
shells.   A  curved,  sharp  nose,  and  lines  at  the  comers 
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of  his  eyes  that  seemed  to  have  been  cut  with  a  gouge, 
gave  him  a  hawk-like  aspect.  He  wore  russet  boots 
that  reached  above  his  knees  and  a  red  bandanna  tied 
about  his  neck. 

"  Our  friend  hearing  his  horse-bells  and  rattlin'  hob- 
bles tonight?"  asked  Mease.  But  before  Tom  could 
answer,  McConighy  advised,  "You'd  think  he  and 
that  Valdez  spook  had  killed  horses  enough  as  partners 
from  *98  down  to  start  a  glue  outfit." 

Since  a  month  ago,  when  Jonesy  had  tumbled  into 
Hartline's  camp,  his  clothes  in  shreds,  his  body  a  cor- 
rugation of  mosquito  bites,  he  had  withdrawn  each 
evemng  to  some  commanding  spot,  there  to  peer  about 
solemnly  for  the  «  glacier  demon  »  which  he  swore  had 
lured  his  horses  into  crevasses.     His  mind  had  seemed 
gone.    Beyond   that  he   had   been   packing   for   two 
"  mountain-climbing  dudes,"  and  had  «  quit  them  safe 
enough,"  the  outfit  could  learn  nothing  from  Jonesy. 
They  accepted  him  as  an  old-timer  driven  harmlessly  in- 
sane by  the  harsh  wear  of  the  North.    Yet  certain 
traits,  as  the  appealing  glitter  that  fired  his  wfld  eyes, 
equaUy  at  hearing  Luke  talk  of  his  sisters  or  whUe  rop- 
ing out  a  mired  horse,  had  moved  Hartline  and  Tom  to 
the  unspoken  idea  of  a  strong  man's  past  patheticaUy 
wrecked  in  him. 

As  Hartline  and  Mease  started  to  raise  the  tent, 
Luke  and  Tom,  with  the  revolver  and  cartridges,  made 
for  Jonesy's  post.  Arrived  there,  they  leaned  out  over 
the  rock,  oblivious  of  him  as  he  was  of  them.  Tom 
drew  a  bead  on  the  charred  face  of  a  big  cottonwood 
stump  at  the  edge  of  the  willows.  . 

"  B"*  *^o  out  of  three  in  turn,  Luke,"  he  said. 
That'll  make  two  rounds  each  to  the  dozen." 

He  squinted,  steadying  his  hand.     Three  report* 
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blared  out.  Tom  handed  the  pistol  to  Luke,  as  the 
echoes  ravaged  the  treeless  ridges. 

**  Which  mark  do  you  mean  ?  "  blinked  Luke.  He  had 
the  wide-set,  docile,  almost  bovine  features  of  the  farm- 
boy.  Not  even  the  grind  of  Alaska  had  sharpened  his 
sluggish  mind,  or  sophisticated  his  innocence.  **  The 
big  white  stump  to  tlie  left,"  he  asked,  "  or  that  brown 
log  half  hid  in  them  willows?  " 

"The*  ain't  but  one  I  see,"  began  Tom;  then 
checked  himself.  «  HeUo,"  he  added,  "that  other's  one 
of  our  packs.  Old  Mease  slings  them  anywheres 
about." 

"  Yes.  The  one  he*s  pointing  at,"  said  Luke,  indi- 
cating Jonesy.  "Look  at  him.  He  ain't  never  done 
that  before  toward  his  demon." 

Over  the  boulder,  they  saw  Jonesy's  right  arm,  ex- 
tended straight  and  rigid  at  the  brown  thing. 

"  And  —  and  —  she's  moving,"  whispered  Luke. 

Tom's  thin,  aquiline  cheeks  and  square  jaw  flushed. 
But  it  was  Jonesy's  pitiable  glance,  turned  on  them  as 
he  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a  guttural  cry,  that  held 
them  dimib.  His  heavy  features,  wasted  and  crinkled 
into  a  mask,  his  dull  eyes  swollen  in  their  sunken  sock- 
ets, leaped  out  a-flame.  He  knocked  the  gun  from 
Luke's  hands.     It  clattered  down  across  the  rock. 

"  It's  him  —  him,**  he  screeched,  plunging  forward 
toward  the  bundle  in  the  willows,  "that  was  going  to 
eat  my  buck ! " 

The  rhythmic  hacking  of  Mease's  axe  ceased 
abruptly.  Distinctly  through  the  lucent  air  came 
Hartline's  voice,  "Spotted  his  ghost,  eh?"  Then, 
resounding,  "  Hold  on  therel  '*  Everyone  was  running 
after  Jonesy. 

They  held  off  awed,  as  if  under  some  spell  that  com- 
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munion  between  the  demented  man  and  that  limp  human 
bundle,  prone  there  in  the  evening  glow,  were  an  ordained 
rite.  The  body  lay  huddled  on  its  face.  They  gazed, 
hushed,  at  Jonesy's  corded  hands  passing  eagerly  from 
its  mop  of  matted  and  bleached  hair  — hair  shot  with 
not  a  few  white  threads  —  down  across  its  frayed  and 
rotted  khaki.     Meanwhile  it  stirred. 

"Alive,  boys,"  issued  in  an  in-drawn  whistle  from 
Jonesy's  throat,  yet  more  clearly  than  they  had  ever 
heard  him  speak;  and  a  vein  that  rooted  int  he  scar 
at  his  throat  swelled  purple. 

The  harsh  brawl  of  the  river,  pounding  a  bed  that 
reverberated  as  if  it  were  cast  metal,  rang  through 
their  ears.  The  sharp,  surrounding  terra-cotta  peaks 
raised  their  clean,  theatric  slopes  above  the  black  jave- 
lins of  the  spruces  into  a  lustrous,  icy  twilight.  In 
that  keen,  expectant  air  of  the  northern  autumn,  with 
its  portentous  avowal  of  the  emptiness  of  Nature's 
heart  toward  human  death  and  Kfe  alike,  it  seemed  that 
the  buzz  of  a  fly  might  echo  from  the  ends  of  the  earth. 
Then  Hartline  stepped  forward  with  a  heave  of  his 
great  shoulders,  and  shoving  Jonesy  aside,  gathered 
Gail  gently  into  his  arms,  and  bore  him  toward  the 
exaggerated  brightness  of  the  camp-fire. 


The  faces  ringed  about  him,  lying  on  the  tarpaulin, 
were  stamped  by  the  wisdom,  or  graven  by  experience 
into  living  mirrors,  of  that  agony  to  which  Gail  had 
long  been  oblivious.  Tom  shoved  the  tea-pot  into  the 
ashes,  as  their  eyes  swept  up  from  his  swollen  feet 
wrapped  in  sacking  crusted  with  blood  — from  the 
skeleton  tendons  of  his  legs  and  the  lumps  of  his  knees 
where  his  trousers  ended  in  a  ravelled  fringe up 
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through  the  pulp  of  his  shirt,  under  which  his  sunleetf 
ribs  gleamed  blue  and  waxy,  to  the  scraggly  beard  ever 
the  great,  shrivelled  bulb  of  his  Adam's  apple. 

**Is  it  a  Siwash?"  gaped  Luke,  at  Gail's  pointed 
cheek-bones,  their  enduring  ruddiness  tipped  with  pur- 
ple blotches;  at  his  whitish  eyebrows  slanting  up  and 
outward  from  the  dire  rings  and  hollows  of  his  closed 
sockets. 

Hartline  seized  the  now  singing  pot,  and  tipped  the 
nozzle  to  Gail's  dry-cracked  mouth.  Tom  lifted  the 
head  upon  his  knees.  Its  long  upper  lip  doubled,  slid- 
ing upward,  and  Gail  swallowed.  The  others  took  a 
step  back,  as  if  -aiting  some  upheaval.  A  shudder 
shook  him;  he  couj>^  :d,  and  the  flabby  lids  lifted  from 
the  bloodshot  caverns  where  his  dark  eyes  smouldered. 
His  gaunt  cheeks  twitched  grewsomely. 

"We  ahnost  shot  you,  pardner,"  Tom  tenderly 
broke  the  hush. 

"He  ain't  the  chief  dude,"  muttered  Jonesy,  but 
with  a  grip  on  himself  which  again  startled  the  crowd. 
"  He's  the  one  was  a  flunky." 

Gail's  haggard  sight  veered  upon  him.  "I  —  never 
—  had  to  —  eat  your  buckskin,"  he  rasped,  throatily, 
from  the  pit  of  his  stomach.  "  That  last  ptarmigan 
I  shot  was  big  like  an  ostrich."  His  eyes  caught  the 
company,  kindled,  and  he  lurched  his  body  forward  from 
Tom's  knees.  "Who  —  who  are  you?"  he  stuttered, 
louder  and  more  flrmly.  "Who  d'you  work  for? 
I'm  Gabriel  Thain.  And  I  quit  him  like  a  dog 
and  made  the  summit.  I  got  another  man's  immor- 
tal—" 

Hartline  stifled  his  words  with  the  spout  of  the  tea- 
pot, and  pressed  a  spoonful  of  the  beans  he  had  been 
mashing  in  a  cup  between  Gail's  teeth. 
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**  Work  for  ourselves,'*  said  Tom  doggedly.  "  And 
for  the  country.** 

"Hartline?  ....  You're  not  HartUne?  ....  Oh 
—  oh  God  I  «.,,**  Hia  voice  mounted  shrill  and 
faint  with  joy.    He  flung  out  his  arms. 

The  tension  broke.  A  chuckle  of  relief,  beginning 
with  old  Mease,  ran  through  the  outfit.  TTiey  pushed 
forward,  seized  Gail  by  the  hands,  and  Jonesy,  open- 
mouthed,  dealt  him  a  thiunp  upon  the  back. 

"  We  heard  of  you  and  that  mountain-climber,"  be- 
gan Hartline  gravely.  "We  was  at  our  development 
work  up  the  creek  when  you  went  by.*' 

"Yes,  Where's  your  rich  pardner  Bob?"  suddenly 
broke  out  Jonesy,  with  excited  accusation.  "  Thain  — 
of  course.    But  you  got  to  account  for  Snowden." 

"  Choke  him  off,"  broke  in  Tom.  But  a  glance  from 
Hartline  had  cowed  Jonesy  instantly,  and  he  lapsed  into 
his  usual  maundering  complacency. 

Gail  trembled,  and  his  glance  fell.  Then,  with  an 
effort,  he  extended  his  skeleton  hands  for  the  tea-pot. 
Grasped  between  calloused  pahns,  he  lifted  it  to  his 
lips,  tilted  back  his  head,  took  a  long  draught.  His 
raised  eyes  under  half-closed  lids  swept  the  dumb  men 
before  him  with  a  kind  of  furtive  defiance.  Then  he 
reached  for  the  beans,  and  began  quickly  eating  them, 
wolfing  them,  until,  satisfied,  he  dropped  the  cup  on  the 
tarpaulin.  His  saviours  were  recalling  the  outlines  of 
past,  obscure  tragedies  between  partners  lost  in  the 
northern  wastes,  and  there  was  suspicion  in  their  faces. 

With  an  effort  Gail  moistened  his  lips.  "Dead  — 
Bob*8  dfead,"  he  said  with  his  first  huskiness.  "I'll 
teU  you  — don't  judge  me  — yet."  He  fixed  Hartline 
with  a  blazing  look.  "I'm  sleepy  —  for  real  sleep 
now,**  he  murmured. 
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**  Tom ! "  boomed  Hartline.  «« You  get  ,my  blankets 
readj  for  him.    And  turn  in  now,  all  the  rest  of  you !  ** 

Without  a  word,  but  with  backward  glances,  the 
others  obeyed,  following  Guiteau  toward  the  tent 
Eased  of  his  confession,  Gail's  head  at  once  fell  forward 
and  his  eyes  closed.  Hartline  fflled  the  dishpan  from 
the  bucket,  and  when  the  water  was  hot,  unbound  the 
sacking  from  Gail's  feet  and  began  to  bathe  them. 

m 

Hartline  dominated  his  companions  greatly  by  his 
reserves  in  speech.  At  dayli^t,  when  McConighy's 
shout  awoke  the  tent,  the  stranger  stood  outside,  booted 
and  dressed  m  JoWs  buckskin  suit,  shaving  by  the 
campfire.  John  was  pacing  beside  him,  hands  behind 
his  back,  black  beard  pressed  upon  his  chest.  The  out- 
fit knew  then  that  Thain's  mystery  would  not  be  re- 
vealed until  Hartline  saw  fit,  and  then  to  all  impartially. 

They  ate  in  silence,  rounded  up  the  horses,  fell  to 
the  long  routine  of  packing.  Hartline  shifted  the  rosc- 
pinto's  load,  which  held  the  gun  to  which  Gail  owed  his 
rescue,  to  Mease's  brown  mare;  and  as  the  train  gath- 
ered to  plough  through  the  river,  shrunk  ?'y  the  early 
September  cold,  he  threw  an  empty  sack  across  the 
pinto's  saw-buck  and  lifted  Gail  upon  it.  In  the  tim- 
ber beyond,  John  seized  that  horse's  halter,  as  Tom 
and  the  rest  took  their  phices  in  the  Ime  behind,  and 
led  the  sixth  day's  grind  of  their  three  weeks'  hike  out 
to  Atna  River,  their  main  cache,  and  the  disputed  town- 
site  called  Torlina. 

Gail's  daze  from  starvation  and  the  poison  of  fatigue 
merged  slowly  into  the  numbness  of  physical  well-being. 
But  his  mind,  still  clouded,  overcome  both  by  gratitude 
toward  these  men  and  anxiety  over  how  they  would 
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receive  his  story  of  Bob's  death,  struggled  vainly  for 
speech,    to  which   Hartline   gave   no   encouragement. 
The  dry  trail  rose  from  dense  spruces  across  mossy 
uplands,  brown  in  the  cool  sunlight,  free  of  mosquitoes. 
The  ease  of  travel  now!    It  seemed  years  since  he  had 
fought  along  that  same  course,  through  the  drizzle,  mud- 
holes,  and  stinging  insect  torture  of  a  hateful  wilder- 
ness.    He  began  to  recognise  points:  the  aspen  scarp 
where    Jonesy's    bald-faced   mare    had    cut    a    swath 
through  two  hundred  feet  of  timber,  landing  with  her 
feet  up  in  the  creek  at  the  bottom,  but  her  pack  not 
even  shifted.     And  then  it  struck  him —  last  proof 
that  he  was  no  longer  clutching  under-cut  black  cliffs 
and  the  lips  of  crevasses,  or  crawling  faint  yet  gorged 
with  sour  blueberries  across  the  crazing  tundra  —  that 
back  where  he  had  heard  the  reviving  rip  of  bullets  was 
the  river  in  which  his  horse  had  turned  turtle  and  he 
had  been  nearly  drowned. 

Hour  after  hour  they  travelled,  not  halting  at  noon. 
They  dipped  into  timber  again,  and  met  Kulana  Creek. 
In  the  saffron  cottonwoods  across  it,  Gail  heard  a  pat- 
ter of  feet  behind  him,  and  turning,  saw  Jonesy  dodging 
up  the  swaying  line  of  packs. 

"  You  ain't  spoke  about  my  daughter,  hev  you?  "  he 
whispered  breathlessly.     "  Don't,  Gail ! " 

"No,  Jonesy,"  Gail  shook  his  head.  He  recalled 
that  throughout  breakfast  the  poor  man  had  slunk 
about,  shooting  him  uneasy  glances,  as  if  in  warning 
or  remoise.  Gail  did  not  remember  his  truculent  out- 
burst of  the  night  before.  But  Hartline  did.  He 
turned  to  see  Jonesy  seize  GaU  by  the  hand,  mutter, 
"  I'll  stand  by  you! "  and  plunged  back  into  the  brush. 
"  Jonesy,  you  call  him,"  said  Hartline  slowly,  facing 
forward.    "Why  didn't  we  ever  think  of  that?"  he 


.  ■ 
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Mked,  M  of  himself.     «  He  tnwt«  you,  don't  he? »»  he 

questioned  after  a  pause "The  truth  is  often 

plain  to  lunatics.     That  man's  feelings  is  right.     WeVe 
come  to  like  him.    And  you've  started  bringing  out  the 
■ense  m  h'm.    We  couldn't." 
Gail  tried  to  answer  but  faUed,  his  heart  was  filling 

"You've  heard  of  this  outfit,  most  likely -- Gail," 
he  went  on  with  quiet  grufl'ness.  "Most  Alaska  has. 
We  re  the  dry-farmers  from  Kingdom,  Idaho,  that  won't 
Jay  down  to  Lamar  and  his  Wall  Street  crowd.  And 
you  thought  we  might  be  working  for  someone."  He 
laughed  a  big,  soft.laugh.     "  We're  fighting,  man." 

M  I  say  that?  "  Gail  managed  to  wonder  aloud. 

Whatever  you  are,"  went  on  John,  "  this  coming 
fortmght  you  can't  help  but  get  to  know  us.  I  b'lieve 
your  record's  good;  but  if  it  ain't,  you  might  make 
tlungs  go  hard  for  us  in  the  tussle  we  have  on.  We 
can't  afford  to  have  you  for  anything  but  a  'riend,  so 

"  ?^1"*  *°  '^^'^  ^°"  ^^  ^*^^''  *'*^°''^  ^  ««^  ^'''  jours." 
An  along,  I've  bee  <  looking  forward  to  this  crowd 
—  John,"  Gail  stammered. 

xt "  '"it  ""*  ^^  ""  "  **  °"'  «***»on  on  the  high  bank 
tius  side  of  the  Atoa,"  he  continued,  regardless, 
lorlmas  the  old  Siwash  hang-out  across  it.  I  kept 
the  two  youngsters,  the  best  of  them,  and  old  Mease 
with    me.  .^.  .  Talk    of    a    round    peg   in    a    square 

Hole*    •    •    « 

He  told  in  abrupt  and  vigorous  detail  how  Mease,  a 
■chool-teacher  at  home  in  Kingdom,  at  the  age  of  fifty 
had  toke  .  a  flyer  in  a  shrimp  outfit.  He  went  out  to 
Klamath,  Oregon,  to  build  a  cannery  that  was  to  be 
the  biggest  in  the  world,  he  had  thought,  a  monument  to 
his  children's  children.     "And  Measell  tell  you  how 
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ftnTfc^  Seattle  end  of  thi.  .«„c  Lamar  crowd  that 
W  hun  out,  .enl  him  broke,  and  back  to  u.  to  hoof 

th«  godforsaken  heU  at  his  age«  he  added      "WeU 
maybe.     It  might  help  to  hafe  him  Shik  .o  Tt' 
barring  that  he  kick,  like  a  haw^tied  calHf  M.;  don" 
^rwillV^*"^^^*'  '*'•  *  --^«  ^-  -ome  round 

nalZrVJ'^^  ?*  ""«^''*  "*^^»  »  Alaska  could 
not  make  Luke  Sanborn  take  a  drink,  or  quit  blushinir 

;  fT-r^";  ^"*  ^'  '^^"^^  ""k  *o  "vagery  aftef 
a  fortnight  alone  with  Siwashes.  A  throw?^7ck;  he 
had  their  improvident  ways  and  animal  nose  for  «me 
trails;  could  keep  his  direction  in  blizzards  on  a  glade" 
track  ho«e.  across  bare  rock,  which  is  beyofd  any' 
'^  And  L«?»     f ''  ""  *^*  post-master  b.^k  home"! 

-«^r  flri*^         Trf '  ^^  ^^  ^°«^«"  «^d  John. 
Our  first  day  out  he  lost  the  gun  belongs  to  that 

toT  ^v  ^^'^^^t^"  ""-*•  ^"*  '^^  •«"  h«^ 

to  It.     Hut*.  Luke.     Too  young  yet  to  know  what 
tZtV:"'  of  life^beyond  kflling  a  m^sT-l; 
when  he  hits  on  it,  you  stand  from  under.»» 

TJere  was  McConighy,  whose  silky  hair,  frafl  bulff- 
mg  forehead  and  bad  teeth,  reminded  Gail  of  Occidentel 
Avenue;  but  he  only  rented  bicycles  and  played  the 
trombone  at  home,  while  now  his  job  cooking  inhibi  ed 

f  d  Gail    rr?'     ^'  ''^^^^  "^'^  ^'^  satisfaction* 
^hL  f  V  .  5.  '"''  *^'  «3^Pathy  that  lurked 

behmd  John's  roughness,  perceived  a  tenderness  be- 

hints  that  brought  the  aims  of  these  pioneers  into  the 
now  wider  honzons  of  his  insight  into  the  basic  desires 
of  mankmd,  derived  from  his  dead  partner  and  their 
privations. 
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**  Then  "'om  Guiteau»*'  said  John.  **  The  beit  rust- 
ler in  Alaska,  but  the  only  man  in  the  outfit  I  don't 
trust  to  the  limit,  saj  what  you  wiU  for  his  seeming 
kind  heart.     It's  black  at  bottom,  I  b'lieve." 

He  was  the  only  one  not  from  Kingdom.  Hartline 
had  picked  him  up  on  the  Seattle  docks.  He  was 
drumming  to  a  publishing  house,  selling  sets  of  Shake- 
speare to  "  square-heads  "  in  lumber  camps  who  couldn't 
read  a  word  of  English.  That  took  smartness,  and  he 
had  it.  Last  winter  he  had  freighted  grub  and  arms 
in  to  Torlina,  and  had  been  on  the  trail  for  a  month 
with  Blackwood,  the  U.  S.  Marshal.  "  The  boy's  got 
a  grudge  against  the  world,"  asserted  Job  spitting 
violently,  as  he  kicked  a  windfall  from  the  trau.  "  He 
won't  much  care  whose  claims  he'd  salt,  so  long  as  he 
could  make  the  get-away.  He's  a  foundling,  illegiti- 
mate, and  separated  from  his  wife.  Likely  that's 
bb'ghted  him.  He  knew  most  things  too  young,  and 
now  don't  believe  in  none." 

But  Gail's  heart,  perversely,  had  quickly  leaped 
toward  Tom,  whom  he  discerned  was  feared,  even  by 
this  dominant  man,  quite  as  much  as  he  was  mistrusted. 
And  in  the  ensuing  silence,  to  the  crackling  of  hoofs 
upon  twigs,  and  the  scrunch-scrunch  of  Hartline's 
strong  legs  in  their  coarse  denim,  the  warring  warmth 
and  bitterness  which  he  had  seen  flash  in  Tom's  yellow 
eyes,  absorbed  Gail,  naturally. 


IV 

Four  years  ago;  the  boys  from  Kingdom  had  "  home- 
steaded"  Torlina,  receiving  their  papers  therefor. 
Then  Lamar's  "  yeller-legs  " —  mining  experts,  that 
you  wouldn't  trust  with  four  bits  —  had  overrun  the 
country.     He  had  bonded,  then  bought,  every  copper 
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claim  m  it,  except  the  dry-fanners».     He  had  paid  the 
locators,  whose  dreams  had  become  ashes  after  years 
of  packing  in  from  the  coast  to  work  "  development," 
m  return  tickets  to  Seattie.     "Then  Lamar  geU  a 
raUroad  right  of  way  i  ,    the  Atna  from  the  coast 
On  the  jump  Washingt.:.  withdraws  both  banks  of 
the  nver  in  a  forest  reserve,  and  the  day  his  sur- 
veyors puU  into  Torlina  and  we're  up  on  our  claims, 
they're  thrown  open  to  location  by  executive  order  and 
without  notice.     They  jump  our  stakes,  because  they 
have  to  have  the  townsite.     It's  the  only  place  where 
a  grade  can  turn  off  from  the  Atna  to  reach  these 
▼alleys.     All  the  rest  of  the  country  is  peaks  and  gla- 
ciers on  end;  and  if  the  Rio  Tinto,  when  them  Phoe- 
nicians first  struck  her,  was  in  here  — which  it  is  and 
ncher  according  to  all  experts"   (this  without  any 
slur  toward  yeUow-legs)  «it  might  be  so  much  tail- 
ings if  you  didn't  own  Torlina." 

"  We  get  notice  our  homestead  deeds  is  void,"  growled 
on  John.  "  Void,  man !  When  that  land's  ours  by  the 
first  rights  of  men  in  any  territory,  by  all  the  law  our 
country  was  pioneered  and  won  under.  And  this 
spring  we  find  Lamar  planted  there  with  his  clerks  and 
toadies,  backed  by  aU  WaU  Street  and  the  Department 
of  the  Interior!" 

Gail  stiffened  with  such  a  loathing  of  injustice  as 
he  had  never  felt  in  his  life,  anywhere,  before. 

"  Ain't  the  Government  our  policeman  to  guard  this 
country  for  us  that  was  the  first  to  give  our  life  and 
strength  to  it?  "  John  demanded  fiercely.  «  Then  why 
is  this  same  policeman  robbing  us?  Handing  over  this 
rich  land,  from  the  people  it  belongs  to,  to  them  that 
never  lifted  a  finger  for  it  until  they  saw  the  wealth 
that  we  uncovered,  but  have  the  bribe  money  to  get  and 
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■qucctt  it  dry  like  the  •almon  cannert  hare  the  eoaet?  ** 
Hii  Toicc  resounded,  quarering.  He  broke  off,  puilng 
from  the  inteniitjr  of  hit  feelings;  then:  "And  why 
do  we  hang  on?  Because  a  fl^t  ain't  so  foreign  to 
our  blood  in  the  West  where  we  was  raised.  But  most 
because  more  than  our  just  rights  rest  on  this  business 
—  the  future  of  all  Alaska,  of  this  last  whiteman*s 
country  —  whether  it*s  to  go  to  them  that  have  froie 
and  starved  to  get  their  bread  from  it,  or  to  the  wol- 
verine and  jackals  that  make  slaves  of  the  men  in  this 
last  young  world.** 

He  paused,  con^uing  gently,  in  an  altered  voice, 
"We  don't  ask  much.  Independants  made  us  any 
;  ^^ber  of  fair  offers  for  our  property  until  Lamar 
come  in.  We  only  want  an  interest  in  the  working  of 
it,  a  stake  to  draw  on,  to  giva  our  youngsters  a  better 
chance  in  life  than  we  had.  Enough  money  to  hand 
them  the  education  we  went  without,  and  the  food  which 
means  the  strength  of  their  children,  and  of  our  coun- 
try and  its  people  to  come.  That*s  Uie  only  Here- 
after I  believe  in.  That's  aU  in  the  world  that  living's 
for,  I  reckon."^ 

"Great  heaven  — I'm  with  you!"  broke  out  GaiL 
A  tightness  gripped  about  his  chest,  and  his  blood 
•urg^  hot.    "  You  see.    You  understand." 

"  Take  the  home  town,  Kingdom,  that  we're  from,'* 
his  tone  sank  at  the  confidence.  "Every  man- jack 
there  chipped  into  this  outfit.  Mortgaged  his  ranch. 
And  they're  all  good  people,  though  the  soil  never 
ipanned  out  to  what  the  railroads  that  promoted  it 
promised.  There  was  red  fire  and  speeches  when  we 
left  there  four  years  back,  to  come  home  rich  in  ten 
months.     And  we've  been  writing  to  stand  off  ^ves  and 
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nothtw  erer  tiBct.    And  thej  sUnre  without  wc  kctp 
our  promise.   But  wt  om't  writt « rich » no  mow.   Four 

JMTt.   .   .   .  »* 

He  praeed  to  light  hie  eUj  stub,  and  for  an  hour 
more  Gail  watched  over  the  pinto's  flop  e«r8  John's  big 
shoulders  rolling,  as  he  digressed  upon  Seattle,  Alaska, 
and  the  braced,  sordid  game  of  successful  pioneering 
in  these  dajrs.  He  appeared  to  hug  no  illusions;  to 
face  the  issue  cuhninating  in  his  hands,  now  from  his 
own  broad,  relentless  view-point,  now  from  Luke's,  or 
Dad's;  even  from  his  enemy,  Lamar's. 

"  So  this  month  the  case  is  coming  out  of  the  di^ 
trict  court  at  Valdes,"  he  ended.  "  Blackwood  »U  be 
hiking  to  Torlina  with  the  decision  —  with  the  papers 
for  us,  or  Lamar,  to  sign  and  take  possession.  You 
can  guess  from  what  I've  told  you,  and  how  we're  out- 
fitted, the  bets  we'd  make  on  that  judgment.  Lamar's 
got  the  ground  now,  and  there  was  gun-play  between 
his  same  outfit,  if  you  remember,  and  those  coal  boys 
on  the  coast  over  harbour  rights  last  year.  Blackwood 
was  the  Marshal  there,  toa" 

They  had  reached  a  withered  meadow,  between  a 
black  slope  patched  fantastically  with  last  winter's 
snow,  and  a  grove  of  reddening  a«pens.  The  sky  was 
clear  as  glare  ice,  yet  a  vague,  refractive  mistiness,  a 
fihn  of  sea-green  and  faint  violet  suffused  its  paleness. 
'*  Camp  here,"  said  Hartline,  halting  in  the  stunted 
willows  of  the  trickle  from  a  snow-bank.  GaU  leaped 
down,  and  as  the  weary  pack-train  jingled  in,  helped 
Tom  and  the  rest  uncinch. 

"  Now  you  know  the  strike  of  our  lode,"  said  John 
to  Gail.  «  After  supper  you  show  us  the  lead  of  yours, 
and  of  your  pardner  Snowden's." 


I 
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By  the  time  that  Gail's  atorj  had  reached  the  point 
of  finding  Bob  dead  in  the  tent,  he  was  secure  in  his 
confidence  that  the  outfit  had  received  it  with  a  search- 
ing sympathy  and  fairness.  They  had  been  just,  be- 
yond his  most  eager  hopes. 

"Hold  — at  that,"  interrupted  Hartline.  *« Judg- 
ing how  we  found  you,  we  can  figure  your  trip  to  here 
at  the  miracle  it  was." 

The  sudden  silence,  checking  Gail's  monotonous, 
avowedly  colorless  recital,  was  intense  yet  uncon- 
strained. 

^  «  When  this  gits  into  the  papers,"  Mease  broke  it, 

"you'U   have  quite  a  name   as   a  mountain-climber, 
boy?  " 

Gail,  panting,  feeling  that  the  weight  of  worlds  had 
been  lifted  from  his  being,  gave  an  exasperated  grunt. 
He  was  elated,  defiant,  flushed  by  this  first  review  of 
his  body's  triumph,  by  his  secret  checking  of  the  bear- 
ing of  every  grim  word  and  detail  upon  his  life's  widen- 
ing scope.  Luke,  who  had  been  burning  a  birch-wood 
fungus,  "freshening"  his  last  quid  of  tobacco  in  its 
ashes,  Siwash-wise,  looked  up  at  Gail  with  an  excited 
chuckle  of  wonder  and  admiration.  The  others  re- 
mained staring  before  them  through  the  clear  darkness. 
The  camp-fire  shaded  and  accentuated  the  features 
peculiar  to  each. 

"  Straight  and  dry,  like  a  Geological  Survey  report, 
ain't  it?  "  said  John  at  last,  into  the  bowl  of  his  du- 
deen.     "We've  all  been  snow-bUnd  and  some  of  us 

down  crevasses,  and  have  lugged  helpless  men "   Gail 

noted  his  sudden  break-ofF  with  the  reference  to  Bob. 

"  I  don't  see  why  you  quit  him,  even  at  his  orders," 
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began  Tom.     «  He  was  out  of  his  head.  .  .  .  Unle.. 
jou  wanted  to  get  to  the  top  just  as  bad  as  he  did." 

«n;ir^7,     ^V^     ?'^^     ^"     fi"t     hesitation. 

Did"  had  leaped  to  his  lips.     He  stifled  it  with  a 

qualm  of  misgiving.     He  had  not  considered,  in  his  vivid 

thraU  with  fact,  the  need  of  justifying  his  desertion  of 

JJOD. 

"This  Bob  was  his  leader.  He  obeyed  him  by  going 
on  for  the  top,"  said  Hartline  bluntly.  "It  wasn't 
for  Gail  here  to  judge.  He  was  likely  as  off  his  own 
nut. 

"I  didn't  say  that  with  any  thought  of  accusing,  or 

holding    you    responsible,"    muttered    Tom    to    Gail. 

Only  you  must  have  had  strong  notions  of  your  own 

on^the  profits  of  getting  to  that  summit." 

"Profits,"  repeated  John,  weightily,  "ain't  alwavt 
fame  or  money."  «wajr. 

Gail's  heart  thrilled  hotly  toward  him.  Then  he 
boldly  faced  Guiteau.  Had  the  man  any  inner  inkUng 
of  his  unutterable  rewards?  .... 

"Boys!"  boomed  Hartline.  "Do  Thain's  words 
nng  true  to  us,  or  don't  they?  Them,  and  what  we 
read  of  his  nature,  is  aU  we  got  to  swing  us  in  report- 
ing this  Snowden's  death  to  the  Marshal." 

T  u^^  ^'^^";  ^'^^  ^'^^^°''^  «^*"^^»  ^qu^^^J  toward 
John  and  Gail,  resumed  their  study  of  the  embers.     A 

flush  of  chdlenged  pride  swept  Gail  at  the  mention  of 
Blackwood  in  this  new  light.  And  he  felt  suddenly 
fortified  by  the  fact  that  these  men  did  not  withdraw 
from  him  to  make  their  comments;  but  did  so  before 
him.  deliberately,  knowing  that  he  heard  and  as  if  in 
order  that  he  should;  yet  he  was  certain  that  they 
spoke  just  as  though  he  were  not  there. 
In  obedience  to  Hartline's  caU  for  a  verdict,  Gail 
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imagined  them  reconstructing  every  point  of  his  nar- 
ration. 

**  I  don't  care,"  he  burst  out,  **  whether  anyone  be» 
lieres  I  got  to  the  top  or  not." 

^'Aint  it  up  to  a  man  that  wants  to  prove  you 
wrong,"  put  in  McConighy,  "to  drag  his  eyes  up  to 
there  for  a  look-see  at  that  photograph  tube?  " 

"  Well,  I  ain't  the  man,"  spoke  up  Tom  again.  «  I 
say  it's  up  to  Thain  to  convince  folks.  I  don't  take 
any  man's  word  in  this  world  —  like  as  not  not  even  my 


» 


own. 

"  Nor  do  I,"  grpwled  John,  with  a  shrewd  glance  at 
Guiteau.     «  But  I  believe  Gail  here." 

"  Bob's  bound  to  get  the  credit  some  day,"  Gail  ex- 
claimed with  eager  gratitude. 

llien  Tom  quickly  faced  him.  Gail  saw  that  the 
hard  glitter  in  his  hawk  eyes  had  softened.  "  I  suppose 
a  man  like  you,"  said  Guiteau  intently,  "is  figuring 
how  to  give  him  that  credit  right  off.  He  deserves  it. 
Didn't  he  give  his  life?  Right!  —  pardner,  but  how's 
he  to  get  it?  " 

«  Yes,"  said  Gail  with  a  wary  scowl.  *«  That's  what 
bothers  me." 

There  was  a  silence. 

**Well,  ithis  country  ought  to  have  more  of  you 
mountain-climbers,"  asserted  John.  And  in  this  pause, 
Gail's  thoughts  flashed  back,  in  scorn  and  triumph,  to 
Pritchard  of  the  Seward. 

"  But  don't  you  want  the  fame  of  having  got  to  the 
top  of  Lincoln  for  yourself?  "  Tom  asked  searchingly. 
"  I  should.  You  can  get  and  keep  it  if  you're  smart 
enough  —  a  name  that  might  outlive  any  of  your  folks. 
And  you  spoke  as  though  such  a  thing  might  appeal  to 
you." 
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ImpiUjively,  Gafl  seized  his  hand.  Like  Hartline, 
then,  Tom  did  read  him,  veiledly,  instinctiyely. 
Ibu  was  not  mere  sympathy. 

"  Get  Dad  here  to  prove  it  for  you,"  broke  in  Luke, 
gnnning  «  And  I  bet  you  he  wouldn't  lose  an  ounce 
of  his  heft  up  on  them  precipices,  neither.*' 

Old  Mease,  stirred  from  a  brown  study  of  peevish 
incredulity,  yet  frowneo  goodhumoredly.  And  Mc- 
Couighy,  addressing  Gail,  elucidated  — 

"  We  told  you  what  Vinegar  Bill,  the  Siwash  at  Tor- 
hna,  got  off  the  time  he  saw  Dad?  He  looked  him  over 
«Iow-hke,  and  turning  to  his  old  woman,  says  in  his 
choky  hngo  and  sort  of  yearning,  *  That  man,  he  never 
went  hungry.*  ** 

A  laugh  greeted  this,  from  all  except  Jonesy,  who, 
forgetful  of  his  demon,  had  been  standing  back  from 
the  fire,  open-mouthed  with  dawning  awe  and  under- 
•tandmg.  It  was  an  encouraging,  ostentatious  laugh, 
as  If  the  whole  outfit  were  anxious  that  Gail  should 
appreciate  the  satire  upon  Mease.  And  then  Jonesy. 
•teppmg  forward  into  the  circle,  with  a  thrust  of  his 
white  head,  demanded  aggressively, 

"Now  you  give  the  decision  you  asked  for  on  this 
pardner  of  mine.     Then  you  listen  to  me!  '* 

Five  pairs  of  eyes  fixed  him  in  astonishment  for  the 
sdence  of  an  instant.  Then  John's  bass  voice  echoed 
ttirou^  the  night,  "Ain't  we  yet?    No  — by  GoKver! 

But  did  we  need  to?    Haven't  we? And  any 

man  wants  to  argue  against  us  better  speak  up  or  mt 
to  bed.    It's  near  midni^t."  ^         *-       e 

Jonesy  wilted,  overcome  by  his  daze.     «  This  Gail 

he's  got  the  makings  of  a  packer  in  him,  too,**  he  mut- 
tered, with  a  melancholy  that  was  lost,  in  the  general 
movement  toward  the  tent,  upon  all  but  GaU.    "But 
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Snowden    and    me  —  poor    fools    dreaming    againit 
fate.  ..." 

Outside  the  tent,  Gail  crept  into  the  rosepinto's 
saddle  blankets,  his  heart  full  to  bursting.  Ah,  life 
was  too  generous  to  him!  The  heart  of  the  North  too 
clear  and  keen  with  wisdom,  too  warm  and  quick  in 
brotherhood.  He  had  gained  all  that  he  had  set  out 
to  find  —  all,  so  far  as  concerned  the  hungers  in  them 
who  should  win  the  virgin  North. 

These  were  the  men  of  Alaska  whom  he  had  conceived, 
conscripts  of  its  unfathomable  spell,  to  guard  the  fu- 
ture of  this  younger  than  all  worlds.  He  had  not 
vainly  put  his  faith  in  that  guiding  Nature,  good  in- 
herently, which  had  inspired  him  on  the  day  of  his 
great  despair.  Bob  was  her  prophet,  of  how  man- 
kind's vicarious  desires  may  transmute  undying  life; 
and  these  men  were  the  touchstone  of  his  truths  for 
Gail,  a  providence  for  him  to  prove  them  by  in  action. 

"  To  give  our  youngsters  a  better  chance,'*  John  had 
said.  "Money,  food,  the  strength  of  their  children, 
of  our  people  and  country.  That's  the  only  Here* 
after."  Efficient,  resolute,  responsible,  they  were  of 
the  real  West  in  root  and  fibre.  They  asked  but  for 
the  scaffold  to  build  the  house  of  life,  of  all  the  future ; 
its  stuff  was  of  their  souls  and  sinews.  Neither  labour 
nc:  the  riches  of  the  land  was  fuidle  toward  their 
fatherhood.  And  he  was  of  them  now,  a  link  welded 
into  the  common  chain  of  life,  no  longer  slag  cast  out 
from  tile  cauldron  of  the  Youngest  World,  a  pioneer 
in  his  own  soul  at  last.  .  .  .  Would  he  fight  for  them? 
Would  he? 

Then,  in^pulsively  as  of  old,  misgiving  supplanted 
his  exaltation      Tom  with  his  searching  mind,  his  coi 
roded  outlook,  his  quick  shifts  to  sympathy,  absorbed 
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and  baffled  him,  clearlj  «,  he  felt  that  he  could  now  in- 
terpret „en     And  Gail,  as  the  North  had  made  him 

been      He  reviewed  again  the  wastrels  in  the  Seward's 

Td  w'T*/'  f"'?';^  ""^*'*"^^  ^^^^  '^  Seattle 
dead-hne,  Madge  Arnold  — Lena.  .  .  . 

breath  *"^*»IJJ«^*h°"«ht«  "topped  short  A  pained 
Wh  escaped  him.  .  .  .  Clara!  Had  he  for^tten? 
iNever!  .  Her  tawny  eyes  had  been  the  lodestar 
piercing  hi.  ^^anhood,  she  alone  had  saved  Sm,  d^' 
hrious,  dying,  upon  those  snows  and  tundras  .  .  .  only 
»o  fused  and  merged  herself  into  his  being.  ^ 

face  toT  "'''^J'^'^"  f*  Torlina.     They  would  come 

way  i:.:::\  ^\  ^"^"-^'^  -  ^--^  ^^-  ™  - 

Staring  into  the  night,  Gail's  eyes  discerned  large 
moving  shadows  at  the  edge  of  the  aspens,  and  he  heaS 
the  subdued  and  fitful  clang  of  hors^bei.  His  heart 
surgmg^less  with  gratitude  than  faith,  he  l^'^X 

n 

Ead,  moniuig  white  fro.t  gfeamrf  on  the  .carlet 
buek-brush  of  the  httJe  tu„dr«  girded  bTZted 

orooms.       The  deadly  ponds  of  whive  iiowera  showed 
eracked    dry  bottom,;  ,iu„w  ftickets  wheTjonesyS 
beasts  had  floundered  belly-deep  in  muck  were  Tow 
deredwth  reddish  sUt;  «,d  in  the  ford,  whe«  M  ^d 
Zt""^,  '^'"*^  ^'  *■"■"•  """-P'-g  -d  swept  awt, 

aL'r t;,:7flLt.'""' '""''''  '"""«•  -°  ««*« 

step  after  ,tep,  hour  after  hour,  day  after  day_. 


KM       THE   YOUNGEST  WORLD 

feir  miles  on  the  far  trail.  Across  moist  flats  in  ihe 
jaundicing  shade  of  big  cottonwoods,  over  windy  passes 
where  the  air  was  white  with  the  filmy  spore  of  fire- 
weed.  And  one  by  one  the  trim  spruces  solemnly 
wheeled  backward.  Peaks  grew  and  glided  among 
one  another,  black  and  sharp,  now  sugared  with  new 
9now,  flame-hued,  olive-dark;  new  ranges  started  up 
i^nd  vanished,  the  old  bore  strange  disguises,  chill  val- 
leys opened  northward,  and  over  all,  until  time  and 
distance  became  queer  notions  —  vagaries  of  that 
covert  wisdom  in  which  the  trail  coiled  on  —  the  white 
sky  and  fretted  cloud  of  the  North  cast  down  their 
iridescent  glamour. 

The  day  before  they  should  reach  the  Atne,  the  other 
trail,  which  Gail  and  Bob  had  followed  from  the  coast, 
joined  theirs.  That  night  camp  was  by  a  willow  creek 
in  a  fold  of  the  tundra  where  ice  formed  toward  morn- 
ing. After  breakfast,  Tom  started  out  ahead  of  the 
pack-train.  He  said  that  he  was  going  to  pull  in  to  the 
boys  at  the  cache  on  the  bluff  above  the  river  by  noon, 
and  asked  Gail  to  foot  it  with  him.  He  was  hammering 
new  Belgian  nails  into  his  long  russet  boots ;  Gail  was 
washing  the  last  of  the  dishes  for  McConighy,  who  was 
packing  the  white  grub-horse.  But  on  finishing  his 
job,  Gail  could  find  no  trace  of  Tom,  and  started  walk- 
ing after  him. 

A  sandy  plain  of  open  jack-pine  and  small  aspens 
slanted  forward.  Behind,  its  horizontal  level  cut  off 
the  shining  mountains  just  under  their  peaks ;  ahead,  it 
lifted  in  vast  bluish  refractions,  like  exhalations,  the 
ranges  beyond  the  river.  The  trail  followed  the  high 
scarp  above  Chenina  River,  which  cut  a  way  toward 
the  Atna  five  hundred  feet  below,  in  a  tangle  of  opaque 
green  threads   and  ruffs  of  foam,  between  fantastic 
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iron-tone  gravel  But  it  was  after  n«i>n  before  Gail 
came  upon  Tom  sitting  on  a  log  in  the  dry  pine-needle. 
Jt  »e  «de  of  the  trail,  fanning  himself  Vith  hi.  limp 

l,/ll!S  Tl"  ^*"^  r  "^'^^  "  ^  ^«'t  *he  camp?»» 

tharhfl;  f^*  ";,:^*^.  ®*^»  '^^^^  *°°«y^  ^^  ce^aln 
that  he  had  not  caUed,  did  not  an.wer. 

outit^*  t!"*  k^"  ^r'"  *^'  ^'S"*  ™»««*-  o^  this 

We  made  han  a  dog  at  your  heels  and  a  fire-brand 
^f  ^^  1  J"""^^'*  ^"^  «°*  -^^^  '^PP^*-     B«t  the'  ain't 

rou^f  „lV°"  *°  '""*  "'  ""*  °^  *^^  *«°t  mornings, 
round  np  the  cayuses,  and  cook  and  wash  so."      ^ 

wonls  m  /°  ^°"^«'.^t  the  boy's  motive  in  these 
W;  ..TTaK^''"^^.'^'  ^^  '^'  ^  ^^  ^««ks  past, 
iT'^^  ^t^'''^  ^"^*'  impersonal,  never  including 
the  ou^t  or  hmiself.     He  would  touch  with  sardoni! 

backed  by  some  juggernaut  of  dollars,  held  Alaska-! 

In^  tr  -I  tf""^'^  ^^  ^'^  ^'^P^*^  «'  »°t  at  all; 
anHnf  iTt'  °^*',  *PP°^*^  *«^^*«'  t^^  alien  judges 
and  marshals,  who  fawned  for  crumbs  of  monopoly  by 
flattering  the  heroic  pioneer,  the  while  colouring  d^ 
ci.,ons  and  serving  warrants  gun  in  hand  at  the  wink 
of  their  sponsors.  He  would  cynically  portray  the 
fatuous  hopes  and, futile  dreams  of  riches^in  theM 
for  whom  John  would  have  the  land  developed,  as  a 

Zr     A'  '^jJ'^S^^  ^"^'^  ^^^  patient^oi  ^th 
drJ^  and  hand-sled.     His  cutting  irony  was  the  bitte,. 

Seward  crowd)   and  in  certain  stories  his  words  became 
»teel«i  and  hesitant,  and  Gafl  knew  that  the  boy's  heart 


!!: 


\4 

V  ili 


t06      THE  YOUNGEST  WORLD 

wanned  toward  these  victinu  of  finance.  But  if  hit 
wisdom  so  young  with  the  seamy  sides  of  effort  bespoke 
a  blasted  life,  it  confirmed  Gail's  first  conviction  of  a 
surviving,  instinctive  fineness  in  Tom.  More  and  more 
his  contradictions  absorbed  and  appealed  to  Gail,  re- 
volted and  put  him  on  his  guard. 

"John's  been  talking  a  lot  to  us  about  you,"  per- 
sisted Tom.  "  But  r  believe  Jonesy'd  be  the  poor  fool 
to  die  for  an  outfit  like  this  if  he  got  the  chance.*' 

"  Wouldn't  you?  "  asked  Gail.  **  Someone  may  have 
to." 

Tom  loosed  his  stuttering  laugh.  '*  How  could  you 
or  I  come  out  the  gainer  so?  "  he  said.  **  I've  risked 
more  than  life  with  this  crowd  a'ready.  A  row  like  ours 
only  holds  the  country  back.  It's  better  for  Lamar 
and  his  sort  to  own  Alaska,  stake  and  trail,  than 
have  it  lie  idle.  Poor  men  sitting  on  their  claims 
a-dreaming  and  eating  sour  dough  till  they  get  as  white 
as  a  chunk  of  it,  like  Mease  and  Sanborn,  can't  help  it 
any.  They'll  wake  up  to  that  some  day,  and  then  you'll 
hear  them  shootin'  one  another  in  the  scramble  onto 
Lamar's  band-wagon." 

Gail  glanced  suspiciously  at  his  thin,  down-turned 
mouth,  his  long  sinewy  neck  and  curved  nose  thrown 
forward.  There  was  craft  in  his  eyes.  Yes;  Gail 
wondered  why  in  natures  like  his  own  and  Tom's 
the  sleepless,  incessant  struggle  of  the  trail  tempered 
their  muscles  into  iron,  hardened  their  spirit  as  it  hol- 
lowed and  tanned  their  cheeks;  whereas  beings  like 
Luke  and  Dad,  even  Bob,  the  same  ordeal  made  pasty- 
faced,  and  often  flabby  in  mind  as  well  as  tendon. 
Some  hidden  fatality  in  the  land  seemed  to  classify  all 
men  sharply  thus,  irrespective  of  their  bodies'  br  their 
fouls'  worthiness  —  dispassionate  Nature,  likely.    Gail 
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had  tried  to  read  tome  clue  to  thii  in  the  outfit,  but  had 
found  that  the  close  and  sudden  intimacies  of  the  trail 
had  so  saturated  him  with  the  least  detail  in  the  life  or 
personality  of  each  man,  that  he  could  not  withdraw 
his  mind  far  enough  for  any  judgment.  .  .  .  One*s 
fellows  in  the  wastes  become  the  sole  evidence  of  ex- 
istence; you  are  part  of  them,  and  they  of  you.  The 
world  breaks  through  only  in  bome  crisis,  and  then 
every  character  flashes  out  re-created,  with  defects 
deepened,  resources  intensified. 

« I'll  trust  John,*'  said  Gail,  "  to  pull  us  through.'* 
Yet  it  struck  him  that  although  he  had  talked  so  inti- 
mately with  John,  he  knew  him  less  than  any  of  the 
others,  was  ignorant,  even,  if  he  were  married. 

"  You  notice  how  glum  he's  got  lately?  "  Tom  asked 
quickly.  "He  has  no  pkn  of  fight,  whichever  way 
the  Court  jumps.  Lamar's  always  had  him  locoed. 
We  could  have  burnt  their  cache  and  starved  them  out 
hist  year  if  he  hadn't  spoke  against  it  the  last  moment 
But  you'd  think  to  hear  him  talk  that  he'd  go  through 
hell's  fire  for  his  Kingdom  folks.  I'd  give  a  fresh 
plug  to  know  the  reason  he  holds  off." 

Gail  started.  Yet  he  realised  that  Tom  was  speak- 
ing the  truth.  The  nightly  arguments  about  Lamar, 
except  Jo'iesy's  rabid  monologues,  had  lapsed  as  the 
contest  di>w  near.  A  quiet  dejection  had  seized  Luke 
and  McConighy,  and  Hartline  had  been  couriously  ret- 
icent and  silent,  almost  morose. 

"  Grub  free,  no  jackassing  a  back-pack,  and  forty 
dollars  a  month  —  of  their  own  money — **  went  on 
Tom  cynically,  -'and  the  sight  of  coming  home  mil- 
lionaires looked  good  to  this  outfit  once.  But  shooting 
dynamite  in  the  ice  and  holding  a  No.  2  drill  m  th»* 
peacock  ore,  in  three  shifts  through  the  twenty-four, 
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lioun*  light,  made  them  homeeiek  —  after  they  ecen 
Lamar's  boye  getting  eixty." 

«•  You're  the  man  to  brace  their  ipirita,  then,"  eaid 
Gail.  *"  You've  got  a  stake  in  this  outfit,  and  I 
haven't." 

**  Hartline  doesn't  trust  me,"  said  Tom,  slowly,  cast- 
ing down  his  eyes.  **And  yet,  for  a  man  like  me, 
he  trusts  too  far,  believes  in  me  too  much."  A  rigid, 
sha..  «]ess  dejection  filled  his  voice.  Gail's  awakened 
penetration  was  utterly  at  sea;  he  had  never  met  a 
man  so  hard,  yet  in  whom  glimmered  such  keen  aspira- 
tion, and  a  reserve  power  infinitely  good,  or  eviL 
**  John's  too  easy.  His  heart's  too  big,"  Tom  went  on. 
"  We  don't  many  of  us  see  the  strength  it  hides.  Likely 
none  but  you  and  me  know  he  looks  deeper  into  things, 
and  cares  more  how  they  pan  out,  than  most  men." 
He  relaxed  the  quick  pace  he  had  been  setting.  .  .  . 
"  What  did  he  tell  you  about  Blackwood?  "  asked  Tom 
suddenly. 

Gail  levelled  him  a  quick  look.  Was  the  boy  trying 
to  veil  some  remorseful  confession,  or  temptation? 

"Only  that  you  were  on  the  trail  with  him  last 
winter." 

"Oh,  he  did,  did  he?"  exclaimed  Tom.  "There's 
no  crime  in  that  is  there?  " 

"He's  probably  told  you,  too,"  went  on  Tom, 
jerkfly,  "how  I'd  throw  him  if  there  was  any  good 
stake  in  it"  He  paused  abruptly.  Gail  could  not 
tell  if  his  admissions  were  sarcasm  or  the  burden  of  pent 
feeling.  They  were  clattering  very  fast  now  over  a 
stretch  of  bare  sandstone,  and  some  sparks  struck  frwn 
Tom's  new  boot-nails.  .  .  . 

"  What  I  wanted  to  say  to  you  today  was  this," 
Tom  began  after  a  long  pause.    "  I  want  you  to  under- 
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•Una  mt  better,  ••  wdl  •.  I  think  I  we  through  you. 
It  m«7  come  UMful  to  the  both  of  u..»»    He  cleared  hi. 

«rt!-r??*\J'^'^'*»^""*^«J*''<»y*"»-  Then 
my  wrfe  had  .  kid.  And  quit  me.  It  wasn't  my  kid. 
I  never  give  her  one  yet.  And  the  wa.  the  kind- 
that  had  a  sort  of  yearning  —  unnatural,  I  caU  it  — 
for  them.  But  ye -ye  God.!  I  loved  her -and  I 
love  her  rtill.  D»you  wonder  Pm  lookmg  anywhere 
for  a  head  to  punch? '»  «jwnere 

Gail  winced,  hi.  head  a-.wim.    How  like,  yet  unlike, 
hi.  own  cawl  .  .  .  Another  had  robbed  Tom  of  hi. 

?iS\TT*"'!'  ^^"^^"^  ^'  *^^y  immortalne... 
And  he,  Gail,  mu.t,  according  to  Bob',  verdict  of  char- 
ity^and  destruction,  .trive  for  Tom,  as  for  hi.  partner., 
bad'^  Tol^""-***  under.tand  that  I  ain't  naturally 

thjmght.,  trembhng  md  boyishly  winning.  "But  je.t 
acid  eaten  toward  life,  for  a  good  cause." 

Gail    placed  a    fervent    hand    upon    hi.    shoulder. 

the^  two  trudged  on  without  speaking. 

!."-?*"«  L  ^^  ^*'"®'''  **^<^  Tom  suddenly,  stopping 
short.     "Blocked  ahead,  eh?"  ^^* 

They  had  come  to  a  fork  in  *he  trail.     Acros.  it. 

b3'  XT  ^  l^-*  d™^  a  pile  of  dead  birch 
brush.  The  open  way,  less  used,  led  down  the  scarp 
into  the  canyon  of  the  Chenina. 

«  That  clay  cliflF  beyond  here  on  the  main  trail  must 

„r  «w  \  .  .T'  "  ^^^  y^"'"  *^«  y^^th  ^ent 
^\u  .1  ^V?  ^''""^  ^°^"  *^^  Chenina  to  its  mouth 
m  the  Atna  below  our  cache.  Then  up  the  shore, 
nght  opposite  Lamar,  where  he  could  block  us  from 
the  rest  of  the  outfit." 

Gaa,  filled  at  once  with  hope  for  such  a  meeting. 
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rtniAuicd  sUring,  abMrbed  by  the  obrtnietion.  Angtr 
ftt  the  rebuff,  then  a  misgiving  acised  him.  Had  not 
Tom  been  panting  furioiuly  when  found  sitting  on  that 
log  among  the  pine  needles?  Could  he  hare  baek- 
trailed  from  here?    Piled  the  brush? 

The  pack-train  jangled  ud.  Hartline  strode  for- 
ward and  scowled;  repeated  Tom's  fear  about  the  clay- 
bank,  as  he  studied  the  place  for  strange  foot-prints. 

••Lamar  couldn't  have  got  by  our  gang  and  come 
out  on  the  main  trail,"  said  John.  ••  If  this  is  some 
trick  of  his  to  get  a  look  at  us,  we  ought  to  see  his 
tracks  coming  up  from  the  Chenina.  Luke,  Uke  a 
turn  down  toward  the  river  with  your  eyes  peeled.** 

Luke  obeyed;  but  in  a  few  moments  he  rejoined  the 
bunched-up  horses,  reporting  that  he  had  seen  no  hu- 
man traces.  A  hushed,  questioning  speculation  broke 
out. 

"  Then  you  can  lay  your  life  the*  are  none,**  afBrmed 
John  gruffly.  « It*s  Ute  now,  and  I  take  no  chance  of 
having  to  camp  under  Lamar*s  eyes  if  we  don't  make 
into  the  boys  tonight  They  must  »a»  piled  that  stuf 
here  to  give  us  a  hunch.  If  the  clay-bank*s  bad,  we 
can  camp  and  cut  a  way  *round  it  tomorrow.** 

Gail  noticed  that  as  the  outfit  cleared  aside  the  ob- 
struction, Tom  sullenly  hung  back. 

"  There  must  be  tracks  here,**  said  John,  after  the 
outfit  had  proceeded  a  while  on  the  main  trail 

All  eyes  remained  fixed  on  the  ground;  but  saw  none. 

••Likely  he  wore  moccasins,  and  kept  to  the  hard 
spots,**  said  Tom  to  Gail,  both  having  dropped  to  the 
rear;  but  Gail,  glancing  up,  saw  that  his  face  was 
flushed,  his  predatory  look  unusually  striking.  A 
sudden  thought  supplemented  Gail's  notice  of  Tom*s 
inaction  at  the  birch  branches. 
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**  I  dropped  my  matchea  Imck  there,»»  laid  GaU,  turn- 
mg,  and  he  retraced  his  step*  to  the  forks. 

There  he  itudied  the  leaves  and  pine-needles  on  both 
•ides  of  the  trail  Suddenly  he  feU  on  his  knees,  and 
for  a  moment  his  heart  slowed  down He  had  re- 
wired to  stand  by  Tom.  And  who  could  gain  by  my- 
mg  hun  away?  ...  Yet  how  like  the  man!  ...  Gail 
jprang  to  his  feet,  and  ran  on  after  the  others.  But 
he  had  put  a  finger  into  the  sharp,  octagonal  marks 
of  new  boot-nails,  where  Tom.  ahead  alone,  had 
gathered  that  brush,  to  separate  the  halves  of  the  out- 

at. 
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The  earlj  dusk  found  them  rising  from  the  bed  of  a 
creek  tributary  to  the  Chenma.     The  clay-bank  ri L* 

r„tf  f  V  '^'*'.  '"'""^^  °^*^»'  *h«y  »^«d  f!und 
no  new  land-shp;  and  skirting  the  old  slide  in  a  suUen 

silence,  now  regained  the  open  popple  of  the  plateau. 

«M  1  r"°/  "''T'  *^'  *''°'^'»  ^°^^  ««d  moss  of  an 
old  lava  flow  from  the  Unalita  volcano,  plunged  through 
dense  spruces  and  ^emerged  high  above  the  roar  of  the 

Tnd  W.  ?l""^  .'^""«  *°  '^'  ^8-  of  the  scarp, 
ttiA-  ^  ^"^r'  '^'  ''''^  pack-horses  kept  slipping 
the^  hind-quarters  over  it,  scrambling  skittishly  fof 
safe  footing.  They  turned  into  jack-pine  once  more, 
traveling  for  hours  with  the  false  sense  of  momently 

rr^f  T  '\^"  r*^^  °-  *^^  ^^^h  b^"ff  -boTthe 

ward'    Su7f  l'*/*^^  ^"^'^^^  ^*«  ^°""«  ^«  -«»t. 
ward.     But  at  last  they  caught  the  red  eye  of  a  fire 

then  the  pale  mounds  of  tents  looming  in  its  glow   and 

Sie  .t '"";  1  r "'  '''  "'^^^  John^tarted,  drop;;' 
the  pinto»8  lead-hne,  and  hurried  forward. 

silent     rC'.i?'^  *°  ^"  ^^'^'T*  ^'^»-     Then  utter 
silence.     Gail  felt  an  untoward  premonition,  a  fore- 

boding  of  fatal  tardiness. 

"There's  someone  there!"  broke  out  Tom.     For  an 
instant  the  others  stopped  in  their  tracks  like  poin  ers 
From   across   the  river,   from  Lamar,"   said   Luke 

at  the  fire  on  the  short  grass  of  the  open,  they  appeared 

SIS 
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at  first  to  dismiss  any  apprehension  in  a  bab-1  of  irreet- 
mgs  ^th  thexr  partner,  of  the  advance  guard  Bui 
Gail  observed  that  by  the  time  aU  feU  J  .mpackTm-- 
the  cayuses,  who  waited  patiently  with  droopin^^head  ' 
the  talk  had  faUen  to  low  tonesf  in  groups  Vnd  pai's" 
who  seemed  no  less  oblivioua  of  him  than  of  Tom  - 
and  of  a  gaunt,  oldish  man  with  heavy  tortoise-shell 

X^lv''''  ?^  ""^  P''^«  importantly  before  the  fire; 
clearly,  a  stranger. 

The  remainder  of  the  dry-farmer,  were  mostly 
youngsters,  ike  Tom  and  Lnke;  but  their  voiee,?"k^ 
the  spontane  ,y  of  youth.  Their  set  and  stocky  f  r"m« 
moved  slowly,  with  the  slight  stoop  of  LXff 
workers  ITey  had  a  premature  man^nishnesrS 
the  h^t  fna  of  h«r  reaching  to  their  burned  nose, 
and  clear  btoe  eyes  belied.     Among  them  were  T" 

m«  inTo;„?i;\™^  '""■"«•  '""-"PP"''  I'"*""'" 
man  in  worn  khaki,  who  now  talking  earnestly  led  John 

mt.  one  of  the  tents.     His  huitem-jawedf  weathe^ 

^n  f«»  showed  that  maturity  was  just  iaking  tt^ 

^H     "■"  t  •""  ^^'^'"-     '^«  »"•"•  »"  •  quite 
bald,  wiry  bemg,  who  chewed  and  spat  with  neAou. 

mth  counUess  httle  creases,  and  a  harelip  which  never- 
thele«  gave  him  the  aspect  of  continually  smiling. 

1-wo  bulging  canvas  gunny-sacks  lay  by  the  fire  near 
ft.  impassive  .tr«,ger.  He  had  a  sted-grey  bearf' 
but  h«  upper  hp  was  unshaven.  He  wore  SiwSh  buck^ 
.km,  but  unhke  G.a-s  suit,  his  was  elaborately  friZj 
^77"v  ft^"  "^  •  P"'  «'  bulgingf  r^Tes' 
^.tMook.*"'™""'  «■""••  '^-  '■™  •  ™™"^ 

B,."ovr,  ,"■■'    ^  '"™*  ""»»  the  river  «n't  sent 
me  over  to  ye.»  h.  «H.ouaced.  or«:ul«-ly.  m  if  i„pL 
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tient  of  the  disregard  accorded  him.  "I  ain't  no 
emissary,  nor  peace-maker,  nor  yet  spy."  He  raised 
his  voice,  and  waved  his  hand  in  the  manner  of  one  used 

L^f ''"t  T^i'*"^''-  "®"*  ^°^^^  Sam's  accredited 
envoy,  embarked  upon  my  duty  to  ascertain  the  birth. 

marnage    and    divorce    statistics    of   our    fish-eating 

VntT^^T""^  *^'  ^'''}^'  ^*"-  ^^  ^'^^e^  Avery, 
United  States  census-taker,  has  brought  you  boys  the 

mad  from  home,"  he  ended  with  a  simple  unctionf 

Stanng  about  him,  he  jingled  the  bunch  of  lodge- 
charms  and  the  carved  peach-stone  on  his  watch  chain. 
But  receivmg  no  notice  of  his  pleasantries,  he  lifted 
the  gunny-sacks,  untied  them,  and  turned  out  their 

exphuned  to  Gail  that  his  learning  in  ethnology  was 

T.f^  ?.7'7  "'^'''^''  °^  '^'  ^^»«"»  Bureau:  which 
was  breathlessly  awaiting  his  statistics  of  mortality-^ 
and  morahty  —  in  the  back  of  beyond. 

But  the  delay  with  which  the  word  «  mail,"  and  sight ' 
of  Its  ;^hite  piles,  penetrated  the  minds  of  them  who 
had  not  for  half  a  year  heard  from  home,  measured  for 
GaJ  their  absorption  in  the  general,  hushed  talk.     At 
n^  1  fV^"""  e^.?"''  ^^^'  ^^^'  wandered  to  the  wait- 
Z      T?*  .^r^'^^^^y*  «^ft  <^hange  came  over  every- 
one     They  fell  upon  them  in  an  avid,  searching  sileni 
••Here  y'are!     Obituaries,  wedding  and  christening 
news  from  the  folks  at  home,"  then  resumed  Avei^! 
pointing  to  the  fast-scattering  white  oblongs  and  bro^ 
bundles  of  newspapers.     "Oyster-supper  bills  o'  fare 

^Xl       *     .  i'^'-     ^''^-''^  mortgages  to  be  burnt 
nght  here  tonight — ** 

*  "f,?**  *^**  ~"™«  »  »»*«  forward  about  our  af- 
fair.?    whined  Daddy  Mease,  reaching  for  a  flat  paste- 
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board  package  bound  with  a  string.  And  Tom.  stand- 
ing across  th.  fire  from  Gail,  also  looking  on  iLtentlv 
growled,  «  Shut  up !  »  although  the  aiFairf  of  ffin^S^^' 
were  no  concern  of  his.  Avery  only  shot  him  a  recoS 
J^ance  subsided  and  walked  away  toward  his  oJTd^e! 
wmarkmg  appeasingly,  «0h.  I  meant  nothing,  boyl 
Im  ^th  ye  m  your  fight.     I  hitched  my  boat  tWs  sfd^ 

he  r„ow.»  "  '"^  ^*^^  ''''  ^'^"^'^  *'*-  ^^  h"d-'n 
^"Blackwood?"  exclaimed  Hartline,  issuing  from  the 

thT^         ^        "?  a-commg  here.     But  ha*  he  got 
the  papers  from  the  court?  »  *^ 

« Nothing  about  that  did  he  say,"  retorted  Averv 

though  he  IS  in  the  Gover'ment  service  with  me,  I  teU 
jou  that  smart  trimmer  is  looking  for  anyonT'I  boost 
now  he  wants  the  next  term  as  judge."  ' 

"  Whatever  Blackwood  says,"  put  in  the  biff,  stooD- 

wmt  to  believe  the  opposite.** 

e„™,2!*  ^i°"u-^''v  ^  "^  ""'  ""^  "i*  »^.  Md  few 

taker.     And  u  Hartline  led  him  to  the  edge  of  the 

10!.!,.  I.-  "''°'  ^"'"■*  '"''  "  '^"^  <»«.  though 

JOU  be  h..  enemie..     He  look,  ahead  Mid  .eel  whaS 
nght  for  thi.  country  in  the  long  run.    And  Wt  « 

mth  him  wa.  a  disappointment,  after  her  reputation 
£::l^">  «  «  graM  widder  been  .UT,ri«d  by  her 
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Gairs  heart  burned,  dizzily,  at  this  news.     But  Avery 
seemed  only  a  wind-bag,  pricked  by  his  own  words.     To 
hide  his  confusion,  Gail  started  to  help  Tom  rustle  wood 
for  McConighy,  who  with  a  bundle  of  letters  m  one 
hand  and  a  spade  in  the  other  was  digging  a  bean-hole 
by  the  fire.     Confusion  had  followed  the  general  grab 
for  letters,  so  that  the  thin,  wiry  man  with  the  pleasant 
harelip  —  addressed    as    Tony    (surname    Hoyt,    Gail 
learned  later  that  eventful  night)  —had  shooed  the  boys 
away  from  the  mail;  and  now  as  he  sorted  and  dis- 
tributed it,  they  squatted  about  like  hungry  husky-dogs 
awaiting  a  mess  of  entrails.     Gail  looked  on,  certain 
that  he  could  get  no  letter,  yet  expectant,  as  any  man 
18  while  watchintr  m^i  distributed.     And  he  had  a  lurk- 
ing idea  that  some  day  the  world  "on  the  outside" 
must  reach  him  thus  to  gauge  the  value  of  his  inner 
transformations. 

Hoyt  flipped  out  the  letters,  varying  his  tone  in  call- 
ing each  name  according  to  the  nature  of  the  recip- 
ient.    He  seemed  engrossed  in  this,  like  an  actor  in  his 
part;  and  although  he  "joshed"  continuaDy,  his  hits 
were  not  resented.     Gail  divined  that  he  realised  the 
drama  of  uniting  —  here  in  the  northern  darkness 
where  the  smooth,  ghost-like  slopes  of  the  Unalita  with 
its  pig's  tail  of  smoke  were  visible  in  the  starlight  up 
the  vaUey  — the  bUnd  faith  of  sisters  and  mothers, 
who  veiled  their  chagrin  and  yearning  in  homely  sen- 
trnces,  with  the  guilty  perception  of  that  reserve  in 
these  beloved  ones,  shamed  yet  proud  of  fighting  for 
their  dreams.     It  was  the  climax  of  desperate  months 
m  this  land  of  toil  and  treachery.     With  a  spright- 
liness  more  durable  than  that  of  the  others,  Tony  was 
likely  stifling  his  own  feelings  thus. 

"  What  is  it,  Luke,  a  pair  of  interferers  to  keep  your 
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pants  from  chafing  you?  "  he  asked,  handing  him  a  bulky 
package  which  unroUed  a  knit,  scarlet  muffler.  «  Now 
across  the  river,"  declared  Tony,  "that  goods  »ud  buy 
you  Chenilna  or  any  of  them  squaws  for  life." 

♦K  CUM  J?*""'**'  Saw-dust  Willie.  Souv'nirs  of 
the  Subsoil  Exposition  "-in  falsetto,  to  a  sallow,  pug- 
nosed  boy,  handing  him  two  picture  post-cards.  And 
hoarsely,  clearing  his  throat,  "Red  Hoffman  —  Peir- 
eye  -  It's  from  her  all  right.  I  could  teU  Nance's  wrif 
mg  a  mile  off,"  as  he  flipped  a  heavy,  freckled  man 
a  buff  envelope  .  .  "Here  you,  George  Rankin.  It 
looks  hke  sister  Bess  has  got  the  job  she  trained  for  in 

E^hT  I  r^;  r"^'^P'^<^«"^«  on  the  typewriter.- 

Each  took  his  letter,  like  a  child  drawing  a  present 

from  his  Christmas  stocking;  and  as  the  Ihite^p^l 

eyes,  the  silences  became  prolonged.  A  tension  crept 
over  everyone.  Occasionally  a  drawn  face  looked  up, 
to  stare  open-mouthed  at  the  clouds  streaming  fast  and 
th^  S^\°^^^^«^Chugatch  peaks,  whereV  Atna 
-their  Rubicon -tunneled  glaciers  to  the  sea-  to 
gaze  vacantly  about  the  conical  spears  of  the  sprices 
and  tnm  ovals  of  wiUow  at  the  edge  of  the  clearing 
as  might  entombed  miners  emerginfinto  sun%ht    fj 

It  struck  Gail  once,  with  a  wave  of  awe,  that  back 
home  looking  on  at  what  they  were  reading  of,  Zy 
would  not  be  moved  at  all.     How  the  North  Lid  pky 

less  human  forces  all  around  him. 

Then  he  caught  Jonesy's  querulous  voice,  over  where 
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Avery  was  eating  supper  between  a  little  fire  and  his 
tethered  buckskin  mare,  catechising  and  castigating 
the  census-man  as  an  ally  of  Lamar's.  Soon  the 
silences  at  hand  began  to  break.  Someone  would  quote 
from  his  letter,  or  crackling  open  a  copy  of  the  King- 
dom Empire,  relate  how  Ed  Denton  was  seen  on  Main 
Street  yesterday  in  a  silk  hat  and  a  buttonyere  —  but 
also  with  a  few  clothes.  .  .  .  "Doodle  Ogden  has  as 
fine  a  me^s  of  watermelons  under  his  south  fence  as  was 
ever  seen  in  the  Northwest.**  "Oiarlie  Mitchell  is 
awaiting  the  event.  If  it's  a  girl,  it'll  be  the  third. 
Charhe's  betting  the  short  end,  one  to  three." 

"Got  'em  coming,  ain't  he?"  drawled  Luke.  And 
as  friends  were  tulied  off  to  the  altar,  grave,  and  legis- 
lature, Gail  felt  that  Kingdom  was  his  home  as 
well. 

Old  Mease's  fingers  trembled  as  he  passed  around  the 
contents  of  his  pasteboard  missive.     For  long  he  had 
been  quietly  staring  at  it,  his  mouth  twitching  sHghtly. 
It  was  the  photograph  of  a  weary-looking,  dark  woman 
dressed  in  stiff  black  silk,  and  holding  on  her  knees  a 
baby  girl  and  a  boy  in  knickerbockers.     "  That  looks 
right  natural  — yes,  sir,  that  looks  right  natural," 
he  repeated  again  and  again,  as  if  to  reassure  himself 
of  the  existence  of  the  likenesses.     He  leaned  over  the 
shoulder  of  eadi  man,  walking  about  to  show  the  picture. 
At  last  after  Gail,  he  was  going  to  hand  it  to  Tom,  who 
was  standing  between  them,  but  hesitated  and  then 
withdrew,  with  a  resentful  glance  toward  him.    But 
Tom  seemed  not  to  notice  this.     He  was  fixedly  watch- 
ing Tony,  who  was  reaching  the  bottom  of  the  last 
stack  of  mail.     Tom  pushed  Mease  aside.     Two  letters 
remained.     Tony,  eyeing  the  address  on  the  top  one, 
tossed  it  up  to  him  without  a  word. 
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It.  from  the  wife,"  Tom  said  in  a  low  tone  to  Gail. 
teeing  the  handwriting.  And  after  he  had  opened  the 
envelope  and  read  for  a  moment,  he  added  in  a  hard 
voice,  She  wants  me  to  come  back.  .  .  .  HeU!" 
He  turned  abruptly  and  walked  away  into  the  dark- 
ness, leaving  Gail  with  a  mingled  sense  of  guilt  and  of 
dehverance- feelings  which  in  some  way  impressed 
him  as  a  part  of  Tom's  own  intensity. 

Tony  was  studying  the  last  letter.  «  Yours,  John  »» 
he  said  quickly  at  length,  looking  up  with  an  inscnil- 
able  curl  in  his  twisted  lip,  and  shying  it  over  Gail's 
shoulder  "And  the'  ain't  no  stamp  on  it,"  he  added. 
It  couldnt  have  come  far.  Hardly  more  than  across 
the  river,  I  should  think." 

Turning,  Gail  saw  Hartline  catch  it.  Instantly  a 
f^'w  faces  were  raised  toward  him,  and  Gail,  with  that 
suspicion  of  trickery  and  an  impending  crisis  which 
each  moment  since  their  arrival  had  been  nourishing, 
ttmi^t  that  he  discerned  uneasiness  in  their  looks. 
But.  Harthne  —  impossible !  And  immediately  a  trem- 
ulous softness  in  John's  deep  voice,  new  to  Gail,  reas- 
sured him.  ' 

"  It  came  from  Torlina,"  admitted  John,  gravely, 
clapping  the  note  unopened  into  his  pocket;  and  his 
frankness  appeared  generaUy  satisfying,  which  Gail 
took  as  proof  of  unquestioning  loyalty  in  all  hands. 
^^  None  for  you.  Thain,  isn't  it? "  said  Tony. 
And  youd  ought  to  thank  your  stars  for  tliat,"  he 
added,  again  with  latent  insinuation. 

l^r^^r™^ '"/*"'**  ^'*"  ^'""^  *^^  bean-hole,  as  he 
hfted  the  cover  from  the  dutch-oven  in  a  cloud  of  steam. 
And  yet  hungry  as  all  h^-d.  e,  they  gathered  there 
slowly,  fflhng  their  enam..  places  and  cups,  eyes  still 
askance  upon  their  written  pages. 
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come,  from  home  thi.  time-U  tem-r  ihdr  ™fM  ^  " 
you  watched  them  a-reiirfi„»  .»  •  .  .T  "'•  '^"' 
nor  the  .hiver  Z  .n^^TSVf  ""*/"  "* 

rt:  tr,r  "-3™'  •"-•  "'^-^' 

not  one  of  the  rert  but  h«  fl,    }i   TT'  ''"'    ^^ 
^rouging  ^o^  Z,t.  l*«.fl"l>ing  in  hi.  heart. 

And  jJcT^bk^r'  "7^  ?'<='"«  of  home. 
aen^..artinr^rt-;rK"-t"r- 

For  the  .ilence  of  a  moment,  they  r«.ed  their  eye. 
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Adding  with  the  M:I2^,^/^fte^?^,^-«- 
P»ttu■g  a  up  to  him  ,et.     He'd  jmttny?.'  "?  ;''! 

.88  md  we  am't  got  .  gun  under  .  At." 

G«l  dutched  hi.  &t..  forced  back  an  angrv  „^ 

Thlc^fllSou^r     """■  ^"^  ""  """-«  "^ 

^i.,r.^^:x^r^^;^carF• 

n 

John»8  words  rose  and  feD  m  a  telling  i.l,«*i,        r 
the  indi..inct  light,  hi.  bronzed", ettl^ffto'^J-wiS 
a  hammered,  metallic  look.  "* 

"Things  is  at  a  head  that  may  mean  anvt),i„„ 
any  minute,"   he   boomed   out   audi  Jr  "lery  ^ 

wood  5  got  the  decision  or  not.     But  he's  at  Torlina. 
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that  he  heard  the  grind  of  John*,  teeth.  ^ 

But  I  wanted  to  make  a  proposition  to  you."  Hart- 

£rir*  "^^*"^•  JI  *-k^ce.  on  you^om  the 
be^mng.    But  youVe  made  good  with  u.,  more  than 

outfit      Tw'^^iw*'^"*  ^°"  *"^  **^k-«  -ith  the 
outfit      They're  aU  for  you,  even  Dad.     WiU  you  pitch 

o"ur^i^ht7"°"  •  ''"  '"^^'^*'  *^^  ^^  -^  h'^P  -^n 
Gafl  could  not  believe  hi.  ear..     He  felt  an  angry 
wave  of  humiliation  that  John  had  not  a.,umed  that^e 
wa.  gjing  to  cast  his  lot  with  the  outfit'.. 

kept  on.  But  you  must  choose  with  e>e.  open,  know- 
mg  how  near  to  ruin  we  may  all  be '» 

GaO's  finpr-tips  dug  into  his  pahns.  An  undercur- 
rent  of  entreaty  ,n  John's  voice  enraged  him.  He 
could  contain  hi.  feelings  no  longer. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  you,  John,"  he  be- 

jou,    he  said  hoarsely,  with  scorn  for  John's  seeming 

to  think  I  d  teke  a  bnbe  -  a  bribe  to  do  the  only  thing 
that  makes  life  worth  living  for  me  now?    I  feel  f 

t^TJi^e^Pdl  ^T  ^^"  '*'"'^  ^'^^^^  ^-  ^-*^  W 

fierce  r  "mf         ""'  "^^  ^""  "  ^'  ^^^  «"* 
Oh    TM  rv  T^^/ir""  "'°  "^  *  providence  to  me. 

ing,  rushed  to  his  lips,  in  pledges  of  fellowship  and  sym- 
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pathj.    But  a.  once  with  Tom,  and  with  the  .«me  in- 
.tmctiy  reticence  that  he  .hould  not  be  understood, 
he  checked  a  confeuion.    And  John  appeared  ttohd 
unmoved  by  what  he  had  .aid.    Then  it  da\a.ed  thmigh 

«.    '  !?hT"*  "^^  ^'  ^**^  *^°"«^*  ^"  John'-  -ordid- 
ne..  that  the  man'.  .Uke  in  Ala.ka  wa.  on  a  par  with 

i  earn  In   t' W  '     """^"^  '^"'*«^»  ^*  ""«*»*  *  «"7 
gfeam  m  John',  grey  eye..     He  remembered,  with  r^ 

newed  ma.g,vmg,  the  un.tamped  letter  from  Torlina, 
"  La^Tr*  **  ^""^  ^'^^  ""^  '""  •*"^»» 

"  Without  arm.  we  can't  move  on  him  in  a  body,  if 
call  came  for  that,>'  growled  John.  "We've  gofno 
lead«.  in  ca.e  of  having  to  do  bu.ine..  with  Lamar 

"Why  not?"  blurted  Gail,  but  .hrewdly,  in  grim 
«tom.hment  that  guile  might  underlie  hi.  powered 
re^rve.     "What',  the  matter  with  your,e/?  " 

Lamar,  go  mto  hu  camp  my.elf,»  he  confessed  in  a 
-trained,  hopele..  tone.  "And  I  can't  tell  you  nor 
anyone  tiie  reason,"  he  broke  off.  « The  boys  'ud 
never  understand."  ' 

wirhTw"??."'>H®*"  **°^^^'  "*h*t  it'»  sot  to  do 
with  that  letter  from  Torlina  to  night?  " 

In  the  silence,  Gail  thought  with  desDeration,  «I. 

hir\x^.\r"'''^j''  ^^»  joh"  j'-r^^  up  his 

Head.  Yes,  he  said,  ahnost  inaudibly.  "And  don't 
you  ask  me  any  more.     You  got  to  take  the  chance  on  me 

l^A.^'T^'  ^*  *^"  ""*  "^'^'^  ^h»t  they're 
a-mmd  to,  but  you  got  to  trust  me,  Gail.". 

««rif  S  *"/  *^™'i  ""*  ^^  ^'^"^-  And  Gafl,  over- 
come  by  the  force  of  his  honesty,  seized  it.    He  .aw 
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"What's  the  matter,  then    /«»  ♦!.-  u- 

«iif„"*  f?.th'  Tk^T^  *'"'•''■«'  ••"'■*■' 

muttering  B^c%ti'J^Z"-T'  ""  ««"'• 
toward.*   ,..  ■  ""^  •™"'«'  "P  «»  -lope 

"KK^rs:  Bth*'iLC^„  *XtL  Si-  >  ««"* 

tl..'.  Mother  i,  lC»  "™"»«<*'*fc.    "And 

<ir«wmg  him  back  "^  *""■  ^^  "  ''"'"'d". 

ClSJ^rhLtr^r-S^-;:---^,. 

*     "ere.    Ain  t  you  seen  everyone 
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can^ 


Umrt   Tom   alone   tonight?    They   on 
««Melve»  to  strike  a  pardner  a*  yet." 

th^^uf '""*  **  ****  *~""*^'  '*»'""^»**d  hi.  chaoUc 
"  Yoi-'ve  asked  something  of  me  tonight  and  Pve 
giv«  you  my  word.-  he  said  at  length.  «  Now  let  me 
do  the  .ine  w,th  you.-  Gail  paused,  fortifying  Z 
proposal  with  the  memory  of  what  Tom  had  revealed 
fron.  has  letter.  "Let  me  manage  Guiteau.  will  you ?  » 
he^demanded.     «  Prove  that  you  can  trust  me  that  far. 

less  i^    *A  'w  he  conceded.     "It'll  «ave  me  a  heart- 

is    if  we  hoM  IT  '*^  ''^**  "°"  ^'^  ^«  <^«"  do 
tow^r/fi,  ""  ^J^  '"  ^*'"P-"     Then  he  nodded 

drnlhet  "^"•-     ^"*  ^'^  ™  ^^  ^^'^•"^  -*»> 

«  Jonesy,  I  believe,"  said  GaU,  engrossed.     «  Jonesy 

raising  hell  with  Tom  like  he  has  beefwith  that  census^ 

lU&Ua 

fl J  Z^^l''  T'  ^*^"""*  '"'  "^^"^  "  "^«<J  John,  satis- 
fled,  starting  to  mount  the  slope. 

"Making  him  confess  to  the  crowd,"  Gail  declared 
trough  set  teeth.     «  Let  the  man  have  open  jud^e^; 

m 
The  camp  loomed,  silent,  over  the  rise.     Airainst 
each  of  which  a  head  propped  on  an  arm  weighed  the 

^L^"   ^r     '^^   **^^  "^^*'  *h«   snores^f  the 
grandiloquent  Avery  issued  from  t^«  whitish  hump  of 


w 


Mi 
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hu  Uip.jUin  wrapprf  around  him.    But  dead  ahtad 

G«^  hftrf  a  piece  of  dead  brud.  from  the  «raM 
«d  threw  .ton  the  ember..    It  illuminat«l  Tom'.S 

Instantly    John    gave    three    short,    low    whistles 
Scarcdy  had  these  left  his  lips,  when  G^  wheelJ^  5,ti 

«  S**^1  ^'V  "  ^^  muttered.     «  Not  yet » 

Nows  tte  time,"  scowled  John,  "for  Guiteau  to 
unbosom.     Or    he'll    he    getting    Iway    iT'^^ 

.^i<^rr  orha^s.  --'^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^ — ^' 

Tas^*  ^7  tJ^«  moons  began  to  move  behind  their  can- 

b^Ll  fl  ^T'   *"   "*^*'-     »«heveUed.   still 

booted  figures,  some  sleepily,  others  staring  with  wake- 
fuhess  emerged  like  bees  from  a  proddJd  Wve.lT" 
hum  of  apprehension  and  alarm;  and  Gail  saw  that 

""ThainV  '^"*''^1:  ""*^  ^'^  -  ^^  "Id? 
Thain  here  is  with  us,  one  of  us  now,"  John's 

quiet  penetrating  voice  silenced  them.  "  Wre  t^ 
take  his  orders  the  same  as  mine.  And  he's  goTa^ord 
to  say  to  one  of  us,  before  all  of  you." 

The  murmurs  quieted,  then  rose  approvingly,  as 
Gai.steehng  himself,  heard  his  name  cSled^fj'fe" 

ward  Tom,  still  sitting  motionless  and  head^own,  a. 
If  the  company  perceived  a  hidden  tie  between  theii. 
Hank  Ireson's  big,  stooping  form  pushed  itself  for- 
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ward  into  tlie  firelight     Ke  raised  an  arm,  flung  a  thing 
into  the  ashea  — a  paper  which  broke  into  flame. 
John  as  good  as  says  we're  at  our  show-down." 

^^  ;  ^1,  *"'  7u^"'  ^*  ""^^-  "  Show  the  answers  we 
^'^  .  I  ^^Z^""  *«"«  «n't  going  to  be  written  with  pen 
and  ink.  That  we're  the  men  to  bum  our  bridges  be- 
hind us,  and  write  home  no  more  half-Ues,  untU  we  can 
cut  our  trail  there.  If  not  at  the  muzzles  of  our  guns 
--  he  looked  at  Tom,  « then  in  any  way  God  or  this 
land  of  ours  afl'ords  us." 

He  kindled  a  cheer,  which  it  seemed  must  have  reached 
across  the  river.    Again  Gail's  being  was  shocked  by 
those  cuhnmating,  vindictive  forces  in  the  men  before 
hun,  which  he  had  divined  and  John  had  dwelt  upon. 
Some  of  them,  who  had  left  their  letters  in  the  twTts 
•prang  after  these,  in  the  turmoil  of  voices,  of  moving 
faces,  of  arms  shot  forward  into  the  fire.    In  Gail's 
vowed  fealty  to  these  men,  he  saw  that  he  might  act 
for  them  aside  from  his  wiU  and  judgment,  though  in- 
stinctjve^  for  their  ends;  and  yet,  that  however  he 
served  them,  no  sacrifice  of  his  could  ever  requite  the 
means  they  offered  for  fulfiling  the  truths  with  which 
Bob  and  the  North  had  inspired  him.     Then  a  sense 

aS"''°^^^^"'"  ^^^""'^"^  *h»  *<=«"   of  partisanship. 

The  throng  surrounded  him  again,  and  there  floated 
away  from  the  sinking  flames  charred  wisps  of  paper 
on  which  the  writing  stood  out  in  skeleton,  silver  flH- 
gree. 

"Then  mightn't  Thain,  as  our'  new  leader,  say  a 

'''l^/ulr.*"^*'^"""^"  It  was  Tom's  voice.  The 
outfit  held  Its  breath,  turning  again  toward  the  grub- 
box.     The  youth  had  risen,  thrown  back  his  head?  and 
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jwke  with  a  dor,  mariin.  ;__,_     «  m^  i  .      . 

^^ftZ^:"  -^  - '"'  -^  B^-'ri  !Z 

Menacing    voice,    silenced    him.    Luke    «„%T^.i. 
Pound  out  and  trTipeddfd  ^        '"^  °'  *^*  ""•' 

«  Ti,:-  n  T~ .  ."^  "^I*  'una*    **  Hear  me  now  I  *» 

hi.  st^e  in  th-r  *  ^'^  "•  "°*^"«  '^»-«*  him'd  ,  nor 

™?  «»  r.  •*       "°*'{*  ""*"^^  *»'  mountain^limb   "?" 

XaH ^-^f "'***"[  '^'^^  «»^"  insinuation.     "He  wm 
anead  with  me  when  the  finin  —      vi    i    ,  ** 

St  h^/e.^r*M"P^°"'    ForavividinrtantG^l 

oner."  ^"^  undentand  jou're  our  pnV 

^J.^  ^^"  '^'"^  '**°'*^  '^i*  a  bold  leer     «R„f 
don't  you  want  the  two  of  u..     Not  Thi»-n  ?  u 

thi.  old  friend  of  our.  I  sli  a  colTr*  ^,"'**»' ^»* 
from  the  river.»»  a-coming  up  toward  u. 

dart  ^htelS'^i";  Tl  ^'^  '^"^^^  '^-^  «*<>  ^^e 
«1*\7  !  "'  *"**  •'^^^n  had  conferred  For  fl,- 
first  hme  since  Tom  had  spoken,  the  bJ^;  J,"    *?,! 
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An  wigry  munnur  broke  the  rtillness  before  any- 
<me  made  out  who  the  stranger  wat.  Gafl^s  impres- 
tton  was  of  seeing  a  narrow,  thin-lipped,  saUow  face, 
accentuated  by  very  bkck  eye-brows  and  long  hair 
hke  a  quack  doctor's,  under  a  fedora  hat;  of  in-bent 
knee,  in  black  trousers,  a  sable,  drooping  moustache, 
and  saggmg  cheeks- jowls  chastened  by  unwelcome 
exercise,  and  shaven  blue.  The  man  tossed  aside  long 
gauntlets.  " 

Then  he  bowed  his  head,  and  cahnly,  without  a  word 
of  greetmg,  began  rubbing  his  hands  together  with  a 
laving  motion  m  the  glow  of  the  embers.  Gail's  sight 
centred  on  his  fingers,  their  tips  flat  and  spatulate,  their 
nail,  broken,  corrugated.  The  feUow  raised  his  face 
toward  John,  who  had  quietly  seated  himself  on  the  box 
beside  Tom,  and  Gail  saw  that  the  large,  liquid  pupils 
of  his  eyes  were  nmmed  with  a  fishy  bk.ness ;  and  Aat 
he  earned  a  belt  heavy  with  shells,  and  a  krge  revolver 
in  a  raw-hide  holster. 

TTie  curdling  stillness  again  pervaded,  broken  only 
by  Avery's  untroubled  snores. 

"HeUo,  Blackwood!"  issued  from  Ireson's  square 
jaw,  where  Hank  stood  with  his  long  arms  reaching  al- 
most  to  his  knees,  his  pahns  held  outward. 


V 


Have  some  supper?"  suggested  John.     "It  must 
been  some  play  crossing  the  Atna  in  the  dark. 

S  *  XT  I1.  ™  *^^  ^*"'**^  '^^  ^^''^  »  '^Wle  ago." 
But  Harthne  made  no  move  from  the  grub-box. 

I  come  with  news  for  you  men,"  ventured  Black- 
wood m  a  strained,  amiable  voice.  "  Vinegar  Bill  took 
me  across  on  his  raft,"  he  added  blandly. 

"You're  in  an  aD-fired  rush  to  see  us,  ain't  you?  " 


«»       THE   YOUNGEST  WORLD 

fffiUMt  the  bnght  crackle,  as  if  to  .hield  hi.  face  from 
tte  h  at;  but  it  .truck  Gail  that  thu.  he  .!.„  .v .rflS 
U«  glance,  of  both  Tou,  and  John,  rtanding  Sd.  ^ 

"ITie  Judge  of  the  Second  Dirtrict  ha.  rendered  hi. 
dea..„n  »  the  natter  of  the  Torlina  to™iU.»  Wa^k 
r»«  f  -■  7*  *  '"'"""«  di.tinctne«.     He  tooM 

.Wrt  h^'J^,^  ^"^r*  °"'  "^  "*"'  •»*'  it-  "hite 
•mrt,  he  continued  blatantly: 

"  You  nuij  as  »eU  knor  that  it',  in  your  favour 

^.S^  J^^i^""w  '^'  PO'-^'ion  of  a.  .oon  a. 
you  «gn  the  deed..     Men,  I  congratulate  you." 

„5r     !.     T''  °'  '•"'  "  «"  tremulou.  light  had 

^  h^  t^"  "'  "f™^"™"*  "d  --l-eKef,  which 
n»e   mto   denying  exclamation.,   .arca.tic    chuckle. 
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of  the  impetuous,  hard-headed,  incredulouB  man  that 
John  had  signified. 

"Across  the  river,  ain't  it?»»  proffered  Tony,  bit- 
terly; and  at  GaU's  elbow,  Red  Hoffman  sneered, 
"  What's  the  price  he  gets  for  lying?  " 

For  a  moment  Blackwood  faced  these  insults  unflinch- 
ingly. Then,  jerking  both  arms  above  his  head,  he 
brought  them  down  smashingly  on  the  air,  hlce  a 
fanatic  street-preacher,  shouting—: 

"I've  switched.  Boys,  I»m  with  you  in  yer  fight. 
You're  right,  by  God,  you're  right.  My  life  on  that, 
by  the  braced  whe^l  of  the  Aliixighty ! " 

"Stow  it!"  bantered  McConighy;  and  in  the  dead 
pause  some  one  hinted  that  the  Marshal  was  drunk. 
Ireson  advised  him  to  keep  on  and  hang  himself.  Yet 
his  avowals  had  plainly  told  upon  all. 

"You  seem  to  be  packin'  enough  shootin'-irons  to 
have  us  believe  what  you're  a-mind  to,"  drawled  Ton" 
But  the  Marshal,  paying  no  heed,  continued  dram 
ically : 

"You  men  think  you  know  me,  and  that  my  lay's 
always  been  bad,  do  you?  WeU,  you're  wrong,  all 
wrong.  Yes;  I  owed  Lamar  a  debt,  a  political  debt. 
He  had  me  appointed.  But  that's  paid  now,  and  I'm 
done  with  the  Uke  of  him."  He  stopped  suddenly,  as 
if  at  a  loss;  then  went  on  with  a  slight  gasp,  "And 
when  I  first  come  to  this  country,  I  wanted  to  bleed  it, 
grab  my  stake,  hike  outside  and  spend  it,  blow  it  in, 
the  same  as  everyone  in  this  midge-bitten  swamp  of 
rocks  and  ice.  Ain't  we  all  on  the  frontier  got  that 
disease?"  He  flicked  out  a  white  silk  bandanna,  and 
mopped  his  brow.  .  .  .  "But,  pardners,  it's  our  last 
free  country,  this,  we  ain't  got  no  other,  and  the  men 
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like  you  hat  hungered  and  suffered  for  it.  A  long  time 
I*ve  been  a-studying  you  and  chewing  things  over  — 
the  bigger  needs  of  this  land,  for  the  future,  and  for 
justice  to  its  real,  heroic  pioneers.  And  I  had  my  mind 
set  by  last  spring,  before  this  verdict  was  turned  in,  that 
Lamar  and  his  heelers  has  got  this  country  started 
wrong,  all  wrong.  IVe  come  to  love  this  cold,  rich  land, 
that  makes  men  out  of  cowards,  or  drives  them  out 
of  it." 

His  voice  vibrated,  raucously  mingling  bombast  and 
pathos.  His  honesty  puzzled  Gail;  real  contrition  and 
deceit  seemed  inextricably  mixed  in  his  outburst;  yet 
he  expressed  Gail's  and  John's  creed  for  Alaska.  Thus 
the  guffaw  that  greeted  him  abashed  Gail.  Even  Black- 
wood, he  thought,  should  not  be  denied  fair  play,  untfl 
proved  a  liar.     But  if  then—! 

"It's  a  nice  trap,  ain't  it?"  derided  Tony.  Hank 
snorted,  "What  man  won't  quit  his  job,  after  maybe 
his  boss  has  lost  out?"    But  John  raised  a  silencing 

^^  "  I  come  across  here,"  Blackwood  yeUed,  unshamed, 
pnmed,  set,  and  hired  by  Lamar  for  a  faked  story 
to  tell  you.     I  was  to  get  you  down-river  and  away 
from  here  at  any  price,  by  saying  that  the  court  had 
sided  against  you,  that  he  had  forty  men  with  him,  all 
armed  to  their  jaw-bones,  and  it  was  suicide  for  you  to 
face  him.     But  crossing  the  river  tonight,  my  con- 
science got  the  better  of  me,  I  see  I  couldn't  seU  my 
honour  that  way  to  no  such  sharp  fiend,  to  a  dog  as  low 
as  him.     It  was  a  turning  point,  boys,  for  a  man  like 
me.     I  grit  my  teeth  and  swore  to  tell  you,  friends,  the 
truth  and  throw  him  over—"  his  voice  sank  feelingly, 
"  though  my  getting  to  be  judge  is  all  in  his  backers' 
hands." 
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**  Why  didn't  jou  bring  the  papen  with  you,  then?  ** 
growled  Honk,  imperriously. 

"Or  pack  us  back  our  ,44  shell.,"  demanded  Mc- 
Conighy,  « that  you  stole  with  Tom." 

Instantly,  at  mention  of  his  name,  Guiteau,  who  had 
been  listening  rigid,  with  curling  lips,  sprang  forward 
into  the  lij^t.  He  rammed  his  hands  carelessly  into 
his  pockets,  cocked  his  head  on  one  side;  but,  as  he 
began  to  speak,  at  first  unnoticed  by  the  outfit —  now 
engrossed  by  larger  issues  than  his  treachery —Gail 
•aw  a  hateful  glitter  in  his  bulging  eyes. 

*•  Bkckwood  here  means  all  he  says  about  flopping," 
Tom  began,  easily.  »  He's  telling  you  the  truth  there. 
TTiat  s  why  I  hate  the  skunk.  I've  just  had  it  all  out 
with  hun,  down  yonder  in  the  brush.  And  I'd  be  talk- 
ing like  him  now,  if  I  was  the  coward  he  is.  But  I'm 
only  a  traitor  — a  traitor  to  my  pardners  on  the  traU. 
And  you've  found  me  out.  I  don't  need  to  allow  how 
I  give  myself  to  Blackwood  for  a  bribe  last  winter. 
You  judge  me  now,  do  with  me  as  you  see  fit,"  he  raised 
his  voice,  «  but  first  you  got  to  choose  between  the  two 
of  us." 

He  paused,  wet  his  lips,  taking  a  deep  breath.  A 
kmd  of  choked  fervour  in  his  words  was  token  enough 
of  their  sincerity  for  Gail,  who  perceived  that  Tom  held 
the  outfit's  ears,  and  their  eyes  cast  down,  as  the  Mar- 
shal had  not. 

"But  this  turn-coat  Blackwood,"  went  on  Tom 
scathingly.  «  He  ain't  even  got  the  honour  of  thieves. 
Lamar  wouldn't  stand  no  more  for  his  hold-ups,  jumped 
his  game,  so  he's  come  sniveDing  to  your  side  with  heart- 
throbs about  the  good  of  Alaska.  But  mark  me,  men 
--»  his  tone  broke  with  feeling,  "I've  quit  him  not 
because  I  do  repent,  or  don't,  for  how  I  sold  you.    I 
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loathe  the  black-leg  for  having  turned  against  them  he 
•old  himself  to.  I  hate  the  white-livered  ingrate  for 
his  double-faced  welching  in  the  game  he  started  tp  play 
--  for  his  hypocrisy  to  me,  let  alone  Lamar.  If  a  man 
who  serves  the  devfl  flim-flams  him,  and  comes  fawning 
up  to  shake  with  Jesus,  why  even  the  Lord  ouriit  to 
•pit  in  his  mealy  face !  ** 

His  voice  shooL  with  passion.  A  tumult  of  cries  was 
hurled  vindictively  against  the  Marshal,  who  had  shrunk 
from  the  fire,  raising  his  arms  before  his  shaking  jowls. 
Gail  felt  that  tough,  underlying  loyalty  which  the 
trail  breeds  between  partners  assert  itself  toward 
Tom. 

"Hear  him  out!»»  ordered  GaU,  unable  to  contain 
himself,  impeUed^  by  that  dominating  force  outside  his 
will.  «It*s  our  choice  between  this  pair.  And  I'm 
standing  by  Guiteau!" 

"Thain,  mebbe  you  think  I've  begun  to  play 
straightfor'ard  because  of  that  letter  I  got  tonight.** 
Tom  faced  Gail,  curbing  ..imself.  "But  that  ain»t 
why.  It  mig^t  be  a  reason  with  some  men,  but  not 
me.  My  heart's  too  black  a*ready.  I*m  only  acting 
according  to  my  nature,  which  a  minute  back  set  me 
agamst  you,  too.  It  mayn*t  be  in  me  to  stick  by  my 
pardners,  but  it  is  to  smash  at  them  that  breaks  with 
me.**  He  turned  to  the  others.  "And  whether  this'll 
land  me  back  with  you  or  not,  is  for  you  boys  to  settle 
amongst  you.»* 

"I'd  as  soon  believe  the  devfl  as  either  of  them,** 
swore  Hank. 

"Men!"  boomed  HarUinehuskfly.  "Thain  has  put 
it  straight  for  you  about  this  pair." 

There  was  a  splitting  stiDness;  then  a  defiant  hum, 
which  concentrated  upon  Blackwood. 
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He  tried  to  cower  back  into  the  ihadows,  but  «  dozen 
hands  thrutt  him  forward.  Hit  fedora  hat  fell  off  into 
*i\i  fire. 

"That  man  Thain  — there.  I  arrest  him  in  the 
name  of  the  law,»»  Blackwood  cried,  beside  himself.  « I 
got  it  from  Guiteau  how  you  murdered  John  T.  Snow- 
den  »  son  on  Mt.  Lincoln  for  his  money,  and  fooled 
these  men  with  your  lies.  That  mountain-climber's 
father  runs  Lamar's  steamers  for  him.  They're  aU  the 
same  gang." 

For  an  instant  Gail's  heart  boUed,  at  the  man's 
•tratagem,  illogical  as  it  was,  to  bolster  his  discredited 
contrition,  to  attack  the  partisan  of  Tom's  that  Gail 
had  shown  himself  to  be.  But  immediately  Gail  saw 
that  this  move  only  sealed  the  general  decision  against 
the  Marshal  and  for  Guiteau,  and  rallied  the  outfit  to 
^self  and  Tom.     Blackwood  made  a  break  forward. 

rt  frf?"'  '""y  •"^'y  **  '*"*»  "P""**  *t  the  man 
and  held  him  by  the  wrists. 

**  I  guess  we  want  something  like  a  murderer  with  us 
now,  drawled  John,  "to  deal  with  gentlemen  like 
you.  .  .  .  Gail,  what  had  Hank  better  do  with  him?  " 

"  Make  him  tell  the  truth  about  the  court's  verdict " 
interjected  Tony.    «  Half-nekon  his  arms." 

"You've  called  my  bluff  — you— '»  panted  Black- 
wood weakly,  his  long  hair  grotesquely  mussed.  «  But 
I'm  still  game.  I  tell  you  I  ain't  seen  that  judgment. 
I  brought  it  sealed  by  the  Court's  orders  to  leave  with 
Lamar.  But  Lamar  was  a-going  to  throw  me,  so  I  was 
taking  the  only  gamble." 

Believed  or  not,  a  roar  went  up  at  the  confession. 
Somehow  his  words  convinced  GaU,  and  despite  the 
Marshal's  attack,  his  scorn  mingled  with  pity  for  the 
coward  in  his  plight. 
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'^  We  got  to  get  thoM  papers  oundves,  boy»,*»  QaH 
■houted 

*•  Then  grab  hit  gun  and  ■hells,'*  cried  Luke.  "  We 
need  'em  for  that." 

A  ringing  cheer  echoed  him.  And  then,  whether  its 
Tenom  spurred  Blackwood's  strength  into  a  superhuman 
mistance,  or  he  had  caught  Hank's  grip  relaxing  un- 
der  the  unpact  of  this  crisis,  the  Marshal,  with  a  des- 
perate fling  of  his  whole  body,  freed  his  arms,  dodged 
madly  through  the  throng,  across  the  open,  and  down 
the  bank  toward  the  river. 


For  the  space  of  a  second,  the  amazed  dry-farmers 
stood  rooted.  And,  then  that  smouldering  fury  stirred 
by  the  news  from  home  reached  its  climax.  At  last  the 
outfit  had  found  a  target  for  the  wrath  of  their  deeper- 
ate  four  years.  Gafl  felt  the  air  about  him  pulse  wtth 
the  unleashing  of  a  furious  human  freniy,  transUted 
into  swift  and  silent  action. 

"Go  for  him,  boys!"  roared  John.  "He's  hiking 
back  to  Lamar!" 

"Git  him!    Git  him!  "screeched  old  Daddy  Mease. 

A  dark,  surging  tide  of  figures  swept  across  the 
»wale.  Gad  found  himself  in  the  van  of  them  with  Tom. 
Each  guessed  that  Blackwood,  repudiated,  vengefuUy 
re-seekmg  Lamar,  would  strike  first  for  the  grove  of 
aspens  on  his  way  back  to  the  raft.  And  as  these 
loomed  into  sight,  he  was  scarcely  ten  yards  ahead  of 
them. 

Overtaken,  he  turned  without  a  sound,  and  Tom 
sprang  at  him.  Gafl  held  off.  Whatever  he  owed  the 
Marshal,  the  first  and  heavier  debt  was  Guiteau's. 
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Ir^nl^^'l^^.^r^  ^'  •**^'"  ^''^'^^  John'  i^d  aU 
kept  back,  watching  the  lunge,  of  shadowy  a.nn.,  hear^ 
ing  the  ile.hy  chug  of  fl.t..  Tom  held  hfm  off  byX 
throat,  overpowered.    Gail  wondered  at  the  boj».  lack 

unc'J^'^i,-  "•  •T**  *•*  "P*'*  him  a.  if  he  were  .ome 
undean  thing,  „  he  tugged  at  Blackwood',  belt  of 

"H^^V"*    ^1"°';  him,- blurted  Gaa  to  John. 

♦K  J  u  ^*  «°*  ^"  '~™  hi,  wi/e-good  new— 
kg  W"      '*^'*  "*'*  *^**'  ^"*  ^'  ^*"^  °*^"'»  •'^^ 

th,^^I^  n"^^  '^^'^^y*  henignly;  and  it  flaahed 
through  Ga,l  how  mixed  were  men',  motive.,  how  qui^ 
otic  their  act..     For  in.tance:   it  wa«  not  chiefly  tte 

a^l^^l"    Tr*""u  ''   ""'^^   «^**   enragS^^Gaa 

dont  «d\itd'fv;r;.'^  '''^'"' "  ^^^  ^^-^^  ^•- 

Sudcfcnly   he   saw   Guiteau   .tanding  alone   at   the 

hoLter  at  arm',  length,  with  the  cartridges  and  belt 
dangling  from  tfiem.     The  Marshal  had  vadshed 

first  nVfV'^'iV"*"'^  ^^^  *^^*  ^'  himself  wa.  the 
Jr^L  t1  '"t?T  *'  'P""«  '°"^"^'  ^''^h  the  gun 
Lr*h  S-  ^°?  1"^  °"'  ^"'^^^'^  *^*"  the  fugitt^. 
into  the  bhnd  darkne..  of  the  surrounding  .pruccT 
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F»E«f  .  .  .  .  In  the  orer-mastering  puxpoie  which  all 
the  evening  had  been  formulating  to  him.  Acrott  the 
deep,  chaotic  blackncM  of  the  Atna,  waa  Clara.  .  .  . 
Clara!  And  for  the  third  time,  since  in  that  Cascade 
cabin  he  had  awakened  to  new  life,  Gail  was  quitting  a 
drama  at  its  height,  also  under  an  irresistible  spur  to 
grapple  with  its  larger,  underljing  issues,  and  now  ac- 
cording to  the  visions  that  he  had  suffered  on  the 
mountain. 

The  dense  spruces,  their  short,  nether  branches  dead 
and  hanging  with  filmy  moss  from  the  river  dampness, 
seemed  to  glide  apart,  hastening  his  downward  plunge; 
to  close  in  impenetrably  behind.  But  it  was  not  until 
he  emerged  into  the  clear  starlight  of  an  open,  and 
found  himself  sliding  across  the  short,  withered  grass, 
that  he  discerned  the  faint  trail  which  he  was  following 
—  the  track  surely  leading  to  the  ford  across  the  Atna. 

The  shouts  that  had  broken  out  behind  him  were  al- 
ready growing  fainter.  They  sounded  very  high  above, 
as  he  re-entered  the  muffing  timber.  The  boys  were 
swerving  up-river,  which  assured  Gail  that  either  they 
had  missed  Blackwood's  sole  avenue  of  escape,  or  that 
the  Marshal  had  dodged  from  the  trail  to  hide.  Paus- 
ing, he  conceded  the  latter  chance  without  solicitude. 
He  buckled  the  gun  and  cartridges  about  his  waist.  He 
had  not  sprung  forward  and  seized  them  under  anv 
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pcnona],  vindictiTe  •*npulM  against  Blackwood.  The 
deceitful  Marshal  was  but  a  minor  issue.  Gail  saw  far 
beyond  him  as  the  dry-farmers*  nemesis;  he  hod  even 
pitied  the  man.  And  he  was  armed  now,  with  the  way 
open  to  Avery's  boat. 

The  slope  leveled  suddenly,  the  forest  ended,  as  if 
cleaved  off  by  a  landslip.  Gail's  boots  grated  upon 
rock,  and  he  shrank  back,  in  a  gust  of  water-chill  air, 
from  the  edge  of  a  precipice.  Staring  about,  he  saw 
that  he  had  lost  the  trail.  So,  both  to  get  bearings 
and  to  gather  his  wits,  he  crept  forward,  and  with  an 
odd,  hair-raising  dizziness  thrust  his  head  from  the  edge 
which  he  had  all  but  pitched  over. 

It  appeared  to  under-cut  him,  slanting  for  sheer  hun- 
dreds of  feet  into  the  boiling  Atna,  at  first  invisible 
where  its  flood  swung  against  the  cliffs.  Then  a  low, 
cavernous  thunder  reached  his  ears,  and  he  felt  an  hyp- 
notic thrill  in  the  pulse  of  those  distant,  solemn  eddies. 
As  his  eyes  grew  used,  all  the  river's  vast  complication 
of  sand-bars,  channels,  slues,  wooded  islands  and  sheets 
of  mist  dawned  upon  them,  like  a  bird's-eye  map:  -the 
shuddering  foam  where  a  muddy  tide  combed  over  mid- 
stream boulders  with  the  reverberating  hum  of  surf; 
and  beyond  all,  the  disputed  expanse"  of  Torlina,  a  plain 
of  dusky  fog,  bounded  by  the  pale  clay  ovals  of  the 
opposite  valley-benches.  No  dogs  howled  there  now. 
The  silence  was  desolating.  Indians  and  white  men, 
Lamar  and  Clara,  all  slept. 

Yes !  This  was  Gail's  moment.  Hartli;.->,  himself  so 
grimly  diffident  (and  the  outfit  armed  >r\7  with  the 
automatic  and  Tony's  carbine),  had  chosen  him  to 
cross  the  river.  He  alone  was  unknown  to  the  enemy. 
He  was  the  man  to  penetrate  Lamar's  camp,  to  learn 
the  truth  of  the  court's  decision.     He  was  indifferent 
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whether  or  not  this  should  involve  violence.    His  crea- 
tive  love,  his  discipleship  to  Bob  Snowden»s  wisdom  of 
life,    united    to    spur    him    onward.     Yet    Blackwood 
was   the   one  menace,   if  he   reached  the   river,  and 
taking  the  census-man's  boat  or  the  Siwash's  raft,  re- 
turned to  fawn  upon  and  warn  his  master.     Gail  felt 
the  goad  of  that  hard  hand  of  circumstance  which  twice 
before,  at  like  moments,  had  impelled  him  forward;  once 
to  defeat,  once  to  victory;  each  time  to  despair,  which 
yet  provoked  a  deeper  triumph  in  understanding  to- 
ward mankind,  and  their  veiled  aims  of  existence. 

Rising,  Gail  heard  the  spruce  branches  behind  him 
crackle.  His  eyes  met  Jonesy's  snowy,  bullet  head. 
The  creases  of  the  man's  gaunt  but  heavy  features  stood 
out  hke  scars.  He  was  breathing  hard;  the  tension  of 
his  excitement  warned  GaU  that  his  sanity  of  the  week 
past  had  crumbled. 

this&'"  ^'  """^'-  "^^'^'^^  y^^ »-» •" 

Memory  assailed  Gail  in  an  uncanny  sii^ver.  There 
arose  before  him,  like  some  supernatural  portent,  the 
scene  and  circumstance  of  their  other  meeting  at  the 
edge  of  a  precipice. 

"The   both   of   us   has   a   hunch   fer   cKffs,   ain't 

we?     Jonesy  chuckled  hghtly.     "  Jump Let's  -- 

over.  .  .  .  You  want  to  make  me  this  time?     Thin« 

Whats  livmg,  ,f  not  for  daughters  and  such?     But  a 
man's  long  learning  that." 

He  was  leaning  over  the  abyss  with  braced  limbs. 
Gad,  quaJcmg  and  sickened  with  a  reasonless  flush  of 
«uUt,  gripped  Jonesy  by  the  collar  of  his  ragged 
jumper  and  whipped  him  backward.  As  he  collapsed 
upon  the  carpet  of  spruce  spines,  Gail's  question  seemed 
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to  dawn  through  him,  and  he  answered  dazedly,  still 
panting:  «« Be»n  down  to  the  river  for  Blackwood's 
raft,  to  turn  it  loose.  Missed  her.  And  lost  the  up 
trail."  Then,  with  a  flash  of  his  grey,  burning  eyes, 
he  began  to  kugh  heartlessly,  raspingly,  and  burst  into 
anathemas  against  Lamar,  his  stratagems  and  bruUli- 
ties. 

"You  show  me  how  you  peached  the  river,"  Gail 
ordered  roughly,  dragging  him  to  his  feet.  Yet 
Jonesy's  presence  encouraged  rather  than  oppressed 
hun.  For  the  man  had  hit  upon  the  basic  tie  between 
them  in  his  first  words.  And  Tom's  hint  that  after- 
noon, of  Jonesy  as  a  voluntary  martyr  to  the  outfit's 
cause,  appeared  prophetic,  sUrring  Gail's  protective 
sense. 

They  skirted  the  ledge,  veered  down-stream,  and  div- 
ing  into  the  woods,  quickly  found  the  steep  trail  again, 
where  it  passed  from  the  spruces  into  a  hard-wood 
grove.     In  the  lead  Jonesy  sharpened  with  a  whining 
falsetto  his  oaths  against  monopoly  and  a  traitorous 
government.     He  seemed  ignorant  of  the  facts  in  the 
dry-farmers'  case,  and  his  virulence  was  quite  unreason- 
able.    But  it  was  as  if  some  latent  hate  of  spoliation  in 
the  dumb  heart  of  the  land  itself,  the  force  of  justice  for 
a  fair  reward  to  its  true  pioneers  for  their  discoveries 
and  privations,  were  transmuted  to  his  mind  instinc- 
tively, directly.     They  came  out  on  top  of  an  abrupt 
clap  slope,  and  leaping  over  it,  sent  down  jumping  and 
scittering  slides  of  gravel.    For  a  while  in  their  swift 
descent,  silence  cut  off  any  hint  of  the  pebbles'  destina- 
tion.    A  rising  bank  of  mist  smothered  the  starlight. 
Jonesy's  voice  steadied,  and  he  switched  to  the  "  rush  " 
days  of  '98  on  Valdez  Glacier,  where  men  froze  to  death 
in  the  howling  scud  while  eating  soup  squares  and  canned 
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tomatoes  on  their  sleds;  to  his  friend  Mrs.  Batty,  who 
kept  her  phonograph  playing  "The  Banks  of  the 
Wabash  "  up  there,  to  warn  you  from  crevasses  which 
already  held  a  hundred  bodies  — "  Like  flies  in  amber." 
And  he  began  to  sing  shrilly: 

"Oh,  the  wind  Is  dear  and  cool  along  the  Atna, 
In  the  distance  lie  the  glaciers  stiU  with  snow.  .  .  .*• 

All  at  once,  above  the  now  accustomed  roar  of  the 
river,  they  heard  the  pock!  pock!  of  their  tiny  avalan- 
ches striking  water.  They  met  a  layer  of  icy  air, 
heavy  with  the  limey  smell  of  dried  glacier  silt  They 
slid,  blindly.  And  when  they  had  regained  their  feet, 
were  standing  on  a  strip  of  the  hard  shore  rubble,  be- 
side the  suck  and  wallop  of  the  great  current. 

The  cries  on  the  heights  had  died  away.  The  shock 
of  their  fall  had  stopped  Jonesy*s  lips.  He  gripped 
Gail  by  an  arm,  and  with  a  throaty  exclamation  pointed 
out  into  the  fog.  Vaguely  they  discerned  in  an  eddy 
up-stream  the  outline  of  a  log,  which  as  they  sprang 
toward  't,  casually  extended  into  a  raft,  bobbing  in  the 
back-was]  i;  and  mute  and  stolid  on  a  boulder  near  it, 
unmoved  by  their  thudding  descent,  sat  a  figure  dressed 
in  weathered  buckskin.  Gail  might  have  mistaken  it 
for  an  image  of  himself,  except  for  the  low  forehead 
and  wide-apart  eyes  of  the  man's  dark  and  oval  face, 
the  thongs  whidi  bound  his  legs  under  the  knees,  and 
the  row  of  brass  clock-wheels  sewed  across  the  crown 
of  his  felt  hat. 

"Vinegar  Bill  — hey?"  demanded  Gail,  recalling 
Blackwood's  mention  of  the  owner  of  the  raft.  And 
the  Siwash  rose  with  a  shy  twist  of  his  shoulders,  and 
a  guttural  response,  like  a  titter,  from  his  throat. 
«  We'll  cast  her  off.     Before  he's  wise,"  Gail  breathed 
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to  Jonesy,  whipping  out  the  knife  which  he  h*d  lait 
used  on  the  top  of  Lincohi. 

But  as  Gail  bent  over  the  rock  to  which  the  logs 
were  tied,  two  coincident  acts  kept  him  from  cutting 
the  rope.  The  Indian,  scenting  his  purpose,  jerked  it 
into  the  air  from  the  stone  with  a  lithe  twist  of  the 
end  which  he  held  in  his  hand ;  and  at  the  same  instant 
a  torrent  of  gravel  from  the  slope  above  volleyed  upon 
the  three  men.  They  caught  sight  of  a  blur  shooting 
down  through  the  fog.  The  next  moment,  the  long 
inky  locks  of  *he  bare-headed  Marshal  lifted  under  their 
noses,  as  he  scrambled  upon  his  knock-kneed,  black- 
trousered  legs. 

"  Shoot  —  shoot ! "  bawled  Jonesy.  GaiPs  hand  flew 
involuntarily  to  his  belt,  but  the  hunted,  gasping  des- 
peration of  Blackwood  checked  him. 

**  He  ain't  armed.  It  *ud  be  murder,"  mumbled  Gail, 
catching  sight  through  the  mist  of  the  man's  sallow, 
jowled  features,  livid  with  terror  and  surprise.  **  Back 
there !  '*  he  cried  to  Jonesy,  who  had  made  a  lunge  at 
the  Marshal.  And  Jonesy  pliably  yielded,  but  curs- 
ing; meanwhile  Vinegar  Bill,  conceiving  the  encounter 
to  be  some  peculiar  whifeman's  devilishness,  stood 
rooted,  grinning,  yet  considering  flight. 

"  Let  me  onto  my  raft,"  croaked  Blackwood,  with  a 
weak  truculence.  He  raised  his  twisted  hands,  palms 
outward,  with  a  menacing  gesture  which  struck  Gail  as 
grotesque,  feminine  somehow;  and  threw  his  loose- 
jointed  frame  against  him. 

"  You  get  up  the  bank  there !  Back  to  your  dupes ! " 
Gail  heaved  him  off,  scornfully,  steeling  his  self-control 
not  to  strike  the  pitiable,  trembling  guardian  of  the  law, 
so  shorn  of  his  authority  and  his  pretence  alike.  **  Jjet 
them  settle  with  you ! " 


«♦♦      THE   YOUNGEST   WORLD 


M 


ll 


'My  blankets.     They're  on  the  raft,"  he  pleaded, 
withdrawmg.    « Vinegar,  Oh!  Vinegar  BiU,  Jt  thm 

The  amazed  Vinegar  dropped  the  rope,  yet  placidly 
stepped  out  upon  his  craft,  and  began  tugging  at  the 
bundle  wrapped  in  a  yeUow  slicker  that  waTlfshed  to 
the  out-board  logs.     He  fumbled  at  it  for  a  full  minute, 
dunng  which  Gail  and  Jonesy  watched  him  in  a  tole- 
rant, uneasy  silence,  their  backs  turned  to  the  Marshal, 
who  shrank  downstream  into  the  haze.     Th«  Indian 
seemed   unable  to   free    the   thing.     At   last    with    a 
plamtive  whoop  he  sprang  up  from  his  task,  and  Gail 
saw  that  the  unsecured  logs,  caught  in  the  current,  were 

^r.!i"*    *?u.«^^^'    ^^    ^**^    '^     Again    Vinegar 
shouted,  grabbing  one  of  the  two  hewn  paddles  on  The 
raft,  as  Gail  and  Jonesy  started  running  along  the 
shore  after  it      Suddenly  in  front  of  them  they  heard 
tte  clicking  thump  of  nailed  boots,  and  Blackwood's 
figure  loomed  ahead,  racing  across  their  course,  toward 
««  nver  below  the  point  where  the  raft  was  passing, 
ihey  pve  an  angry,  baffled  cry  and  redoubled  their 
pace;  but  the  Marshal  had  plunged  into  the  current, 
and  when  they  caught  up  abreast  of  him,  he  was  draw- 
ing himself  up  dripping  upon  the  logs,  as  Vine^^r  Bill, 
strongly  plying  his  paddle  upstream,  edged  the  craft 
straight  out  mto  the  river. 

after  ,t,  but  Gail  dragged  him  violently  back. 
♦.«J^w""^J"  fool -find  Avery's  boat!"  he  mut- 
tered between  his  teeth.     « If  we  cross  on  their  raft, 
je  can  t  keep  them  from  landing,  unless  we  all  four 
drown.      His  voice  was  hard  and  sinister;  his  malice 
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was  aroused  at  last.    "  Come  on! '*  he  started  groping 
on  the  run  downstream. 

But  this  time  Jonesy  did  not  obey.  All  the  pent 
and  smouldering  bitterness  of  his  poor  life  fed  his  mad, 
awakened  rage  at  E'ackwood's  escape.  That  culmina- 
tion which  Tom  and  Gail  had  divmed,  which  he  himself 
had  alternately  fought  and  yielded  to,  now  overpowered 
him.  With  an  hysterical  half-laugh,  half-shout,  "I 
—  m  bitch  him,  bitch  him!'*— he  threw  himself  into 
the  river  after  the  raft.  Gail,  halting  below,  had 
caught  a  glimpse  of  his  distorted  face,  more  like  a 
deathVhead  than  ever.  He  stood  impotent,  stock-still, 
his  bosom  a- lame,  a  melting  fever  in  the  back  of  his 
eyes,  which  for  the  moment  blotted  all  his  exalted  de- 
signs. For  excruciating  moments,  tortured  by  the 
undertone  of  the  river,  he  failed  to  see  Jonesy  rise  to 
the  surface.  He  knew  —  why  the  man  kept  under. 
Perhaps  that  knowledge,  perhaps  his  own  mastering 
instinct  for  self-perpetuation,  convinced  him  that  it  was 
fatuous  to  risk  a  rescue.  Out  at  the  edge  of  the  fog  a 
wave-crest  flopped  over  with  a  whitish  tremor,  and  Gail 
felt  his  flesh  creep. 

Uncontrolledly  he  shouted,  again,  and  again.  Out- 
ward he  strained  his  ears  and  eyes,  all  his  raw  and  out- 
raged senses,  into  the  hum  and  darkness  of  the  flood. 
Not  a  sound.  The  useless,  pathetic,  inevitable  sacri- 
fice! The  thought  of  it  had  been  heroic;  how  blight- 
ing was  the  truth ! 

Gail  turned  and  ran,  unseeing,  down  the  river,  with 
a  morbid  feeling  that  he  was  following  the  body,  until 
he  stumbled  over  a  sharp-cornered  boulder.  Picking 
himself  up,  he  saw  that  a  rope  passed  under  it.  A 
square,  coffin-shaped  hulk,  built  of  thick,  whip-sawed 
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boards,  its  seams  black  and  dripping  with  hardened 
pitch,  was  hauled  in  there  upon  the  gravel 


Sig^t  of  the  census-man's  bpat,  and  the  thought  that 
Blackwood  mig^t  now  be  half  way  over  to  Torlina, 
vividly  returned  Gail  to  his  purposes.  He  could  easily 
overtake  the  raft  He  threw  the  bow-line  into  the  scow, 
shoved  her  off,  and  jumped  in,  under  the  first  impulse 
which  he  had  felt  of  vengeance  against  the  Marshal. 

He  dropped  the  heavy  sweeps  between  their  thole- 
pins.    The  current  pressed  the  bow  outward,  and  he 
bent  harder  to  his  right-hand  oar,  thus  to  edge  across, 
head  on.    Instantly  he  had  vanished  into  the  shoreless 
fog.     The  chop  kept  along  with  him,  heaving,  crazfly 
rockmg  the  scow;  he  seemed  to  be  motionless,  yet 
strongly  as  he  rowed  he  knew  that  he  was  shooting  down- 
stream—ever farther  out,  ever  closer  to  the  humped 
white  water  that  broke  with  a  deadly,  solemn  pulse  over 
the  mid-channel  reefs.     All  around,  with  a  sound  like 
frying  meat,  sizzled  up  bubbles  of  air  churned  under  by 
the  waters.     Gail  felt  the  strange,  invisible  land  slip- 
ping, whirling  up-river  past  him;  visions  of  the  un- 
known Torlina  shore  flashed  through  him,  of  smashing 
against  the  unscalable  cliffs  of  canyons  in  the  heart 
of  the  coast  alps.     Waves  spurted  up  like  tiny  geysers, 
splashing  him.     Dark  hummocks  breasted  past,  with 
sudden,  elusive  gulpings;  one  or  two  shouldered  fringes 
of  convexed  foam;  a  dizziness  invaded  his  head,  as  if 
his  body  had  been  spinning  in  a  circle.    Breathless,  he 
was  dragging  out  his  beUy  from  those  thole-pins,  to 
the  maddening  creak  of  the  ill-balanced  sweeps.     He 
could  see  only  the  splintery,  weathered  stem  seat,  the 
■andy,  sloshing  bUge  water  under  it  ...  It  was  hope- 
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lest  to  meet  Blackwood  in  mid-river.    But  he  might 
catch  him  after  landing,  and  settle.  .  .  . 

Soon,  on  his  right,  a  flattish  shadow  to  which  he  had 
long  been  casting  furtive  glances,  took  on  a  harder 
immanence.  He  knew  that  it  was  not  a  rock,  because, 
instead  of  rushing  backward  from  him,  it  was  slowly 
dropping  downstream.  He  made  out  two  blurs  upon 
it  —  the  raft!  —  human  figures  on  their  knees,  their 
arms  furiously  thrusting  paddles.  Gail's  heart  leaped. 
He  ceased  his  rowing  to  drop  down  upon  them,  as  both 
entered  a  denser  streak  of  fog.  It  veiled  the  raft  be- 
fore they  sighted  him,  but  he  could  still  discern  them, 
dim  manikins  frenziedly  at  work.  The  next  instant  he 
had  crashed  against  their  logs. 

But  the  first  blow  was  struck  from  them,  binding  the 
two  crafts  together.  Before  Gail  could  unship  either 
heavy  sweep,  the  Indian,  coached  by  the  Marshal, 
thumped  his  raised  paddle  on  the  gunwale,  and  dodged 
back.  Blackwood's  initial  thrust  met  the  thick  handle 
of  Gail's  port  oar. 

Unequal  as  the  silent,  perilous  contest  was;  and 
though  envenomed  by  Jonesy's  suicide,  the  thought  of 
drawing  his  gun  struck  Gail  as  cowardly.  He  wanted 
only  to  seize  the  paddles,  then  cast  the  logs  free.  Yet 
at  once  this  conflict  of  unwieldly  wood  became  grotesque 
—  an  awkward,  stagey  thing.  Blackwood,  as  if  he 
realised  his  advantage  in  numbers,  or  feared  the  frailty 
of  his  craft,  fought  with  a  desperate  bravery  amazing 
to  Gail,  whose  sweep  had  to  bear  the  dual  onslaught 
The  Indian  at  last  winged  Gail  a  glancing  blow  on  his 
left  temple.  Feeling  the  warm  trickle  of  blood  there, 
he  swung  his  great  blade  in  an  arc  against  Blackwood. 
It  chugged  upon  his  neck. 

"  Board  her!    Swamp  him! "  the  Marshal  screeched 
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to  Vinegar,  falliag  Wk  with  «  cry  of  pdn.  Bui  he 
hunidf  lunged  forward  again  the  more  .avagely,  thi. 
time  flinging  his  arms  about  Gail»s  neck,  whUe  itiU  hold- 
»g  the  paddle  in  hi.  hand.  Taken  unaware,  GaU 
dropped  the  .weep,  gripped  Blackwood  about  the  wai«t, 
and  the  two  locked  motionle..  for  a  moment.  GaU  felt 
the  breath  from  hi.  thin,  distorted  lip.  under  their  .leek 
hair,  the  flash  of  his  blue-rimmed  eyes.  Scow  and  raft 
seemed  to  strain  apart  as  they  hung  thus,  from  the 
shove  given  the  latter  by  the  obedient  Indian,  as  he 
leaped  over  the  boat's  side,  upon  the  stem  seat. 

But  in  doing  so,  Vinegar»i  weapon  fell  into  the  river; 
he  was  disarmed.     With  a  thrifl,  Gail  saw  half  his  bat- 
tie  won.     He  relaxed  his  hold,  grabbed  wildly  for  the 
Marshal's   paddle.     Blackwood    dodged,    sank    to    his 
knees,  and  bracing  himself  between  the  logs,  started  in 
a  torrent  of  curses  to  drag  Gail  over  toward  him. 
Helpless,  Gad  felt  his  body  reaching  further  and  fur- 
ther upon  the  boiling  current;  dimly  in  his  stem  he  saw 
the  Siwash  recklessly  hurling  himself  against  the  hiflh 
sides  of  the  scow,  to  capsize  it.     The  suUen  roar  of  a 
breaker  plunging  toward  them  broke  upon  his  ears. 
The  ^nd  of  existence   seemed  to  sHp   a  cog,   and 
Iran  thought  with  a  grim,  nauseous  despair:     "The 
immortahty  of  others!    Here's  fighting  for  it  — with 
a  vengeance !  *» 

But  it  was  then,  with  a  final  wrench,  that  Gail 
squirmed  his  right  hand  free.  He  gripped  the  paddle 
tucked  under  Blackwood's  arm.  The  Marshal  snatched 
Jt  back,  releasing  GaH's  left.  This  he  jerked  toward 
him,  and  smote  it,  for  the  brace  that  he  now  alone  lacked 
for  advantage,  against  his  gunwhale.  Gafl  found  that 
he  coidd  drag  the  man  with  him;  and  Blackwood,  ex- 
hausted  and  surprised,  weakened  his  hold.     GaU  did  not 
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loie  a  second;  hli  right  hand  tore  away  the  paddle, 
which  he  »hot  down  into  the  river.  With  the  other,  he 
dealt  Blackwood  a  ttinging  blow  in  the  eyes,  and  sliding 
from  his  embrace  as  if  he  had  been  oiled,  tumbled  back- 
ward,  free,  over  the  bow  seat  of  the  scow. 

The  Marshal  collapsed,  stunned,  upon  his  logs,  the 
two  crafts  swung  apart;  and  instantly,  with  an  ob- 
literating thunder,  there  shouldered  between  them  a 
smooth  hill  of  flowing  satin.  Across  its  hanging  ruff 
of  foam,  through  its  cool  breath  of  destruction,  Gail 
exulted  as  he  saw  the  figure  of  the  helpless  Blackwood 
•tagger  to  his  feet,  and  the  raft,  speeded  down  the  mill- 
race  which  the  obstruction  of  the  gaunt  rock  accel- 
erated, vanish  sUently  into  the  fog,  helpless  and 
doomed. 

**  Sweep!  Ship  your  oar! '»  he  called  to  the  bewil- 
dered Vinegar,  who,  at  the  defeat  of  his  employer,  had 
hmply  ceaseii  all  effort. 

The  Siirash  did  so,  taking  the  after  seat,  and  they 
both  began  to  puU  strongly.  But  Gail  did  not  yet 
breathe  with  reUef.  They  shot  into  the  raft's  boUing 
course.  It  whipped  their  bow  uncontrolledly  about; 
and  Gail,  shouting  encouragement  between  his  teeth, 
cursed  to  himself  the  fable  of  Indian  dexterity.  They 
grazed  a  boulder;  their  stern  crashed  in  a  side-swipe 
against  another;  but  with  the  added  power  at  the  oars 
they  began  to  hold  their  own  against  the  current! 
threading  the  maze  of  reefs  and  booming  collars  of 
spray.  But  soon  their  tumult  weakened,  and  the  fog 
appeared  to  darken.  Ahead,  on  the  Torlina  shore,  a 
titamc  pinnacle  wavered  out  upon  their  course;  the 
mists  were  clearing;  the  scow  breasted  cleanly  along  a 
steep,  gravel  shore  surmounted  by  huge  cottonwoods, 
and  cloying  sand  pressed  up  its  bottom. 
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Gail  leaped  from  the  boat,  wiping  the  trickle  of  blood 
from  hif  cheek.  He  was  at  an  immense  drift-pile  of 
gnaried  roots  and  pale,  skeleton  trunks,  forty  yards 
beyond  which  the  whole  rirer  seethed  against  the  knife- 
edge  of  the  cliff. 

"  Ahnost  drown,  I  guess,"  shivered  the  spineless 
Indian,  joining  him  and  gazing  thither. 

**Who?  Marshal?"  retorted  Gafl  impatiently, 
climbing  the  low  cut-bank  into  the  shadowy,  saffron 
forest. 

«  No  —  I  guess  yes,"  said  Vinegar  with  serrile  incon- 
clusiveness,  and  the  slight  laugh  of  bravado  with  which 
the  Indian  always  touches  upon  tragedy. 

"  Lamar  —  how  far  his  cabin?  You  show  me,"  said 
Gail. 

But  the  Indian  did  not  at  once  answer.  At  mention 
of  the  great  man's  name,  he  dropped  back,  reticent, 
sulkingly;  and  GaU  felt  for  the  first  time  the  fuhiess  of 
Lamar's  dominance,  even  over  this  savage.  He  re- 
peated his  words,  as  a  command,  but  Vinegar  only 
answered : 

"This  island.  One  more  river.  But  can  swim.  .  .  . 
I  think  no  good  you  see  Lamar,"  he  added  sullenly. 

Gail  swore  at  the  information  and  the  opinion  alike; 
but  he  had  learned  that  in  the  North  every  labour  ac- 
complished is  but  half  one's  allotted  task.  They  emerged 
at  the  inner  shore  of  the  island,  upon  a  sheet  of  gurg- 
ling, glossy  water,  yet  scarcely  a  hundred  yards  wide. 
Gail  plunged  into  this  side  channel,  and  the  Indian  re- 
luctantly followed.  It  was  no  more  than  waist-deep, 
and  with  chattering  teeth  they  floundered  out  through 
A  soft  quicksand  and  into  a  thicket  of  dead  willows. 
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•*  Lamar  verj  far.  One  mile  I  think  — no  tlail,- 
Vinegar  volunteered  at  length,  taking  the  lead  through 
tJie  swampj  jungle.  " 

«  Tn^T*.^"*  "*u"  ^'l*  *"^  ***  ^  "^^»"  Gaa  ordered. 
And  then  jou  beat  it" 

For  an  hour  or  more  they  threaded  endle..  alders. 
P«t  stagnant  pools,  edged  by  dead,  exotic  grasses 
passed  oyer  sweetish,   aromatic   carpet,   of  decaying 

of  the  high  bush  cranberry  in  their  nostrils.  Finally 
the  open  flat  gleamed  ahead,  its  disheveUed  canvas  lean- 
to.  close  at  hand,  their  poles  sagging  and  askew,  and 
beyond,  squat,  ruinous  log^bins  that  .eemed  to  be 
•inking  into  the  .oU.  GaU  stumbled  over  a  half-buried 
log.  plunging  forward  upon  a  thing  alive  and  warm;  a 
dog.     It  sprang  at  him  with  a  wolfish  snarl,  and  re- 

X«?"f  •"/'!*i!  ^'.  ^~*^  *^  ^»^*«  »>«•»*'  howling 
piteously    mto  the  air.     Immediately  a  pandemonium 

broke  out     From  behind  stumps,  from  their  silty  wal- 

I^d  bn^K  f-/^  -keleten-thin  dogs,  their  short  ear. 
and  bushy  tail,  upright.  They  formed  a  .emi-drcle. 
advancmg  to  .urround  Gail  with  piercing,  enduring 
S:  K?*  °  v\?'^^  h!»  ground,  until  he  saw  Vinegar 

cwL  .T  "^*^"*  !^^  ^'"'*^  ^""«^*^'-  Then  he 
charged  the  ring;  and  it  retreated  elastically,  yet  to 

advance    again    with     the    same     defiant     cowardice. 

Frowsy,   human  heads   poked  out   from   under   their 

grimy  canvases,  with  guttural  shouts;  arms  hurled  out 

empty  tm  cans,   and  the  dog  bedlam   slowly  lapsed 

IoLVmI"'""^'  *  "'"''"^  ^'  '"^'^  '^""»  ^'-^ 

But    Gail    had    waked    the    whole    setUement.    and 

•urely  Lamar.     Still,  he  did  not  regret  that     He  had 
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been  coiuidering  how  he  would  approach  the  maa. 
Readj  m  he  wa«  for  an  open  fight,  he  shrank  from 
rauMcking  hli  tent  in  the  small  hours,  like  a  burglar. 

"  Lamar/*  said  Vinegar,  laconically,  pointing  inland 
to  the  far  end  of  the  flat;  and  then,  to  the  last  cabin 
at  that  edge  of  the  clearing,  **  I  go  my  fader,  Attalota  " : 
and  loped  off  thither  with  a  pfuk,  pfuk,  of  his  moccasins 
in  the  light,  black  sUt. 

Gail  was  alone. 

A  tide  of  foreboding  rose  through  his  frame.  The 
silver  wafer  of  the  late-setting  moon  shed  a  glaze  upon 
the  peaks,  so  sharp  and  black  and  near  in  the  south, 
upon  their  inert,  high  glaciers.  The  stars  swam  red- 
dish. Where  the  Siwash  had  pointed,  he  made  out  only 
a  clump  of  popple,  pale  in  the  sombre  sea  of  spruce, 
and  started  toward  it.  He  passed  shapeless  mounds, 
dim  depressions  filled  with  tangled  rosebushes  —  for- 
gotten habitations.  A  sense  of  the  ancientness  of  this 
native  settlement  pervaded  him.  It  nad  an  air  of  peace 
and  changelessness  impossible  in  a  whiteman*s  clearing; 
here  was  an  unmarred  record  of  the  world  from  the 
remotest  Then  to  Now.  Here  was  the  continuity  of 
man,  of  generation  to  generation;  immortality.  And 
to  what  end?  A  shiftless  indolence,  impotence,  decay. 
This  flicker  of  life  mocked  at  its  fire  in  himself.  Was 
the  North  inherently  so  cancelling?  His  boots  trod  the 
rich  soil  yieldingly. 

At  the  edge  of  the  aspen  grove,  Gail  felt  a  sudden 
hunger,  and  remembered  that  he  had  eaten  no  supper. 
All  the  valley  glittered,  frostily.  The  air  seemed  curi- 
ously sensitive  to  sound,  and  dry  sticks  underfoot 
crackled  inordinately  loud.  He  had  passed  half  way 
through  the  trees,  when  he  saw  a  dim  globe  of  light 
behind  a  long  white  wsJl.    It  was  more  than  a  tent; 
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CMTM  Imd  been  stretched  upon  «  .tiff  frame,  makinff 

CO  the  right  by  a  pastagewaj.  «l,o  of  duck,  to  a  Muare 
cabin  of  barked  log.  chinked  with  mo...  Standingback 
•t  a  distance  m  the  grove,  were  two  large  army  tent, 
under  fly.,  one  of  them  lighted.  The  intruder,  were  ;n 
po..e..ion  of  the  dry-farmer.»  headquarter.,  for  n.a 

The  Chyta  Exploration  Company.** 

With  a  twinge  of  anger  at  th's,  he  nerved  himself  to 
•tand  hi.  ground.  I>e.pite  the  glow  through  the  wall, 
not  a  .ound  i8.ued  from  within. 

Then  Gail  knocked  deliberately  on  the  wooden  cro.^ 
piece  of  the  white  door.  It  had  a  .hining  china  knob. 
T*  ,™**r-  «^«  »  ^oiee.  It  wa.  a  woraan».  voice. 
It.  lack  of  .urpnse  at  that  hour  of  the  night  held  Gail 
dumb  "Who  is  it?  What  do  you  want?  Where  are 
you  from?"  The  word.,  approaching  closer  to  the 
J  mb  lowered  mto  a  whisper.  They  sounded  nervous, 
apprehensive,  yet  in  no  way  timid. 

Wadly  Gail»s  heart  began  to  thump.     He  recognised 
the  dear-cut,  mellow  voice.    It  was  Clara»s. 

nr 

There  had  thrilled  him,  before  the  surging  tide  of  her 
personality,  a  sharp  sense  of  the  naked  sex  in  there 
Womanhood!  — A^r  womanhood -- dominating  the  ex- 
quisite peril  in  which  he  stood;  after  these  grueUinir, 
too-vmd  months,  the  first  hint  of  feminine  self-conscious- 
ness, of  its  oblique  resources  in  defence.  Gafl  felt  him- 
self awaking  from  a  harsh,  endless  dream,  fiUed  with  a 
reckless  and  bold  enchantment  that  dimmed  his  hirii 
resolves,  heightened  his  latent  sensibilities.  Then  a  hot- 
headed, overwhehning  hunger  seized  him,  to  burst  open 
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the  door,  declare  himself,  demand  all  of  her.    He  foo^ 
to  curb  it. 

He  clenched  his  fists,  took  a  steadying  step  backward. 
He  strove  to  realise  his  responsibilities  to  them  across 
the  river.  He  could  not  enter  until  he  knew  who  else 
was  inside,  who  might  be  stirring  in  the  tents  behind. 
If  he  hid  his  identity  a  while,  he  might  find  out  all  that 
he  wanted  —  about  the  judge's  decision,  her  stand  with 
Lamar.     Then  to  burst  in,  and  no  matter! 

He  planned  to  thicken  and  deepen  his  voice,  but  be- 
fore he  could  reply,  she  spoke  again: 
"  You're  a  whiteman?  " 
"  Yes.     From  across  the  river.** 
"From  — John?"  she  hesitated,  wistfully. 
Gail  was  taken  a-back.     "John?    Who  —  John?** 
he  stammered. 

"  Hartline,  of  course,**  she  retorted  quickly.  "  Any- 
one ought  to  know  that  he  and  his  gang  are  no  friends 
of  ours,**  she  added  with  a  guarded  asperity. 

She  had  not  recognised  him.  For  an  instant  this 
satisfaction  utterly  engrossed  Gafl. 

"I'm  from  Blackwood,  the  Marshal,"  he  proffered, 
cautiously.    "I  wait  to  see  Lamar." 

"Qo  away,  then.  We*re  hardly  anxious  about 
Blackwood,  either."  Her  tone  was  abrupt,  withering. 
It  was  the  Clara  that  he  knew! 

"He*8  lost  —  lost  his  paddles,  and  drifted  down 
river.     You  know  what  that  means  on  the  Atna.'* 

"Oh  — oh!"  There  was  pain  in  the  cry,  but  it 
chiefly  voiced  the  sex's  blind  reflex  of  nerve  before 
tragedy.  "  Mr.  Lamar  isn't  here,**  she  continued  after 
a  pause,  and  with  a  trace  of  impatience.  "  He*s  gone 
down  river,  too.  We're  all  packmg  up  to  follow.  .  .  . 
But  who  are  you?  " 
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Her  complacency  irritated  him.  But  with  the  final 
question,  she  gave  a  slight,  persuasive,  adventurous 
laugh.  Indeed,  it  was  the  old  Clara.  And  Gail  not 
answering,  she  seized  and  turned  the  door-knob.  He 
gripped  and  held  it.  Baffled,  she  only  laughed  again, 
banteringly,  and  withdrew  her  hand. 

"Aren't  you,  really,  from  the  dry-farmers?  I 
wish — **  she  subdued  her  voice,  solicitous;  ended  her 
sentence  warily  after  a  considering  pause,  "I  only 
wish  you  were  from  them." 

Gail  started,  fired  by  memories.  She  had  said  on 
the  steamer  that  only  loyalty  to  her  betrothed  had  kept 
her  from  succouring  the  dry-farmers.  There  was 
Avery's  news  that  she  was  acting  «  contrary  "  to  Lamar. 
Could  it  be  true  that  she  had  taken  her  stand  against 
him? 

«  Well,"  he  said  daringly,  « I  am." 

"  Then  you  can  tell  me,  about  whether—"  she  broke 
out,  eager,  but  again  checked  herself.  "  How  much  do 
you  know,  anyway?  "  she  whispered. 

Gail  purposely  prolonged  the  silence,  in  the  hope  of 
further  admissions  from  her.  He  thrilled,  protectively, 
to  the  double  game  she  might  be  playing  —  and  quite 
fearlessly,  if  convinced  of  its  righteous  ends,  he  knew. 

«  Are  you  alone  in  there?  "  he  asked.  "  How  many 
men  in  the  other  tents?  " 

"About  fifteen.  And  all  armed,"  she  asserted,  still 
on  her  guard.  "  Including  "— her  voice  fell  as  with 
design,  «  Mr.  Charles  Lamar." 

"You  contradict  yourself.  He's  gone  down  the 
Atna,  you  said." 

"I  know  I  do,  but— " 

Gail  felt  her  hesitation  fix  a  tie  between  them. 

"Then  you're  not   siding  with  him?"  he  quickly 
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foHowed  his  advantage,  wanning  to  the  clever  indirec- 
tion with  which  she  had  revealed  and  covered  her  atti- 
tude. 

She  did  not  answer,  but  her  silence  was  admission 
enough  for  Gail.  Burning  with  joy,  his  hands  shot  out 
toward  the  knob,  but  a  question  from  her  stayed  him. 

"If  you're  really  one  of  the  Hartlines,  and  the  Mar- 
■hals  raft  is  gone  — how  did  you  cross  the  river? »» 

"Who  else  could  I  be?  There's  only  our  two  out- 
fits within  a  hundred  miles  of  here." 

"Except  those  mountain-climbers,"  she  interposed. 
And  I  guess  they're  lost." 

Gail  strained  his  ears  to  catch  any  wave  of  defection 
m  her  tone.  But  he  discerned  none.  Why  should  there 
be,  before  a  total  stranger,  in  one  so  self-controUed? 

'  I  took  the  census-man's  boat,"  he  said.  "  And  I've 
got  to  return  it.     He'll  need  it  coming  from  Scolai 

"Ah,"  she  breathed,  as  in  satisfaction,  adding  with 
her  puzzling  iaugh,  « Oh,  no,  he  won't.  How  could 
he  get  back  from  the  Scolai  before  winter?  You  don't 
know  this  country,  do  you?  He  didn't  cross  the  Atna 
to  count  any  Siwash  noses.     I  sent  him." 

lie  letter  he  had  given  John  flashed  through  Gafl. 
No  doubt  now  about  her  stand!  He  conceived  a  new 
respect  for  the  pompous  census  man,  at  least  as  an 
actor. 

"Why  don't  you  let  me  see  you? "  she  persisted. 

For  the  fraction  of  a  second  it  pierced  Gail  that  aU 
the  time  she  knew  who  he  was;  was  playing  him  for  a 
■hqw-down.     It  would  be  like  her. 

"I'd  run  too  big  a  risk,"  evaded  GaU,  "with  Lamar 
•o  close." 

•*  Then  what  do  you  want?  "  she  harked  back. 
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Gafl  assembled  his  wits.  But  was  he  not  sure  of 
her?  «  To  find  out  the  Court's  decision,"  he  declared. 
"  About  who  gets  Torlina." 

A  prolonged  wait  followed.  Then  from  Clara,  de- 
cisivelj:  "I  don't  know  that.  Charley's  had  the 
papers  locked  here  in  his  safe.  He  knows,  but  he  won't 
teU  me.  Cur  plan  is  to  withdraw  down  river,  and  wait 
till  you  people  cross.  Can  you  figure  what  that  might 
mdicate,  whether  the  verdict's  for  or  against  John?" 

Again  — **  John." 

"That  might  mean  either  way.  But  possession  is  all 
ten  pomts  of  the  law  in  this  country.  Still,  if  the  de- 
cision IS  against  us,  why  wouldn't  you  all  stay  here?  " 

"Wait  a  minute."  Gafl  heard  her  step  back  from 
tte  door,  and  then  a  metallic  jar,  the  rustle  of  papers. 
He  held  his  breath. 

"Everything  in  here's  upside  down,"  she  whispered, 
returning.  «  But  if  you  want  to  come  in  and  look,  I 
think  the  papers  are  in  the  black  tin  box  at  the  right 
end  of  the  draughting  table.  It's  unlocked,  but  I  hadn't 
time  to  make  them  out." 

"Good!"  he  raised  his  voice  excitedly.  "I'm  com- 
mg — " 

"Sh!    Sh!"  she  murmured, 
wake  him." 

Gail's  boeom  froze. 

"Wake  — wake  whom?"  he  gasped.  Was  it  all  a 
trap? 

"  Our  surveyor,  Lindsey.     He's  sleeping  in  here  " 
"What's  John  Hartline  to  you?"  Gail  demanded, 
fiercely,  grasping  at  a  straw. 

"  You,  one  of  the  dry-farmers,  don't  know?  "  ghe  re- 
torted, half-morkingly.  "  Still,  John  always  was  too 
cautious,  or  ashamed  of  me  lately.     I  thought  he'd 
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be  coming  back  with  Avery,  after  mj  message  was  de 
livered.  We  could  have  met  like  this,  perhaps  for  the 
last  tmie."  Her  voice  trembled  with  feeling.  Gail 
could  not  believe  his  ears.  «  You  see,  it»s  safe  enough. 
I  stayed  up  after  packing,  and  then  when  the  dogs 
howled,  I  thought  of  course  he'd  come,  considerinir  he 
M  my— »»    Her  voice  caught. 

A  blaze  of  understanding  lighted  Gail»s  eyes.    For 
quite  a  minute  he  could  not  speak. 

«  Brother?  "  he  muttered.     "  You  —  John's  sister?  " 
Why,  yes  —  of  course.     I  only  found  him  this  sum- 
mer.    But  get  away.     Look  out  for  yourself.     Some- 
one scommg.     It's  Charley.     He's  awake,  and  must 
have  heard  us.     He  can't  find  us  here  together." 

Gafl  gripped  his  overturned  senses.  This,  then,  was 
John  Harthne's  tragedy!  Clear  now  was  aU  his  sup- 
pressed  fervour,  his  irresolution  to  strike  at  the  enemy^ 
shielded,  perhaps,  by  his  own  kin. 

*i,^v*^  5i?*'*i'*r'",  **'""''  '*"«^*  ^y  *^«  Pa»"on»  of 
the  Nor«i,  m  the  bond  of  loyalty  to  Lamar  on  one  side, 

to  her  flesh  and  blood  on  the  other.     Ever  steadfast. 

according  to  her  nobler  lights.     He  would  trust  her. 

Gail  heard  footsteps,  both  advancing  and  retreating 

along  the  passageway.     No^  a  word  was  uttered  as  thev 

Phil!  '  and  there  was  a  wiry,  flexible  creaking,  as  of 
bed-spriBgs.  ° 

Had  she  gone,  had  he  lost  aU  chance  to  behold,  to 
claim  her?  Hardly  knowing  what  he  did,  Gail  wrenched 
tfte  white  knob,  flung  open  the  door,  and  strode  into  the 
canvas  house. 
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At  once,  the  light  quite  blinded  him.  Gradually,  in  the 
astoniahed  silence  of  two  pain  of  eyea,  of  two  human 
forms,  Gail  discerned  a  long  table  covered  with  blue- 
prints, brass  instruments,  leather  cases.  It  rose  from 
«  disorder  of  open  boxes,  valises,  khaki  clothing,  fire- 
arms leaning  against  the  waDs,  collapsible  camp-chairs. 
In  its  middle,  a  glass  lamp  with  roses  painted  on  the 
shade  cast  its  light  on  a  square,  japanned  box  with  a 
handle  in  the  top.  Matting  covered  the  board  floor. 
It  was  all  like  a  city  office;  it  had  an  air  of  settled  im- 
portance, which  after  Gail's  stem  existence  in  the  opens 
cowed  and  dazed  him. 

Not  Lamar,  but  Lindsey,  the  secretary,  standing  on 
the  far  side  of  the  table,  first  fixed  Gail's  sight  over  the 
lamp.  Its  glow  struck  upward  upon  the  lines  and 
shadows  of  an  angular,  palish  face,  large  eyes  behind 
thin  ^ases  fixed  to  a  thread  of  gold  chain,  a  head  al- 
most bald,  a  countenance  that  seemed  hollow  and  as- 
cetic. But  though  Alaska  had  not  even  tanned  him,  the 
cords  of  his  young  neck,  vanishing  into  a  brown  sweater 
goed  with  a  blue  "S,»  showed  a  lithe  muscularity. 
He  had  just  risen  from  the  blankets  of  the  woven  wire 
cot  behind  him.  Yawning,  he  lit  the  calabash  pipe  in 
his  hand,  deferred  a  self-eff'acing  glance  toward  Lamar, 
ftnd  picking  up  a  pair  uf  dividers,  leaned  over  one  of 
the  blue-prints. 
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**  You  want  to  see  me?  How  did  you  get  in  hpreP  ** 
came  in  a  thick  early-morning  huskiness  from  Gall»|  jeh. 
Lamar's  stocky  bulk  seemed  squeezed  into  the  home-made 
easy-chair  that  was  backed  with  a  strip  of  duck.  He 
was  a  strong  man  with  red,  bristling  hair,  a  bulbous 
nose,  and  dressed  in  blue  serge.  He  was  big,  but  not 
beefy. 

"  I'm  back  from  Mt.  Lincoln,"  Gafl  managed  to  enun- 
ciate.    "I  hear  people  thought  we  were   lost."    He 
wanted,  by  startling  the  man,  to  extend  the  pause,  in 
order  to  study  him.     His  stoutness  was  the  sort  that  is 
all  fibre;  his  redness  insisted  vitality.     Puttees  cased 
his  well-shaped  yet  piano  legs,  and  a  snake-skin  belt  cut 
a  furrow  into  his  trim  but  protruding  stomach.     The 
head  of  shoe-brush  hair  was  square,  all  but  flat  on  top. 
The  North  had  burned  and  mottled  his  fuU  cheeks,  had 
shrunk  to  mere  embossed  scars  what  surely  had  been 
purses  under  his  acute  greenish  eyes.     These,  and  his 
air  of  aggression  held  in  reserve,  more  than  the  colour 
of  his  hair,  gave  the  lie  to  a  Hebrew  aspect  inherent  in 
-  his  nose  and  bulk.     GaU  judged  that  while  vanity,  even 
•elf-mdulgence,  might  claim  him  in  civilisation,  his  phy- 
sique enabled  him  to  forgo  them  easily  in  Alaska,  and 
revel  in  its  arduous  life. 

••With  Snowden's  son  — John  T.'s  boy,  eh?"  he 
■aid,  eyeing  the  matting,  in  a  tone  that  evinced  pride 
in  the  acquaintanceship.  «  Bob's  always  been  a  credit 
to  the  old  man,"  he  added  with  ironic  candour.  A  sort 
of  cat-that-swallowed-the-canary  smile  crept  over  his 
face,  as  he  glanced  up  toward  his  clerk,  Lindsey. 

•*  Yes,"  asserted  GaU.  But  he  felt  tongue-tied,  too 
aware  of  the  fresh  wound  on  his  temple. 

"  What  in  thunder  is  a  man  like  you  up  to  such  fool- 
ishness for?  "  exclaimed  Lamar  with  sudden  emphasis. 
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after  scrutinising  him  narrowly.  He  settl-d  himself  in 
the  chair  with  a  hulking  movement.  Gail  noted  that 
neither  what  had  become  of  Bob,  or  whether  they  had 
reached  the  summit  of  the  mountain,  appeared  to  inter- 
est him. 

"He  died,  and  I  went  on  to  the  top  alone,"  declared 
Gail,  with  an  impulsive  idea  that  Lamar  was  the  sort 
whose  confidence  an  easy  frankness  would  win. 

Lindsey  started  and  dropped  his  compasses;  but 
Lamar  only  concentrated  his  gaze.  "Accident  of 
course?"  he  asked  bluntly.  «I  hope  you'll  convince 
this  Marshal  of  ours  so."  He  paused.  "If  you  can't, 
come  to  me.  That  boy'd  never  amount  to  anything  in 
this  country.  He  was  no  good,  anyhow.  I  guess  John 
T.  can  be  let  down  easy." 

His  brutality  was  revolting.  And  he  showed  neither 
awe  nor  increduUty  over  Gail's  feat.  In  simple  loyalty 
to  Bob,  Gail  stirred  to  protest  his  disgust.  But  he  only 
said,  with  a  grim  ease: 

"I've  seen  Blackwood.  He  called  me  a  murderer." 
Gail  s  muscles  set  automatically. 

"  Did  he?  "  snorted  Lamar,  whether  threateningly,  or 
in  contempt  for  Blackwood's  opinion,  Gail  could  not 
make  out. 

« l^""^  *  '°*  "^^  ""^  *^**  ''"'"  «ieclared  Gail,  aroused. 

The  Marshal's  just  lost  his  paddles,  and  drifted  down 
nver  on  Vinegar  Bill's  raft" 

He  expected  to  move  the  man,  at  least;  but  not  even 
surprise  shadowed  his  ruddy  face.  He  only  opened  his 
mouth  upon  GaU,  uttered  a  dry  chuckle,  and  slapped 
his  knee. 

"  That'll  save  us  a  dollar  or  two,  hey,  Phil? "  he 
asked  geniaUy  of  Lindsey.  An  added  loathing  filled 
GaiL     The    secreUry    forced    a   wan    smile,   hunched 
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Jut  ahouldew,  with  the  hint  of  a  shudder,  and  without 
looking  up  from  his  drawings,  put  in 

"But  you  weren't  going  to  pay  him  that  last  hoM-up. 
anyhow."  *^* 

*•  I  wasn't.  But  I  was  thinking  of  future  « touches,* 
•o  long  as  we  have  a  soft-mouth  like  him  in  the  country,»» 
said  I^ar  with  sly  seriousness.  «  Yet  it  is  a  hard  end 
If  he  drowns,  though  his  getting  his  job  of  me  was  the 
only  case  of  these  time-serving  Alaskans  pulling  the 
wool  over  my  eyes.  And  he  made  a  good  deal  with  those 
cartridges  of  HartUne»s,  buying  off  Guiteau."  He 
turned  to  Gail.  "Now  there's  the  man  this  country 
needs,  if  you  could  start  him  right.  He  sees  things 
reasonably,  Tom  Guiteau  does." 

"  But  it  was  Tom  that  showed  up  Blackwood  to  Hart- 
hne, '  broke  out  Gail,  angered.  «  The  Marshal  knew 
aU  right  you'd  thrown  him,  and  tried  to  warm  up  to  the 
dry-farmers.  They  made  it  pretty  hot  for  him.  And 
he  was  tiie  cur  returning  to  his  vomit,  when  I  got  him  in 
the  middle  of  the  Atna  and  took  away  his  paddles." 

GaH  checked  himself  with  a  flush  of  fear.  His  in- 
dignation at  Lamar's  caUousness  had  driven  his  native 
honesty  too  far.  He  was  giving  away  his  game,  reck- 
lessly, as  John  had  said  that  Ireson  would.  The  mag- 
nate lurched  forward  at  him  with  a  twitch  of  his  wide 
mouth.  Gail  tightened  his  fingers,  and  waited  with  a 
sinking  heart  for  him  to  speak. 

"They  called  any  bluff  of  Blackwood's,  eh?  I 
thought  so,"  he  said  with  a  covert  shrewdness;  then, 
harshly,  «  You're  one  of  the  Hartlines?  » 

"  Yes."  Gail's  jaw  set,  meeting  the  challenge.  "  I 
crossed  in  the  old  census-taker's  boat." 

"And  lied  to  me  about  young  Snowden."  Lamar 
had  started  uncomfortably  at  the  reference  to  Avery, 
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"Wen,  youVe  got  an  easy  welcome  here  — so  far. 
We  didn't  expect  any  of  you  over  till  our  lesal  ofBeer 
got  back.'* 

There  was  a  silence.  Lamar's  out-thrust  features  re- 
mained immobile,  fixed  upon  GaO.  But  his  small  eyes 
contracted,  and  GaU  braced  himself  to  such  a  penetra- 
tive searching  of  his  whole  being  as  life  had  never  be- 
fore inflicted. 

At  least,  the  magnate  was  not  wondering  whether 
Vmegar  BiU  had  floated  away  with  Blackwood,  nor 
could  he  guess  how  Jonesy's  end  had  heightened  the  en- 
cotmter  in  mid-river. 

Gail  wrestled  with  his  fury  at  the  charge  of  lying. 
Lindsey  coughed  with  a  modest  ostentation. 
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"  So  you  men  think  that  you  can  open  up  Alaska,  do 
you?"  * 

Lamar  wiped  a  big  hand  across  his  face,  and  settled 
back  in  the  chair.  Abruptly  his  manner  changed.  He 
did  not  question  the  motives  of  GaU's  visit.  He  ceased 
to  bristle.     He  spoke  defensively. 

"  Now  you  listen  to  me,  young  man." 
Tom's  temptation  and  yielding  flashed  through  Gail. 
Did  Lamar  think  that  he  had  another  mark? 

He  began  to  argue,  in  an  even,  cheery  voice  at  first. 
He  had  to  have  this  Torlina  townsite,  or  the  thou- 
sands of  dollars  that  his  backers  had  paid  for  copper 
claims,  for  railroad  surveys,  for  coal  leases,  was  thrown 
•t-ay.  Otherwise  he  would  be  cheating  them.  They 
had  taken  his  word.     This  admitted  of  no  question. 

He,  personally,  didn't  care  who  owned  the  place,  or 
for  his  own  success  in  winning  It  He  was  only  tb« 
agent  of  a  power  behind  him,  back  East.    But  this'force 
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WM  money,  organised  and  world-wide,  magnificent  Iti 
works  were  the  measure  of  civilisation.  It  was  futile 
for  anyone  to  oppose  it ;  for  anything  to  stem  it  was  as 
hopeless  as  "  to  shove  over  Mt.  Lincob."  Why,  Alaska, 
so  important  in  the  eyes  of  these  prospectors,  was  but 
a  passing  incident,  a  straw  in  the  grip  of  that  power; 
they  who  wielded  it  were  hardly  aware  of  Alaska's  exist- 
ence. The  development  of  the  North  was  the  work  of 
their  left  hand,  a  charity,  a  favour  to  the  nation.  It 
involved  evil,  even  suiFering,  of  course.  The  travail  of 
wealth  always  must. 

He  was  plausible  and  fair.  His  tone  was  neither  oily 
nor  presumptuous.     He  was  persuasive. 

Gail  listened,  absorbed,  a  bit  bewildered.  He  had 
never  before  confronted  such  a  man ;  one  of  those  strong, 
sleeky  beings,  upon  whom  converged  the  dreams  and 
mortifications  alike  of  that  multitude  on  First  Avenue, 
Seattle.  He  was  the  focus  of  that  proud,  relentless 
city.  He  was  the  key,  both  there  and  in  Alaska,  to 
all  the  panorama  of  living  that  had  stirred  Gail  to  love, 
to  pity,  and  to  hate,  since  his  release  from  Lena.  La- 
mar should  be  its  explanation. 

"My  boy.  I  see  these  things  through  this  man 
Hartline's  eyes,  as  well  as  you  do,"  he  said.  "  No  one 
could  sympathise  with  his  partners  more  strongly  than 
I  do.  And  I*m  no  more  to  blame  for  wiping  them  out 
than  you  are.  So  what's  the  good  of  resistence?  '*  He 
spoke  with  resignation,  as  if  humbly  bending  to  powers 
and  abilities  far  greater  than  his  own.  He  expressed 
a  sincere  pity. 

And  his  body  seemed  to  exhale  these  forces  which  he 
cited.     Gail  found  himself  trying  to  gauge  them. 

Men  like  the  dry-farmers  could  never  inherit  the 
North.    It  was  the  dominion  of  great  capital.     But  this 
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WM  no  more  than  Tom  had  laid.  Lamar  lecmcd  only 
to  top  hia  truths  at  a  deeper  fource,  and  expreu  them 
without  Tom's  scathing  lightness. 

But  he  uttered  not  a  word  as  to  right.  He  did  not 
once  mention  justice.  And  gradually  his  voice  began 
to  lose  its  geniality.  A  cold  hardness  crept  into  it. 
Slowly  his  kindly  ease  evaporated.  Gail  thought  of  the 
indifference  which  he  had  evinced  toward  Bob  and  Black- 
wood. The  man  had  been  oblivious  of  that.  There 
was  something  at  bottom  cruel.  .  .  . 

Gail's  eyes  wandered  to  a  round  nickel  shaving  mirror, 
fixed  to  a  wooden  rib  of  the  tent  over  Lamar's  head. 
Then  to  the  tin  box  on  the  right  of  the  lamp ;  to  Lindsey, 
glancing  upward  now  and  then,  with  the  look  of  a  con- 
firming, faltering  disciple.  Gail  could  see  his  own  dark 
features  and  their  slant  eyebrows  in  the  looking-glass. 
**  As  for  my  own  stake,  I'm  only  looking  to  the  fu- 
ture," said  Lamar.  « I  have  my  kids  to  provide  for, 
the  same  as  you  boys.  And  I  believe  in  the  survival  of 
them  that  do  survive." 

True !  Clara  had  said  he  was  "  a  man,  too,"  though 
toe  copper  trust  was  his  God.  And  Gail  thought: 
"  If  this  capable  vitality  of  his  were  only  wielded  for 
the  good  of  men  like  the  dry-farmers!  Could  they  but 
command  such  forces  as  backed  Lamar  —  for  the  right. 
Might  a  man  of  his  primitive  power  be  enlisted  in  the 
just  conquest  of  the  Youngest  Worid !  Why  must  so 
dominant  a  spirit  be  in  league  with  evil?  " 

Then  Lamar  began  to  talk  about  the  Government's 
hand  in  his  affairs.  He  praised  it,  patronisingly.  But 
often  it  had  hypocritically  opposed  him.  He  had  out- 
witted it,  and  Washington  had  shrivelled  before  the  di- 
vinities behind  him.  He  told  how  he  had  "  managed  " 
courts,  appointed  deputies.     He  boasted. 
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All  this  was  the  might  which  had  degraded  Tom, 
the  hot-headed,  defiant,  independent;  and  indirectly, 
through  the  craven  Blackwood.  That  somehow  was  a 
measure  of  Lamar's  power.  It  was  appalling  —  in- 
fernal .  .  .  Something  sinister,  noxious,  lurked  in  the 
air  of  the  tent.  Now  and  then  he  broke  his  overbearing 
monotone  with  a  desolating  laugh.  It  resounded, 
throaty  —  brutal  His  thick  face  set;  his  small  eyes 
sharpened,  snapping  with  suspicion.  Gail's  heart  sick- 
ened.    Never  had  such  a  ferment  gulfed  him. 

He  pulled  himself  together  with  the  reflection :  "  Does 
he  think  that  he's  carrying  me  with  him?  .  .  .  Why, 
he's  only  hanging  himself!" 

Gail  pictured  him  in  a  Seattle  sky-scraper,  or  back 
East,  commanding  from  a  leather  chair,  amid  brass 
and  mahogany.  He  saw  those  stooping,  hairy  youths 
across  the  river,  reading  their  letters  from  home  in  the 
firelight,  hurling  them  into  the  embers  at  Ireson's  chal- 
lenge. He  saw  Mease  passing  about  his  photograph 
of  the  tired  wife  in  black  alpaca.  ...  All  their  four 
years  of  struggle  and  privation  —  their  toil,  their  lies 
mailed  home.  That  four  years  of  faith  and  suffering 
in  Kingdom.  ... 

But  Lamar  was  right.  AU  that  he  taid  teat  true. 
And  it  was  this  truth  that  moved  Gail  to  a  bitter  and 
consuming  hate.  .  .  .  Lamar  blocked  the  enduring  life 
of  others.     And  Bob  had  decreed  when  to  kill.  .  .  . 

But  the  big,  red  man  here  was  only  the  tool  of  the 
juggernaut,  of  that  distant,  inexorable  force  which  Gail 
felt  throbbing  through  the  tent,  which  had  ruined  Hart- 
line  and  the  boys,  degraded  Blackwood,  Twn.  .  .  . 
Only  the  cat's  paw,  the  instrument.  Yet  without  him, 
the  juggernaut  was  powerless ;  its  heart  would  be  dead; 
its  corroding  poison  words  and  water.    Without  him, 
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that  cancer  which  had  destroyed  pioneering,  whicn  was 
eatang  through  the  Youngest  World,  wafpulp    . 
Without  his  strong  body  sitting  there,  likeV  ca^e^' 
man  that  he  was,  defying  Life,  and  aU  the  Future.  .  .  . 

with   a  To      r  T  *^*''*  °^''  ^^"?  "  «°<^^d  Lamar, 
want?"      ^^  ^^*™««-     "What  do  you   men 

It  was  all  unreal.     Gail  was  not  in  Alaska.     He  was 
standing  somewhere  in  a  dream. 

th!wT^''    ^''^'^•"   ^'   ^"'^^   °»*    ^«"%-     "For 
their  starving  wives  and  kids." 

The  room  of  canvas  danced  around  him.     The  blue 
mapMhe  lamp  with  the  painted  roses,  swam  in  hil  eyel! 

"We  dTn^r"'  r'   P"'''"   «^"^^^   *h^   -"^g^^te. 
S,v\         «^^^°"'*  *^*y  ^"  *^«  =°"nt'y.  even  to 

to  cwne  from  /ar  away. 

Gail  controlled  himself.     He  felt  that  he  shouted,  yet 
HalMlT      **!'  ""*  "^"'°"*  *  ^—     "Only    hi 
packed  m  cartridges  for  the  ones  you  stole,  bv  that 
mountam^Ii^be^     trail.     The   twenty   of     hem'llt 
over  here  by  daylight,  unless— "  ""    oe 

Lamar's  self-possession  was  perfect.     His  iraze  did 

iTs  Tsh^w"'-  7t"  "^'^^ "  ^^  -^»  -^/  "  U- 

bro„;f,J  •  T  ^°"  ^'  ^"'*''  ^*"^^^°°  ^^^^  Blackwood 
brought  into  camp  last  night?  " 

WeU,  they  wont  tod  m.  here,"  he  laughed  drUv. 
^^'Z:^l^,^,f^'  -"■•-     ^''-  P">-"«  o^ 

t."t«r.ffli  """"*''  •*""*  '•"'"  '^™'  — «> 

"ThedecirioD?    Ye.."    U™r  .poke  gloonul,,  in  . 
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hushed  voice.  Gail's  heart  leaped.  For  an  instant  he 
believed.  Was  not  this  in  line  with  what  Clara  had 
revealed? 

"  Man  —  what's  the  matter  with  jou?  "  were  the  next 
words  that  Gail  heard.  "  You're  as  white  as  these  walls. 
.  .  .  Have  some  coffee?  .  .  .  Lindsey,  go  and  tell  them 
in  the  tents." 

He  saw  the  lean  secretary  edge  around  the  table,  dis- 
appear down  the  canvas-covered  tunnel.  .  .  .  Clara! 
Would  she  return? 

"  I  guess  I'd  better  wake  the  boys,  too,"  said  Lamar. 
"  To  finish  this  packing.     It's  ahnost  daylight." 

He  arose  and  strode  past  Gail,  ignoringly,  with  a 
brusque,  intent  heaviness,  leaving  him  alone. 

Surely  the  Indians  owned  other  rafts.  Out  of  there, 
across  the  river  with  his  news !  He  had  succeeded,  and 
without  a  fight.  .  .  .  Yet  he  could  not  stir  a  muscle. 
He  had  not  begun  to  win  his  consuming  purpose.  Not 
even  seen  Clara!  He  stared  around  the  tent,  and  his 
eyes  fell  on  the  tin  box.  Suppose  that  Lamar  had  lied 
to  him?  Gail  thought  of  the  man's  long,  studied  speech, 
and  his  gorge  rose  again.  No.  The  two  things  did 
not  match:  Lamar's  withering  assurance,  and  this 
favourable  verdict  —  this  haste  in  breaking  camp.  He 
had  been  tricked. 

Gail  tiptoed  over  to  the  japanned  box,  and  raised  the 
cover.  Right  on  top,  unfolded,  face  up,  with  its  red 
seal  and  dark  green  typewriting  full  in  the  lamp-light, 
lay  the  judge's  words.  He  devoured  the  heavy,  guarded 
sentences.  Slowly  they  sank  into  his  brain.  .  .  . 
Lamar  had  told  the  truth. 

He  stared,  bewildered,  fascinated,  at  the  blunt  and 
potent  page.  It  was  unbelievable.  Surely  there  was  a 
retraction,  a  qualification,  somewhere.     He  lifted  the 


CLARA 


269 


document,  turned  it  over  to  look  on  the  other  side.     And 

TL      7^  '***  "'''^"  '\''*'  undemeafh  it,  caught  his 
eyes.     The  paper  was  the  same,  but  the  writing  was 

fh?  !  '-'"v**  flourishing  hand  with  purple  ink -and 
the  straight  words  lashed  him: 

session  on  his  old  homestead  d^s     iS^l    t  t      '?'''*""«  ^- 

Yours,  etc., 

DOXBUOK— "J." 

Gail»8  jaws  ground  together.  So  that  was  the 
treachery!  The  despoiling  juggernaut  speaking  from 
headquarters!  He  felt  the  skin  upon  his  temples 
pucker,  and  aU  his  pulses  start  to  pound.  The  cynic 
shamelessness  of  the  quoted  «  Judge! »  Gail  beheld  his 
haggard  face  in  the  little  shaving  mirror,  his  high, 
flanung  cheekbones,  the  black  hollows  of  his  eyes 

iCl  l^ir*^  *^^  PfPf""'  «™°'PJ«'J  »t  into  his  pocket. 
VA  **i"  """"^^d  ^or  John  to  hit  the  Valdez  trail 
ahead  of  ttiem.  No  wonder  Lamar  was  pulling  out; 
not  down  the  mer,  of  course;  that  was  a  blind,  but  cut 
to  the  court,  smce  the  forty-eight  hours  were  long  po.t. 
It  must  be  a  race. 

nJ^Tv.  ''*i*  Tt^°^  '*~"^  ^^"^  ^i™'  approaching, 
on  the  boards  of  the  passageway.  It  ceased  abruptly. 
Gail  was  conscious  of  a  human  presence,  and  his  heart 
■eemed  to  crowd  into  his  throat  StiU  staring  into  the 
nuiTor,  he  cau^t  sight  over  his  left  shoulder  of  Clara's 
Hard,  bright  animal  eyes,  her  oval  face,  dark  with 
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health,  but  strangelj  lined.  Wisps  of  vapour  floated 
across  it.  She  carried  a  steaming  coffee-pot  He  felt 
a  dissolving,  overpowering  passion.  Now  —  or  never 
—  for  his  destiny.  .  .  . 

Transfixed,  Gail  murmured  her  name.  Again,  and 
once  more,  "  Clara  —  Clara ! " 
"Gabriel!  .  .  .  Save  us.  .  .  .*» 
The  face  had  gone.  Light  steps  pattered,  receding 
down  the  canvas  tunnel.  Gail's  hand  was  still  on  the 
open  cover  of  the  box.  She  had  come  to  warn  him. 
He  blessed  her.  And  their  eyes  had  met.  She  knew 
that  he  was  here,  alive  and  well.  Enough,  for  the  mo- 
ment!    No  power  now  could  keep  them  apart 

Gail  dropped  the  tin  cover,  but  its  snap-to  was 
drowned  by  a  cry  and  a  crash  in  the  pa-sage.  A 
thumping  of  heavy  footsteps,  a  roar — "  You  hound  of 
hell!"— and  a  fist  blow  from  behind,  in  the  small  of 
Gail's  neck,  tumbled  him  forward  headlong  upon  the 
matting.  He  struggled  to  rise,  against  lunging  arms, 
against  a  satanic  red  face,  and  the  wiry,  fire-eyed  Lind- 
sey.  He  was  gaining  his  feet,  loosening  the  thickset 
fingers  from  his  throat,  when,  with  redoubled  oaths,  the 
men  pinioned  both  his  fists.  At  first  he  had  struck 
back  frenziedly,  goaded  to  fury  by  the  touch  of  their 
flesh,  with  a  lustful  joy  in  the  fight;  but  soon,  having 
such  odds  against  him,  Gail  saw  the  folly  of  inviting  a 
knock-out  or  maiming  that  would  keep  him  from  reach- 
ing the  river. 

He  stalled ;  and  for  a  second  Lamar's  gross,  fiendish 
jowls,  his  hot  and  spluttering  lips,  wavered  distorted. 
With  a  flash  Gail  read  the  pair's  purpose  to  bind  and 
keep  him  a  prisoner.  He  braced  every  sinew  in  his 
frame,  thrust  the  last  atom  of  his  strength  into  a  mad 
break  for  freedom.    And  thinking  that  Gail  had  yielded, 
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their  grip  had  weakened.  He  slid  through  it,  struggled 
past  them,  flung  himself  down  the  canvas  tunnel.  He 
kicked  the  coffee-pot  that  they  had  knocked  from 
Clara's  hands.  To  the  left,  an  opening  led  toward 
the  two  tents.  But  it  was  filled  with  moving,  shouting 
forms  aroused  by  the  scuffle.  So  trapped,  Gail  plunged 
straight  ahead,  and  threw  his  body  against  the  heavy 
door  of  the  dry-farmers*  cabin. 

It  gave  with  him.  He  fell  into  darkness,  stumbled 
over  a  big  open  box,  and  hurled  the  timbers  of  the 
door  closed  upon  the  stampeding  footsteps.  Grop- 
ing, his  fingers  closed  on  an  iron  bolt  above  the  wooden 
latch.     He  shot  the  bolt  to  safely. 

nx 

Gail  caught  his  panting  breath.  Outside,  silence 
succeeded  the  shuffling  of  feet.  A  single  fist  banged 
upon  the  boards,  as  if  testing  his  security.  Then  Lind- 
sey*8  high,  precise  voice: 

"  It  was  she  that  told  him  where  those  papers  were, 
through-  the  door  before  he  came  in.  I  had  no  chance 
to  warn  you  before.  They  thought  I  was  asleep,  and 
I  was  at  first," 

Lamar  broke  into  vile,  burly  oaths  at  his  reticence. 
"And  damn  her!  That's  the  last  I  stomach.  Ill  fix 
the  woman.     Now,  you  keep  her  off  while  we  hold  him." 

All  hope,  everything,  was  lost.  His  manhood  was 
defeated,  his  life  —  blasted.  Despair  and  darkness 
welled  through  his  soul,  numbing  even  his  fury.  At  the 
moment  of  victory,  he,  too,  had  failed,  like  Bob  and  all 
the  rest. 

Yet  had  he?  In  the  depths  of  his  being,  gleamed 
one  faint,  cheering  light.  The  North  had  been  the 
touchstcme    of    his    prayers,    and    transformed    her; 
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through  John  or  not,  no  matter;  the  land  had  won 
her  from  Lamar,  won  her  fire  and  her  conscience  for 
justice  and  the  right,  for  him.  And  some  day  the  right 
must  triumph,  irresistioly,  inevitably,  however  far  from 
her  he  should  be,  or  dead  his  aching  heart.  Only 
bhndly  he  gritted  his  teeth  to  shield  her  now  from  the 
menace  of  that  brute. 

He  heard  the  men  withdraw  toward  the  army  tenU 
with  vindictive  mutters,  and  understood  why  they  did 
not  force  an  entrance.  Trapped  and  guarded  in  the 
ca,'in,  he  was  as  good  as  bound  hand  and  foot  from 
warning  his  partners  —  while  Lamar  hit  the  Valdez 
trail. 

Gail  stared  around  the  darkness  of  his  prison.    Dimly 
he  began  to  make  out  its  store  of  truck:  axe-handles 
and  pick-heads,  upturned  sleds  and  travoys  with  rusty 
runners;  a  gasolene  engine,  sawbuck  saddles,  broken 
bales  of  hay,  and  the  large  whitish  skins  of  lynxes  dan- 
ghng  from  the  roof.     There  was  a  smell  of  tar,  of  dried 
animal  tissue  and  soil  decayed  in  darkness.     The  day 
was  dawnmg.    A  crowbar  leaned  against  the  logs  op- 
posite the  door,  and,  high  above  it,  GaU  saw  a  small 
window  barred  with  iron  rods.     Through  them  ffltered 
a  sick,  slaty  glow,  and  his  eyes  feU  on  the  open  box  that 
he  had  tnpped  over.     It  held  sawdust,  through  which 
rfiowed  thin  ribs  of  the  same  stuff,  but  agglutinated. 
He  picked  one  out,  a  stick  of  dynamite  such  as  long 
ago  he  had  used  at  work  on  the  Sequahnie  flume. 
This  was  likely  dangerously  old.    A  sudden  wonder  at 
why  a  moment  before  it  had  not  obliterated  him  with  a 
roar  and  blankness,  was  blackened  by  a  hideous  thought. 
Why  not  end  all  so,  at  once?    More  squarely  than 
Jonesy    hfe  had  downed  him.    Perhaps  such  was  the 
death  that  Bob  and  old  Lincoln  ordained  when  charity 
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did  not  avail.    Hi.  toward  the  dry-farmer.  had  not 
.  .  .One  harder  kick.  .  .  .  With  flaring  eyes,  Gafl 
rawed  a  foot  above  the  sawdust  drum-sticks:  fate  was  in 
league  with  them. 
Then  he  laughed,  and  heartily. 
No!    His  forehead  and  hands  grew  slimy  and  cold 
with  sweat.     Yet  no  thought  of  right  or  wrong,  of  life 
as  a  sacred  trust,  had  withheld  him.     The  idea  of  sui- 
cide was  the  pole  most  opposite  to  his  whole  creed  of 
being     Survival  —  indeed  by  brutish,  despoiling  forces 
-but  survival  of  the  stronger  self,  for  his  undying 
ends,  was  the  axiom  of  aU  Gail's  striving.     Self-murder 
was  the  one  outlawed  act.     He  told  himself  that  he 
had  not  been  tempted;  that  his  saving  laugh  had  been 
stirred  by  the  sardonic  hindsight  that  he  had  not  fought 
Lamar  and  Lindsey,  as  aH  his  brain  and  libres  cried  out 
tnat  He  should  have  dene,  even  been  killed  by  their 
heelers.    That  were  better  than  this  impotence. 

Stanng  at  the  box,  Gail  saw  beside  it  a  smaU  paste- 
board of  detonators.  A  thought  entered  him,  routing 
this  despicable  pondering.  Hungry  and  exhausted  as 
he  was,  he  smiled  up  at  the  grated  window;  and  the  idea 

with  the  flabby-throated  "  qua-ook!  qua-ook!  "of  ra- 
vens swmging  outside.     This  dynamite  was  Hartline's; 
Lamar  could  not  know  of  its  existence.     WeU,  even 
If  the  boys  had  no  way  to  cross  the  Atna  and  hear  of 
that  Judge  s  infamy    at  lea.t  Gail  might  signal  that 
he  was  in  the  thick  of  their  battle.     And  perhaps  escape 
to  the  river  in  the  smoke  and  uproar.     Anyway,  this 
was  the  last  chance.     He  thrilled  to  it.    He  pHed  three 
empty  condensed  milk  crates  under  the  window,  mounted 
them,  bfted  the  crowbar,  and  set  to  work  upon  the  iron 
rods. 
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He  muffled  both  with  sacking,  to  smother  lound  whilt 
he  WM  prying.  This  he  did  slowly,  warily;  and  the 
bars  were  fixed  in  as  if  welded  to  the  logs.  He  heard 
the  furtive  tread  of  those  who  guarded  him  outside  the 
cabin;  an  axe  chopping;  the  jangle  of  horse-bells  and 
clink  of  hobbles,  as  the  men  with  deep,  urging  voices 
rounded  up  the  packtrain.  He  worked,  as  he  had  not 
since  buried  by  the  snowslide  with  Bob,  until  >weat  and 
blood  ran  down  from  his  cut.  It  was  an  endless  job. 
He  felt  faint,  certain  that  he  was  too  late,  when  finally, 
unnoticed,  he  had  bent  the  laft  rods  inward,  and  the  flat 
was  blazing  in  the  September  sunlight.  Through  the 
grove  he  could  see  Attalota's  cabin,  where  Vinegar  Bill 
had  gone.  But  he  still  heard  the  fitful  clang  of  bells, 
as  from  a  waiting  packtrain.  Why  had  it  not  started? 
What  was  the  delay? 

He  jumped  down,  fitted  caps  to  three  of  the  sticks 
from  the  box,  hurled  them  through  the  window.  There 
was  a  deafening  reverberation,  an  upheaval;  and  Gail 
chnibed  nimbly  through  the  sudden  darkening  oblong 
of  dust,  dropping  down  the  logs.  His  feet  squared 
upon  the  ground  in  the  brief  instant  of  ensuing  silence. 
Then,  as  he  started  running  toward  the  river,  through 
the  cloud  yellowed  by  the  sun,  the  tumult  arose;  first 
in  a  burst  of  howling  from  the  dogs,  like  a  pack  of  prod- 
ded wolves,  and  the  pursuit  was  on.  Cries  and  curses, 
the  beat  of  footsteps,  swelled  behind  him.  As  he 
emerged  into  the  open  flat,  he  saw  the  wolf-dogs,  scent- 
ing a  forage  after  devastation,  tearing  about  the  swale, 
white  and  grey  flashes  close  to  the  ground ;  and  in  their 
van,  through  the  drifting  dust,  the  running  forms  of 
Siwashes  from  the  startled  settlement.  They  were  now 
his  one  hope,  to  mingle  with  them  for  cover,  to  lose  him- 
self in  the  brush  along  shore.     The  yelling  gang  was 
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doting  in.  A  shot  rang  out,  and  the  taung  of  a  bul- 
let whipped  paat  GaiFa  head.  He  was  opposite  Atta- 
lota»s  cabin,  in  a  Hngering  eddy  of  smoke.  Vith  a  sud- 
den impulse,  he  dodged  aside  and  plungw*  *gainst  the 
door.  A  rotten  thong  snapped,  and  he  was  inside,  un- 
der  the  half-darkness  of  the  sagging  ridge-pole. 

He  saw  no  one  at  first,  as  he  softly  refastened  the 
rawhide  latch.     At  least  Vinegar  was  not  there,  and  his 
heart  rose,  hearing  also  his  pursuers  sweep  on  past, 
and  their  cries  sink  toward  the  Atna.    Then  his  swim- 
ming head  grew  aware  of  a  surrounding  squalor;  of 
rotting  fish,  tvnd  the  decay  nf  innumerable,  aged  gar- 
ments.    The  grimy  logs  were  hung  with  the  jetsam  '>f 
ij  J^**!™"**  *  museum  of  the  savage's  childishness: 
old  flint  locks,  stubby  Russian  guns  with  bulging  stocl.s, 
curved  and  inhud  with  tarnished  sUver,  modem  S0-40s 
--a  downright  arsenal;  broken  crockery,  watch  and 
clock   works,   queerly   curved   knives   with   gut-lashed 
handles,   T-shaped    axes,   snowshoes    tufted   with    red 
wonted,  rusted  steel  traps  — picked  up  in  the  last  hun- 
dred years  from  aU  over  Alaska,  in  forests,  on  wrecLs 
m  the  Arctic,  and  gathered  here  through  the  North's 
free-masonry  in  trade  and  "  potlatch." 

At  one  end  of  the  cabin,  a  rusty  stove  was  set  in  the 
pounded  earth  under  a  small  window  of  bear-bladder 
which  was  opaque,  Gail  noted  with  relief.  And  then, 
from  a  bench  along  one  wall,  where  it  ended  at  the  stove, 
under  a  heap  of  wild  sheep  skins,  greasy  blankets  and 
old  gunny-sacks,  there  was  a  stir,  and  GaU  discemtd  a 
pair  of  watery  red  eyes  gUttering.  The  head  of  a  very 
old  man  was  lifted.  It  was  the  face  of  a  mummy;  his 
hair  was  so  long  and  grey,  his  cheeks  so  furrowed  and 
scarred,  that  he  might  have  been  of  any  race.  What 
once  had  been  brown  overaUs  covered  his  skeleton  lower 
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limbi,  now  showing  through  the  frayed  cloth  Uke  thin 
poh.hed  wood.  Above,  a  short,  glossy  frock  coat  hung 
from  his  bony  shoulders.  As  he  stood  up,  shivering 
and  muttering  to  himself,  a  sort  of  scapula  around  his 
neck  danced  on  his  bare  and  sunken  chest. 

"Attalota  hiyu  cold.  AttaloU  icoo  good.  Atta- 
lota  big  Siwash,"  he  maundered  to  himself,  oblivious  of 
the  explosion.  This  was  his  only  recogniUon  of  the 
whiteman,  and  made  as  if  to  distract  his  own  surprise. 
Then  he  retched  consumptively,  stroked  his  thin,  snowy 
goatee,  and,  kneeling  on  the  mildewed  earth,  opened  the 

^'Jlfi     .V*f  •'°''*»  *"<^  ^«*n  to  'Whittle  shavings  from 
a  httle  stick. 

Gail  gasped  and  nodded  in  reply,  seating  himself  on 
the  bench.  He  realised  instinctively  that  this  old  man 
could  be  no  partisan  of  Lamar's.  For  the  moment  he 
was  safe,  and  though  stiU  a  captive  and  effectively  no 
nearer  the  river,  he  had  given  his  enemies  the  slip 

When  the  shavings  began  to  crackle,  and  the  smoke 
to  ooze  from  the  rust-pores  in  the  stove,  Attalota 
whipped  about  upon  Gail,  and  said  with  a  shrill  vigour: 

Jesus-man  _•  One  he  come  here  some  day.  He 
teU,^*Bimeby  you  Jir-die.  Head,  bones,  arms, 
legs  —he  slapped  them  each,  swiftly,  with  both 
hands  — «*  go  down  into  earth  —  dirt  —  #0/ *  "  He 
beat  the  soil  with  his  palms.  Then,  rising  majesticaUy. 
jmd  lowenng  his  voice  to  a  grandiloquent  quaver, 
Bimeby,  long  time,  ver*  long  time  — all  flow  to- 
gether. Make  man  again!  Rise  up!  Live!  . 
Man-y,  man-y,  snow.  Jp  there  —  sky.» »»  He  waved 
both  arms  toward  the  smoky  rafters.  "You  think  so, 
7l      ^°  f '''^'  '''''^^''^  intentness  seized  on  his  voice. 

You  thmk  so -you?"     He  jabbed  three  lean  fin- 
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gen  at  OaO,  and  waited  for  a  reply,  with  ftained  lipi 
idiotically  opened  upon  his  blackened  and  Rnaffffed 
teeth.  •• 

"  That»i  what  they  think,  all  of  theni,»»  said  Gail, 
but  with  a  flush  of  reverence  for  the  outcast  old  savage, 
grasping  the  doctrine  which  Gail  had  come  to  resent, 
as  robbing  from  his  own  vision  of  unending  life  its 
valour  and  brave  responsibility.  "And  maybe  it»s 
true.    I  —  I  don't  know.** 

"  TlueP  *»  echoed  Attalota,  with  vehement  scorn,  his 
rat  eyes  streaming.  "  I  think  he  lie !  I  think  Jesus- 
man  all  big  lie.  I  think  heUf  "  He  hissed  his  words 
with  a  pagan  fanaticism,  and  then  burst  into  a  sup- 
pressed, whispering  laughter,  which  drew  his  crinkled 
skin  into  hideous  and  tight  concentric  cords.  At  once, 
as  Gail*s  heart  warmed  at  his  earnestness,  these  loos- 
ened, and  he  added  solemnly: 

"I  think  man  —  woman  —  live  only  by  man  follow 
man,  squaw  to  baby.  Hey?  What  you  think?  .  .  . 
Man  never  die  so.** 

Gwl  cast  him  a  veiled,  astonished  look.  He  sprang 
to  his  feet,  began  pacing  up  and  down  the  cabin. 
What  ri|^t  had  this  savage,  now,  to  remind  him?  The 
man*s  penetration,  his  simple  wisdom,  here,  at  this 
pivotal  moment  of  the  West's  strife  for  survival,  of  all 
its  creating  and  destroying  ardour!  .  .  .  Gail  gripped 
himself,  and  pausing,  with  a  motion  as  if  to  slap  him 
on  the  back,  exclaimed,  "You're  all  right  —  Mike.** 
But  the  old  fellow's  mouth  only  continued  its  soft, 
chattering  laughter,  as  he  filled  his  broken  teapot  and 
slid  it  upon  the  stove. 

Abruptly  Gail  stood  still.  Again  he  heard  the  dis- 
tant clink  of  horse-bells,  and  the  sound  fixed  the  resolve 
that  had  slowly  been  possessing  him.     He  would  break 
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for  the  river,  now  that  the  chase  wa«  over.    It  might 
not  yet  be  too  late?    And  had  he  not  crossed  to  fight? 
But  as  he  turned  to  the  door,  one  of  Attalota»s  bony 
hands  drew  back  Gail's  arm.    With  the  other,  the  old 
man  dragged  from  under  a  moose  hide  a  tin  plate  of 
big,  seeded  rose-hips,  then  a  sahnon  bladder,  from  which 
he  poured  a  viscous  green  oil  over  the  fruit.     He  stuck 
a  spoon  in  the  mess  and  proffered  it  with  a  gracious, 
ceremonial  air.     But  even  GaU's  hunger  rebelled,  and 
he  shook  his  head.     Then,  stiU  holding  him,  the  Siwash 
produced  a  side  of  dried  salmon,  hard  as  mahogany, 
crusted  with  white  blow-fly  eggs.     This  he  tore  with  his 
teeth,  grraning  and  smacking  his  withered  lips,  and  was 
handing  it  to  Gail,  when  the  duU  gut  window  pane  was 
darkened  by  a  shadow.     Gail  held  his  breath.     There 
was  a  sound  on  the  threshold.     The  thong  creaked  and 
strained.     The  door  opened  with  a  wrench. 

She  was  standing  there,  wide-mouthed;  with  a  gaze 
at  once  shrinking  and  triumphant. 

"aara!»» 

Breathless,  they  held  themselves  in  check. 

Then  Gail  plunged  forward,  riven  by  dismay,  and  an 
overwhehning,  unspeakable  relief. 

Clara  raised  an  arm,  and  at  last  found  speech. 

"  You  should  have  told  me  through  the  tent,  if  you 
knew  me  then,"  she  said,  refastening  the  door.  «*  You 
should  have  trusted  me,  after  you  heard  I  stood  with 
John.  I  owned  Phil  Lindsey  once,  and  could  have 
choked  his  mouth  about  the  strong-box.  We  could 
have  crossed  the  river  with  those  papers  then.  It  waa 
too  late  when  I  saw  you  in  the  mirror." 

**  Don't  — don't    reproach   me."    Gail's   head   fell 
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Let  me  explain  —  I 


"  Too  much  was  at  stake  to  risk, 
wasn't  sure — ** 

"  Of  me?  ...  I  don»t  reproach  you.*»  She  cast  him 
an  assuring  smfle.  « Never,  Gafl.  I  think  I  under- 
stand." 

Their  eyes  met.  But  aU  the  wonder  and  surmise 
that  crowded  upon  their  hniins,  stirred  by  the  interven- 
ing months,  could  not  blot  the  more  vivid  issue  of  their 
present  peril. 

"What's  their  delay  in  puDing  out  for  Valdez?" 
He  looked  up.  « Tomorrow'll  be  too  late  for  us  to 
reach  John,  even  if  Lamar's  men  dont  find  us." 

How  her  alert  gaze  had  widened,  the  tawny  somno- 
lence of  her  pupUs,  pinpoints  no  longer,  steadied !    Her 
alluring  pallor  aboard  the  Seward,  the  sharpness  of 
feature,  had  given  way  to  the  soft  tan  of  health,  a  calm 
poise    a  maturer  fuhiess.     She,  like  Tom  and  himself, 
had  been  stimulated  in  flesh  and  spirit  by  the  ordeals 
of  the  land;  she  had  lost  the  abstraction  and  impulsive- 
ness that  m  their  first  communion  had  ahnost  jeop- 
ardised her  self-mastery.     How   could   he   ever  have 
compared  her  with  the  fragile  Martha!    A  new  firm- 
ness m  her  straight  mouth,  one   quizzical   line  that 
slanted  between  her  brows,  attested  how  the  victory  in 
her  mner  struggles  had  changed  her,  had  reached  deep 
mto  her  soul.  ^ 

"They  won't  start  yet  for  Valdez,"  she  broke  the 
silence.  «  They've  lost  three  horses,  and  couldn't  puU 
out  tm  tomorrow.     Besides,  John  and  the  boys  have 

"°  i?  if  u*°i/T  ""^^^  **"'   *°^   C^*'^«y   «ay«   they 
wouldn't  build  them  before  hearing  from  you.     In  the 

row,  he  let  slip  about  the  Judge's  letter."    Her  voice 
nardened. 

"  I  was  just  going  to  break,"  said  Gail  wildly,  ran- 
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Uing  at  that  recollection,  "to  cross  somehow,  when  yon 
came.** 

"Don*t,  GaU  — don't  yet.  I  knew  you'd  take  any 
chance.  That's  why  I  did,  too,  and  found  you.  Vine- 
gar Bill's  with  them,  and  swears  he  saw  you  hide  in  the 
brush.  They're  patrolling  the  river  for  miles  up  and 
down.  You'd  sure  be  caught,  and  they've  sworn  to 
kill,  sooner  than  let  you  cross  it.** 

Gail*s  look  had  wandered  to  her  wrists.  He  saw  two 
red  scars  circling  them.  He  seized  one ;  the  blood  had 
dried  there. 

His  gorge  mounted  to  bursting.  "The  fiend!**  he 
choked. 

"  It  was  only  Charley's  orders,"  she  panted.  "  He'll 
have  enough  yet  to  suflTer  for.  The  men  tied  me  to  a 
saw-horse  in  the  bunk-tent.  I  kicked  a  knife  toward  me, 
and  used  it  in  my  teeth.     That  made  the  gash." 

"  It  was  your  risk  coming  here,"  averred  Gail,  with 
a  hot  awe.  "  Your  life's  as  worthless  as  mine,  to  be 
found  with  me." 

"  I  know.  But  where  better,  Gabriel,  than  with  you 
—  I've  thought  from  that  first  instant  on  the  steamer. 
*  The  one  man  to  help  me  solve  — *  I  said  then.  The 
one  being  who  might  make  me  see  clearer,  save  me 
from  Charley  and  his  despoiling.  You  and  the  coun- 
try have;  faith  in  you  has  carried  me  through  every- 
thing." 

Her  old  spell  was  overpowering.  All  Gail's  fibres 
clamoured  to  possess  her.  She  did  not  stand  supine. 
His  arms  folded  around  her.  Their  bodies  met  in  a 
long,  warm  embrace.  Their  lips  touched.  He  smoothed 
her  hair  from  his  eyes. 

The  thunder  of  his  heart  obliterated  the  begrimed 
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^bin,  and  for  a  ddectable,  giddy  ipace  they  teemed  to 
•tand  alone,  away  upon  lome  far  windy  tundra. 

Ji.^2  '1*^.°;*  "P"^  ^^  applecart,"  .he  murmured, 
wift  a  flash  of  her  old  banter,  «by  showing  how  much 
I  liked  you  on  that  voyage." 

**You  loved  from  the  first?  It  was  I  — 1»»  he 
murmured;  then,  with  sudden  courage,  "Clara!"  and 

„  r*  ^f '  ~!  ^^""d"  »  t^ge  of  conscience, 
take  "   *  "  "^  stateroom  you  had  -  right  to  mis- 

«  No,"  said  Gaa,  gravely.  « I  have  no  rights  at  all 
with  you.  I'm  not  free.  I'm  still  married.  Fd- 
forgotten." 

At  first  hardly  grasping  his  meaning,  she  gave  an 
adventurous  laugh,  averting  her  head  also.  Then  he 
saw  her  quiver  dynamically,  with  passion  opposing  her 
from  h"il  "*'*'''"^  ^'""^^  slowly,  Shrinking 

"Don't  say  forgotten.  . . .  Because Fve  trusted. ..." 
He  gulped.     « It's  a  long  story,  Clara." 
^^^e  hfted  a  hand  to  her  forehead,  as  if  against  a 

"Wait.     Don't  tell  me  here,"  she  whispered  in  a 
moment,  famtly,  yet  with  the  dominant  decision  he  re-   * 
membered.     «  After  this  showdown,  if  we're  both  hon- 
est, you  must  be  free  some  day.     If  not,  then  it's  to 
be-     her  tone  tbckened,  "my  forgetting.  ...  If 

shauV?  ^^^  ^"^  "^  ^''''^  "''''*  ^  "'''''  ^ So 

"  You  can."     Gail's  teeth  set. 

.J  '^^"°  ^?»f  ^f'l^'  if  we  have  the  courage  of  our  love 
*na  our  behefs?  " 

She  raised  her  moist  eyes  and  saw  that  his  high 
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cheeks  were  scarlet  Yet  against  his  warm  breath,  not 
the  smallest  muscle  of  her  solemn  countenance  »tlrred. 
Their  gaze  hung  entwined,  shyly  glad,  world-effacing. 
And  as  Gail  heard  her  heart-beats  mount,  it  shamed 
him  to  think  how  more  dire  the  battle  in  her  bosom 
might  be  beside  that  in  his  own. 

"  Well  try  the  river  tonight,"  he  ripped  out  all  at 
<mce. 

"  Yes,  the  chances  are  best  at  dark,"  she  agreed,  with 
a  practical  intensity.  **  There  still  may  be  time  enough 
to  warn  John  and  the  boys.  At  least  we'll  be  together 
if  they  shoot." 

**  If  I  don't  ,.  »t  over  to  warn  them  —  well,  life  would 
be  hopeless,"  c-^^  jessed  Gail,  with  a  resolute  dejection. 
'*A11  I  want  of  it,  besides  you,  is  to  save  those  boys 
their  stake,  prove  that  way  my  right  to  living  in  this 
world."  He  broke  off,  hoarsely,  transported  by  a  keen 
memory  of  Snowden,  quelled  by  a  tremulous  ardour. 
"  Then  —  you  —  forever.  ..." 

The  silence  became  terrible  to  both,  in  the  pressure 
for  speech  of  those  inniunerable  avowals,  which  the  stem 
spirit  of  each  reserved  as  vain,  or  sentimental ;  as  fleet- 
ing as  the  moments  that  remained  to  them,  thus  alone. 


The  squalid  cabin,  their  suspended  danger,  still  dis- 
solved around  them.  Attalota,  mumbling,  had  been 
brewing  the  dry  stems  mixed  with  willow  leaves  that 
meant  "tea"  to  him.  He  lifted  the  cracked  teapot, 
boiling  from  the  stove,  and  poured  its  sallow  stream  mto 
three  clean  graniteware  cups  that  he  had  set  out  upon 
the  bench.  Then  from  a  baking-powder  tin  on  the 
shelf  overhead,  he  dumped  four  lumps  of  sugar;  and 
his  call  of  their  attention  to  this  unheard-of  luxury 
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(Vmegar  Bill*,  pay  for  hire  in  Lamar*,  grub)  broke 
reality  upon  Uieir  .en«..  Attalota  made  a  ^ittiral 
mouth "-i"  *^'°'^V  P0PP«^  ~*  «'  *«  lumpsl^  1"S 

er^  nto    he*  '°^".^  ^**'*'  "^^^  ^~PP-«  *h«  oth" 

Sarl  witWn^P''  ^'."^^  *^''  *^'  «»«»  *o  G«n  and 
u.iara  with  an  impressive  bow. 

Gail  mechanically  took  his;  and  as  soon  as  its  steam 

V.I^      1**^  "P^"  ^^"  °»  *«  <«rt.     Clara,  rthout 
shifting  her  glance  from  him,  motioned  back  the  o?d 

TdX^lX  wh"'^""^*  •-''  "«^*^"^  ^*'  *-^ 

thl  5r'  'f  "'?'?•     ^"*  ^  '^o"^^^"'*  h»ve  misfi 
you     I  was  mad,  a  fool,  to  come  North.    But  it's 

thing,  as  I  hoped -of  my  love  for  Charley,  my  con- 
science toward  the  dry-farmers."  ^*  ^      ° 

«.o^«?  ^°'T  ^"^'''^-    ^^  ^y^'  ''^^  «tfll  on  the 
^^ound,  upon  his  cup  and  spoon  there.     He  could  not 

rIn-U  **"?  ^""^  *!;*"  **  ***  ^  *^°"«ht  their  claim  was 
nght  and  ju,t.  though  I  hadn't  the  courage  to^rTak 

^IIk      \  I'd/easoned  that  out  before  I  came  here 
saw  them,  heard  everything.     But  I  never  knew  it  was' 

leS VL;*'"*  *\*.*/'^  *^^  «-«  -  deserted,  who 
led  the  dry-farmers,  till  one  day  when  T  ir..  i..    *• 

across  the  nver  with  Nacosta.'^^^cilJ^  l^rh  ^a  °^ 
i^^'  ^y  "^"'^°^  -^^^  ^"^'^  I  was  here,  and  w« 
We  met  then-after  five  years."    She  paused,  quak- 
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ing  in  the  whit*  sweater  ihe  wore.  **Btit  not  ao 
much  John's  forgiveness^  nor  his  being  my  brother,  or 
what  he  told  me  of  his  partners'  struggle  with  bribes 
and  corruption,  or  the  ways  of  our  company,  finally 
turned  me  agamst  Charley.  It  was  the  man  himself, 
how  he  used  to  talk  after  my  eyes  were  opened,  his  scorn 
for  this  land  and  its  pioneers,  his  slavery  to  big  money 
and  its  cruelty  toward  the  freedom  and  the  thirsts  God 
and  the  nation  give  men  in  the  North  —  the  one  chance 
left  in  the  world  for  whitemen,  in  this  last,  open  realm 
of  ours.  .  .  .  You  heard  him  in  the  tent.  It's  sicken- 
ing. Why,  his  pity  for  the  boys  is  worse  than  blas- 
phemy. And  because  what  he  says  is  all  so  true.  He's 
a  spider,  in  some  huge  suffocating  web.  Damn  his 
vampire  *  development ' !  ** 

Gail  was  clasping  and  unclasping  his  hands.  "  The 
tent  swayed,  Cbra,"  he  muttered.  **I  didn't  know 
what  I  was  saying  or  doing  there."  An  image  of  the 
red  cave-man  in  his  chair,  defying  life  and  the  future, 
recurred  to  Gail,  even  new  all  but  blotting  her  presence 
for  the  instant. 

"  And  it  was  only  partly  that,  to-^,  but  it  first  showed 
me  I  couldn't  have  really  loved  him,  nerved  me  to  break 
with  him,"  she  went  on,  indomitable.  "  It  was  chiefly 
a  feeling  in  this  dumb  waste  itself  —  in  the  air,  the 
snow,  the  peaks  —  of  something  rich  and  beautiful,  per- 
petual and  happy,  that  gets  into  your  blood,  that  cries 
for  music  to  sing  of  it,  for  deeds  to  possess  it  by,  for 
yourself  —  your  own  livelihood." 

"  And  children ! "  Gail  interjected,  gently. 

**I  was  made  for  this  land,"  she  continued,  rnhear- 
ing.  "But  it's  given  me  a  new  birth,  in  heart  and 
body.  .  .  .  Don't  think  I'm  crazy.  But  it's  not 
wholly  my  love  for  you  and  John  that  forced  me  to  de- 
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f«^«.   ik  *f«  "Ke  this.  ...  Did  you  see  the  desperate 
w/l  ^'  •'1'^°"''  "''^^"*^'  '^^  *h°»«  poor  brutes  froL 

patlietic!  And  his  gang  made  them  so  — crooks  I 
guess  from  their  talk,  and  wor8e.»»  '  ^ 

Gafl  strove  to  speak  again. 

youVe^TdiS  *  ^°*  *"J""?  *»*^'^"*  •  •*'<>»«  «>"  that 
jouve  pled^  «y  affection  to.  And  Charley's  so 
plausible,  and  fair  to  these  slaves  of  his.     He's  a  '  Jod  " 

sZJfw^"*  ^'*""^  '^'  Alaska  and  a  LdTn- 
.laved  Ween  one's  own  blood  and  a  husband  like Vm, 

.^Si ''  her  v«^  "  "^r™"'  *°  ^"^  «^^  bribe  their 

W  i;  5  T*'*  ^'"^  stronger,  defiant,  as  she  raised 
Za  ^f.^^^'^'^'J  h«'  b«a«t,  "thin  even  to  d^ 

pade  your  bodj.  That's  strong  and  pure  enough,  fo^ 
aUone's  future  and  this  country's,  if  it  can  live^;  aD 

Gafl  leaped  to  her  with  an  exclamation,  a  wild  ges- 

waves  thrilled  his  heart,  but  now  their  lips  did  not 
touch.  .  .     Back  to  them,  Attalota  went  on'lipTng  ?he 

^;r?"  '^^^^i  *"™^"«-     ^^  *^^°  Clara's  eyes  IhZ] 
inflaming  yet  also  sanctifying  the  exultant  pause. 

Its  an  old  and  common  story  — mine,"  she  whis- 
pered at  length      «I  don't  need  to  teU  you.    After 

my  head  got  turned  and  I  ran  away  from  school  th«e 
in  Michigan,  to  find  John,  who  had  gone  out  to  KinL 

JTeVer  w  *.    v'"  "^^"  ""'  "^"*  ^^^^  -  *h«  '98^^^ 

back  f  „  r!^  ^;  "°[  *"^  ***  "^  ^^  ^h^"  he  came 
back  to  Kingdom  for  the  Chyta  Company.  There  were 
three  of  us  Hartlines,  and  though  Marth^a  was  4e  iZt 
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fit  to  shift  for  herself,  she'd  left  home  first  aad  come 
out  to  the  Coast  .  .  .  ** 

"M-ih-artha!»» 

He   had    stiffened.    The   word    choked   him.  .  .  . 
Then,  breaking  the  hush,  Clara's  hesitant  response: 

**  Yes.  ...  A  man  led  her  astray.** 

Their  first  words  on  the  Seward  sparked  out  far  back 
in  6ail*s  memory.  A  fury  of  self-castigation  seized 
him. 

*'  The  man  you  were  looking  for  on  the  boat?  .... 
To  — kill  — Ihope.** 

"  He  treated  her  square.    He  really  loved  her.** 

*'  Her  name  was  Hartline?  ** 

"Of  course  it  was.  Yet  she  hadn't  the  courage, 
poor  thing  —  she  never  had  much  —  lo  use  it  when  she 
wrote.     And  when  a  woman  has  to  change  her  name  — *' 

"CaUed  herself,  'Harlow'?**  .... 

"Y-y-yes.  .  .  .  But  you're  hurting  me,  jerking 
so.  .  .  .  Gail!    GabrielU  .  .  .  .  " 

Clara,  unders^^inding  as  well,  wrenched  herself  madly 
from  his  arms. 


Still  standing,  she  was  finally  the  first  to  speak. 

But  Gail,  hunched  upon  the  bench,  had  been  the  first 
to  raise  a  challenging  head  from  his  hands;  to  fling 
against  the  raw  remorse,  into  the  ache  and  tragedy  that 
tore  him  out  of  the  cancelled,  bitter  years,  the  potent 
honesty  of  their  avowed  love ;  thus  to  defy  present  and 
future;  to  snap  the  apocalyptic  silence  of  those  slow, 
swelling  moments,  through  which,  face  to  face,  they 
grasped  within  a  stifling  haze  of  sorrow,  hate,  and  love, 
the  miracle  of  three  lives  so  fatefully  interwoven. 
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NtVCT  taking  the  yeDow  lonmolent  blase  of  her  eyes 
from  Gail,  Clara,  alwaje  so  candid,  retorted: 

**Don»t  confess  about  this,  either.  It's  enough  — 
to  know.  .  .  ,**  Her  voice  sank,  tender.  **  Because 
•w  love  now.  .  .  .»» 

«  «Ji  i*  ^^  '^  ^^^  **•*  **  **  °'  *"■  existence! 
Id  had  some  sort  of  hunch,  by  instinct,  clairvoy- 
ance maybe,»»  she  breathed.  "  RecoDect  the  start  you 
gave  me  right  off  in  my  stateroom?  But  when  Martha 
wrote,  she  never  mentioned  your  name,  hardly  described 
you.** 

"She  told  you  about,**  Gail  whispered,  "how  I  be- 
trayed her?  ** 

**  The  lime-kihis,**  Clara  nodded  low.  «  But  she  said 
you  did  weU  by  her,  better  than  most  men  in  the  West 
would  have,  the  best  you  could.  And  I  was  sure  of 
ttat.  Even  when  she  wrote  how  «Nick»  someone 
bought  her  off,  tiU  she  had  to  go  biscuit-shooting,  first 
in  Vancouver.*' 

Her  thoughts  were  racing  backward  through  the 
heart-galling  search.  Half-aghast,  she  saw  how  the 
strength  of  her  present  love  dimmed  the  lost  vindictive- 
ness. 

**  Yes,  Pelcher,  damn  him  f  ** 

"But  you  did  love  her.  I  was  convinced  of  that. 
It  justified.  .  .  .  Love  covers  everything,  wipes  out  all 
else.** 

«  But  it  ought  to  be  —  sacrifice.*'  His  jaw  cracked. 
"And  I*ve  made  none." 

"That's  only  a  part.  Love's  power  is  the  touch- 
stone—to kill  as  well  as  to  forgo.  ...  As  it's  killed 
my  hate  of  you." 

"But  I  told  you  — I  can't  fulfil—"    Doggedly, 
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with  hL  old  adf-abaMmciit,  he  argued  aguiut  hii  pu-, 
■ion,  so  augmenting  it 

<*  Hm  the  time  come,  dear?  HavenH  we  pledged  our 
tnut  for  aU  the  future?  The  great  tert,  I  tell  yon, 
can't  end  except  in  death.** 

On  a  sudden  pauae,  their  voices  echoed  around  them, 
strangely  hoUow.  They  felt  as  if  their  entwined  gaze 
were  drowning  them. 

**I— I  can't  reach  you,**  stammend  Gail.  "I 
see  everything  in  life  so  differently.  .  .  .  And  first  — '» 
On  his  lips  was  "  parenthood.**  Shyly,  he  could  not 
begin  that  prime  and  greater  revelation  in  her  presence 
now. 

"  Hark !  '*  she  sUrted.    «  Was  that  a  shot? »» 
Each  had  caught  a  faint,  far  report    Their  look 

flinched,  veered  apart,  not  to  unite  again  as  it  had 

been. 

•  "No,**  Clara  answered  her  own  question.  **Not 
loud  enough  for  any  of  Charley's  guns.  Nacosta*s 
kids  have  a  .22.** 

They  let  out  their  breaths.  But  shot  or  no,  it  was 
as  if  some  alien  arrow  had  shattered  the  crystal  castle 
of  their  dreams. 

"Whatever  we  think  or  feel,'*  Gail*s  voice  awoke, 
deep  but  very  tender,  « the  next  hours  fix  us,  for  all 
time,  girl.  If  one  or  both  don't  get  out  alive,  noth- 
ing matters.     But  if  we  do,  together  or  separated " 

"  The  sacrifice  comes  there,"  she  interrupted. 

**  We  couldn't  live  together  —  yet?  " 

Qara  shook  her  head.  "  I'd  like  to  say,  « Not  till 
you've  gone  the  limit  to  get  free.' "  Gail  read  in  her 
quick  glance  the  curiosity  that  she  restrained  so 
easily.  "But  that  wouldn't  be  true  with  a  woman 
like  me,  and  a  love  like  ours.     So  let's  be  honest  with 
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«imhefc»»  He  cangfat  the  twinkle  in  her  «jM.  "Let's 
c«n  the  reMon  sheer  poverty.**  Her  tongue  wm  in 
one  cheek.  « WeH,  if  we  do  win  TorUna,  it  may  be 
years  before  there's  any  stake.  Even  we  can't  live  on 
•now-balls  up  here.** 

"  A  year,  then?  **  he  urged,  hotly. 

"Or  less.  There's  a  new  gold  strike,"  she  added, 
alert,  "  on  Yanaga  River,  in  western  Alaska,  very  far 
from  here,  northwest  of  the  Kuskokwim.  One  outfit 
starved  getting  out  this  spring.  The  news  just  came 
from  Valdc*  —  foui^foot  paystreaks,  bedrock  only 
ei^t  down,  and  as  rich  on  the  benches."  Her  face 
gleamed  with  the  vision,  that  resistless  infection  of  the 
land. 

"Placer  gold,  then.  That's  our  sUke.  Copper's 
no  poor  man's  proposition,  with  the  capital  it  takes  in 
this  country." 

"Hit  for  the  Yanaga,  Gafl.  Write  me  to  Kmgdom. 
And  if  John  fails,  or  the  law  makes  monkeys  of  us  any 
more.  111  join  you  there.    We'd  revel  in  it" 

"Yes  — gold,"  pondered  Gafl.  "It's  bread.  At 
the  heart  of  everything,  even  of  our  love.  The  source 
of  all  things,  even  of  the  dreams  and  images  that 
live  on  after  us."  (Where  before  had  he  heard  those 
words?)  "I've  learned  that  from  the  North;  that, 
and  how  to  fight  for  and  win  them."  Again  his 
thoughts  rushed  back  to  Snowden.  «  That  mountain- 
climber,  you  remember?    He  taught  me  chiefly." 

"  Robert  Snowden?     He  got  to  the  top?  " 

"No.    I  did.     Alone." 

She  winced,  yet  only  to  raise  her  features  to  his, 
open-mouthed  with  admiration,  irradiated  by  a  sad,  dis- 
cerning light. 

"Oh  — poor  boy!"    All  her  strong  heart  was  in 
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the  erj»  **And  I  thought  he  wm  erasy,  with  all  he 
tried  to  teU  about  hie  itch  for  diffe  and  ^aciers.** 

**  It  wae  the  thou|^t  of  jou,  jour  inspiration,  the 
touch  of  jour  unieen  hands,  CUra,**  Oail  cried,  *'  that 
carried  me  through  the  splendour  and  the  danger  of  that 
dimb.  You  led  me  to  rictorj  on  Lincoln,  as  jou  shall 
in  the  life  before  us.** 

**Sh  — listen!"  she  broke  in  again;  but  Gail  went 
on  unheeding,  transported, 

**  Bob  Snowden  was  tr jing  to  win  life  and  the  future, 
at  we  are,  like  John  and  the  bojs.  And  their  fight 
would  be  his  ^ht  here,  for  the  ends  that  jour  Charlej 
blocks.  I*m  with  jou  now  because  of  Bob.  It  was  he 
showed  me  the  undjing  life  in  everyone,  and  alwajs  the 
war  to  gain  it.  We're  here  on  earth  to  fight  for  more 
than  our  poor,  passing  lives.  Everj  man  has  an  eter- 
niij  he  must  seize  for  himself.  Mine  — **  he  broke  off. 
"I'M  teU  JOU  the  rest— »* 

**  I  understand,  Gail,  everj  word.** 

Thej  had  sprung  to  their  feet,  braced  and  rigid. 

There  arose  once  more  to  Gail's  lips  the  lessons  of 
his  piteous  triumph  on  Mt.  Lincoln;  the  storj  of  his 
bli^ted  life  with  Lena,  of  that  jeaming  for  a  son 
which  marked  him  from  his  fellows;  how  Clara  should 
fulfil  it;  its  despair  in  the  lodging-house,  his  vow  to 
studj  the  voids  and  aches  in  human  souls  as  uplifting 
Nature  bared  them  —  all,  summed  in  the  creed  of 
Charitj  or  Death. 

But  he  voiced  no  word  of  this.  In  the  tense,  gallop- 
ing seconds  of  their  harking,  it  flashed  through  Gail: 
"Must  I  be  dumb  —  and  wisely,  justlj  —  forever?'* 
He  had  not  attained  his  goal.  Not  jet  had  the  bridge 
of  fruition'  been  cast  out  across  the  void  of  his  oifn 
souL    The  kejstone  still  was  lacking. 
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A  ToQcy  of  ihoto  had  bUred  out  through  the  quiet 
cunlight  of  noon,  in  thf  direction  of  the  Atna. 

nz 

Back  in  Gail'i  head  sounded  the  same  soothing  click 
as  when  he  had  saved  Bob  under  the  big  cornice  on  Mt. 
Lincob.  He  heard  a  familiar  humming,  like  a  wheel 
revolving  into  invisibility,  which  slighUj,  welcomelj, 
dulled  his  senses.  A  scarlet  spot  stained  Clara's  pale 
cheeks.  Then  the  perilous  world  closed  in  upon  their 
transitory  idyll. 

**  John's  across !  **  shouted  GaiL 

** To  the  boys! »♦  Clara  panted,  cougar-like. 

She  flung  open  the  cabin  door,  upon  the  frowsy  lean- 
tos  and  ruinous  shacks.  Beyond,  the  wailing  of  dogs 
and  shouts  of  savages  mingled  with  the  smoke  and 
crackle  of  a  battle  in  full  blast 

Gail  felt  an  acid  tightening  across  his  riba,  stupefy- 
ing for  an  instant.  It  seemed  that  they  stood  for  a.* 
age  in  that  doorway,  cakn  and  numb  in  the  inert  and 
blinding  sunlight.  But  action,  as  with  a  fierce  gal- 
vanism, shocked  their  taut  nerves  and  sinews.  With 
an  oath,  Clara  darted  back  into  the  cabin,  returning 
with  one  of  Attalota's  curved  knives.  They  left  him 
gaping,  ashen,  a  limp  wet  rag  in  his  hand. 

They  circled  the  uproar,  toward  the  Atna.  Gail 
heard  Clara  running  in  his  wake.  He  was  wondering 
how  the  dry-farmers,  armed  so  helplessly,  could  have 
crossed  the  river  and  be  firing  so  much.  Surely  John 
had  attacked  the  guard  along  shore,  and  was  forcing 
them  back.  Unaware  of  having  drawn  it,  Gail  had 
Blackwood's  gun  cocked  in  his  hands.  Bullets  whipped 
overhead  with  a  waspish  sighing,  yet  louder  than  the 
volleys. 
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The  shore  willows  darkened  through  the  whitish 
imoke.  and  GaU's  heart  bounded,  a.  he  saw  the  crooked 
^e  of  moi  advancing  from  the  brush;  their  bdoved, 
distorted  faces:  the  bearded  Hartline,  hulking  Ireson 
furiously  chewmg  tobacco,  young  Luke,  old  Mease 
wearing  his  canvas  gloves -all  blurs,  except  for  some 
detail  hke  fJie  leer  of  Tony's  harelip,  or  Tom»s  cruel 
eyes,  as  he  inevitably  did  lead  them  in  his  yeUow  boot, 
and  red  bandanna.  And  each  held  a  shooting  iron! 
They  greeted  GaU  with  a  steadying  shout  of  reKef  and 
incitation. 

Next,  Tom  was  at  his  side.  Each  was  blazing  away. 
Tom.  voice  rose  weak  and  strident,  as  if  out  of  a 
dream.  He  told  how  John  had  begun  to  build  rafts 
after  IP jng  up  the  hunt  for  Blackwood  -  this  on  a 
hunch  of  LiJce's  —  had  worked  them  like  convicts  aU 
night  They  had  crossed  and  landed  undiscovered, 
until  Lamar's  look-out  on  shore  had  mistaken  John  for 
him,  Gail.  Ten  of  them,  ambushed  separately  and  un- 
aware of  the  dry-farmers*  numbers,  John  had  overpow- 
ered  and  disarmed. 

Slowly  they  advanced  into  the  roaring  haze,  clearing 
tiie  settlement  to  the  left,  toward  AtUlota's  cabin. 
Figures  were  running  to  cover  behind  it,  firing  as  they 
scurried.  John  was  at  Gail's  right,  and  beyond,  Clara. 
Gad  thrust  the  Judge's  letter  into  his  leader's  hand, 
.houting  faintly,  "Read  her!  It's  the  skunk's  own 
noose.  Torhna's  ours!"  And  John  grabbed  the 
paper  with  a  nod  of  mingled  venom  and  rejoicing  that 
ever  after  supplanted  Gail's  memory  of  his  dogged  re- 
serve. A  pasty-faced  man  with  side-whiskers,  who 
had  tried  to  flank  them,  fell  close  by  at  a  shot  from 
McConighy.     Farther,  Lindsey,  without  his  eyeglasses. 

The  dry-farmers  were  driving  them!    The  choking 
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du«t  and  powder  were  delicious  to  G«fl»s  nostrils, 
ecstatic  in  his  eyes  were  the  distorted  sweating  faces, 
to  his  ears  the  savage  yelling  of  the  Indians,  discharge 
mg  their  pistols  into  the  air  at  the  edge  of  the  con- 
flict,  to   goad  it   on Luke  whipped   past   him. 

mere  was  a  rush  of  shapes  out  from  behind  the  old 
man  s  cabin,  where  Lamar's  packers  had  gathered,  rein- 
forcmg  the  defeated.  The  shots  redoubled.  A  thump 
reverberated  in  front  of  GaU.  Luke  had  fallen,  a  hand 
pressed  to  his  throat.  He  raised  his  humid,  docile  eyes 
to  Gail,  with  a  moan  that  stabbed. 

A  scarlet  curtain  feU  across  Gail's  pupils.  A 
mynad  glistening  stars  pricked  them.  A  fiendish,  de- 
stroying lust  flared  through  him.  He  gloried  in  his 
rage.  He  had  saved  Tom  through  charity:  that  had 
been  Its  meed.  He  thirsted  now  for  the  delirious  joy 
of  kilhng.  ...  •'  -^ 

Out  of  a  rift  in  the  smoke,  he  spotted  a  red-faced, 
burly  figure  clad  in  blue  — Lamar.  Clara  was  facing 
him,  raised  knife  to  drawn  revolver.  Her  black  skirt 
hung  tattered  by  bullets.  But  she  diJ  not  strike;  in- 
stead, sighting  Gail,  she  yielded  her  place  to  him,  and 
darted  aside,  into  the  cabin  of  their  avowals,  with  a 
half-marticulate  cry  of  triumph.  Lamar  had  turned 
tail,  escaping.  With  a  yeU,  Gail  plunged  after  him,  as 
he  fired  over  a  shoulder.  ...  The  creature  ran,  Uke  a 
huge,  shivering  rat  .  .  .  ran  and  ran.  .  .  . 

Then  Gail  was  far  from  the  uproar,  drawing  ever 
closer  to  his  quarry.  From  a  poplar  grove,  they 
splashed  through  the  dead,  luxuriant  grass  of  a  slue, 
neanng  the  paneled  benches  at  the  far  end  of  the  flat. 
And  Gail's  ravening  heart  was  now  strangely  quiet. 

At  the  edge  of  a  spruce  clump,  Lamar  faced  about, 
Uke  a  bear  at  bay.     ShoU  broke  out  behind.     One 
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racked  and  sang  through  GaU's  hair.  He  saw  two 
men  floundering  across  the  patch  of  swamp,  in  pursuit 
Lamar  made  m  if  to  throw  up  his  arms,  but  did  not. 
He  had  lost  or  dropped  his  gun.  His  coarse  Ups 
opened.  He  beUowed  defiant  blasphemies.  Gafl  heard 
dimly,  watching  him  stoop  into  the  grass,  lift  and  level 

his  automatic Gail  fired  first The  creature 

toppled  backward. 

A  dark  trickle  of  blood  was  oozing  from  the  middle 
of  his  forehead.  He  lay  on  his  back,  his  Uvid  features, 
once  so  shrewd,  now  imbecfle  —  flabby toad- 
like. 

Gail  plunged  on  torward  the  paneled  benches,  intoxi- 
cated. He  marked  the  pair  that  followed  gather  about 
the  corpse.  They  Ufted  its  legs,  fat  under  their 
puttees. 

High  in  the  dazzling,  blue-white  ether,  an  eagle  was 
swinging  above  the  roseate  peaks  and  shining  glaciers. 
A  sea-guU  breasted  against  a  scarf  of  cloud  that  en- 
wrapped the  coronet  of  Spirit  Mountain  down  the 
Atna.  Nearby,  the  aspen  leaves  were  veined  with  red 
and  yeUow,  like  the  flesh  in  old  men's  cheeks.  Gail  was 
at  the  foot  of  a  clay  escarpment  Climbing,  his  finders 
dug  into  the  dry  silt.  ... 

Far  up  at  last,  darkness  swept  through  his  swooning, 
satiated  bemg,  and  he  sank  upon  the  soft  forest  floor. 
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Po»  two  days,  since  Gafl  had  raised  his  head  into  the 
twihght  of  an  immense  spruce  forest,  he  had  wandered 
dazed  with  hunger,  exhausted,  among  densely  wooded 
scarps,  searching  for  the  Valdez  trail,  to  foUow  Qara 
and  his  partners.  Yet  his  mind  and  body  had  awak- 
ened keen;  he  had  the  sense  of  having  grasped  an  im- 
mortal gain,  of  having  trodden  spheres  beneath  him,  in 
which  he  had  reached  victory  on  Mt.  Lincohi.  He  felt 
even  that  light  impulsive  freedom,  the  detachment  from 
aU  his  past,  which  had  marked  another  day  as  harrowing 
as  these  two  were  triumphant. 

Oara  could  not  be  else  than  safe  with  the  winning 
dry-farmers,  who  would  not  fail,  with  Lamar»s  horses 
and  ahead  of  his  leaderless  gang,  to  reach  the  Valdez 
land-office,  and  restake  TorUna.  The  enemy  had 
surely  stayed  at  the  townsite.  For  that  reason  GaU 
had  not  tried  to  reach  it  alone,  and  now  was  lost. 

On  the  second  evening,  he  estimated  that  he  was  up- 
mer,  far  north  of  the  place.  In  its  direction,  a  wide 
gorge  cut  him  off,  and  seemed  to  wall  existence  from  aU 
*he  world  of  his  last  three  months.  A  few  gaunt  rose- 
bushes with  shriveled  hips  sprang  from  a  velvety  car- 
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pet  of  green  and  danuny  joint-weed.  Dead,  tinder-dry 
under-limbs  of  the  gigantic  spruces  curved  over  one 
another  in  close  thatches.  A  slant  golden  light  in  their 
tops  told  him  that  it  was  again  afternoon.  Somewhere 
he  heard  a  late  robin  caroling. 

He  had  killed  a  man,  in  this  duty  decreed  by  his 
faith  in  life,  and  in  the  Youngest  World  and  its  sav- 
iours; and  for  the  cause  in  which  Bob  had  said  that  he 
would  feel  no  guilt.     Gafl  did  not     He  asked  himself: 
*•  Is  this  owing  to  the  pervading  force  of  Bob*s  ideas, 
or  to  my  own  hard  nature?  »    He  had  a  vague  sense 
of  superiority  to  abstract  sayings.     He  had  proved 
Snowden's  in  action,  and  Snowden  had  failed.     Equally 
Lamar's  batrachian  leer  in  death,  and  Luke's  boyish 
anguish,  faded  from  his  brain.     But  had  the  dream 
been  quite  enacted,  the  door  of  all  efFort  and  self-denial 
closed?     Never  -—  for  him  and  his  thirsts  in  the  North ! 
There  was  his  ccMnpact  about  this  new  gold  stam- 
pede with  Clara.     It  was  her  command  for  them  to  meet 
in  the  Yanaga  fields.     There  was  their  utter  poverty, 
and  Lena:  might  she  not  divorce  him  for  desertion? 
Suppose  he  should  not  see  Clara  for  the  year  that  they 
had  allotted?     It  shamed  him  to  think  that,  treasuring 
her  memory  but  as  the  lodestar  that  it  had  so  long  been, 
he  might  endure  such  time;  that  the  sacrifice  in  this 
separation  could  be  chiefly  hers. 

Was  the  power  of  love  in  him,  as  she  had  defined  it, 
less  omnipotent  than  in  her?  Not  the  all-effacing  re- 
agent that  she  conceived?  Only  passion?  Was  he  too 
sure  of  her?  At  the  very  outset  in  Attalota's  cabin, 
his  body  had  enfolded  hers;  but  after  they  had  bared 
theii'  hearts,  and  death  was  breaking  around  them,  he 
had  flamed  only  with  his  instinctive  ideas  an^  jal 
purposes.     Always  he  placed  them  first,  higher,  above 
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everything.  And  yet  her  compelling  image  had  in- 
spired his  privations  and  achievements,  warmed  his 
heart  to  the  aspirations  of  men,  given  his  eyes  a  new, 
palpitant  discernment.  Could  his  love  be  a  force  yet 
deeper,  more  self-concealing,  less  articulate  —  a  thing 
bound  up  with  the  silent  processes  of  Nature,  in  the 
slow  mill  of  the  'Evolving  spheres? 

Impetuously,  wearily,  he  faced  North.  The  heart 
of  Alaska  still  lay  poleward.  In  a  flood  of  renuncia- 
tion, he  ^oaned  under  his  breath.  He  knew  only  that 
the  trail  leading  to  the  Yukon  and  Kuskokwim  Rivers 
joined  and  followed  the  Atna  somewhere  northward  up 
the  valley. 

Immediately  he  came  upon  a  moose-track.  It  led  to 
the  edge  of  a  terrace  that  dropped  into  the  river^gorge, 
through  dusty  sage-brush.  In  the  open  now,  he  could 
see  the  fresh  coastal  snows  far  southward,  exhaling  a 
bluish  glow,  as  if  they  were  mountains  of  stained  glass. 
Against  their  brighter  bases,  spruces  a  league  away 
stood  forth  gall-green,  reticulated,  like  brush  around 
.  a  fire  at  night.  Gail  plugged  on,  quickly  tuckered, 
but  with  the  zest  of  a  pilgrim  proud  of  his  endurance, 
through  the  tangible,  quiet  sadness  of  the  deadening 
autumn.  In  the  east,  the  smooth,  smokeless  Unalita 
snow-fields  floated  pinkish  before  the  setting  sun,  out 
of  serene  pools  of  azure  light.  Entering  streams  cut 
the  far  river-sccrps  into  arched,  even  panels,  faintly 
carmine  with  late  fireweed,  and  haunted  suddenly  by 
the  sub-bass  of  the  river.  Gail  descended  toward  its 
grey-green  flood,  among  burned  spruces  like  great  char- 
coal pencils,  which  lay  as  jack-straws  upon  the  crimson 
blueberry  leaves.  At  the  foot  of  a  pale  cliff  that  shoul- 
dered into  the  swirling  water,  he  sighted  a  Siwash  shack, 
amid  its  offal  and  belligerent  dogs. 
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Gail  pushed  inride.    A  bafl  of  cot^*fl!l«  ^"^'' 

not  unclean  .quaw  crouched  on  the  earT    She  wal 
frying  over  «  fire,  .obbing  into  her  pan. 

B 

It  waa  the  cabin  of  the  Indian  Nacostit.     Ti,* 
with  hM  gun,  a  taU  voumr  Sivaah  in  .  ■»„  » 

l«.t„^..  h,  .aid       d  «,e  dart,  SJ«,  b,^;  fc^"^" 
ml»LT  •    'r  '*"  ""rfMy  hidden  under  WMd 

n  -1  r  X      .*^*  ^"^*°  "  ^°»«  «  his  ear. 

Gail  hstened  to  his  complaint  about  Nannasnilni^w 
A  widower,  Nacosta  had  married  herlv^^TT 
Last  snow  (winter)  she  had  livl^aX';:!  X'  ^ 
one     Kmg"  Oscar,  a  big  Norwegian.    A  weetb'ck 
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nLL**!  l"i  :  -««*«  (baby),  bom  with  whife  hair. 

derer  made  a  convulsive  movement  under  his  blankets, 

-ifAr  j«tr.f j.iLt-  H?.,:^: 

ll.^f";r'  ^'  ~"^d  h*^«  no  remorse  for  killing  Lamar, 
but  the  murder  of  this  bastard  stirred  him  to  fn  angry 

ksLctl^r  ^""^^  '^^  °'  miscegenation  raV and 
instmctive,  or  only  copied  from  whitemen  -  Indian 
imitativeness?     So  cahn  a  cancelling  of  life  i„  the  wil- 

«Teir*sSlftr- '''  T"  ""^^  p— ityM' ;:i  • 

as  their  shiftks*  improvidence,  a  key  to  the  savages' 
diminution?  Between  them  and  Alaska,  and  ill 
Madge,  and  the  last  West,  Gail  seemed  to  perceive  a 
sardonic  bond,  rooted  in  some  like  contempt  for  life 

.t.tr^*^  ^^T  ^*  *^'  ^'°^^"  ^^"^^^'^^  Gail  heard'the 
on  te  tnoK   T  rJ^'  ""'  '°°''  ^  *"^^^«  '^"'--d 

off  th?M^  W  "'  y  *  "'^'^  **  P^"^^  «P°*-  He  threw 
WW  fK  !,'*'  ?^  '^^PP'^  ^*"^«  ^«*''  *h«  "^%  dawn, 
where  the  dogs  lay  with  noses  curled  under  their  taUs 
among  the  ashes  of  the  fire. 

started  North  up  the  river,  by  the  track  cut  into  the 

gloom,  from  gravel  bar  to  bar,  wading  slues,  over  the 

nWd  t™'^'/"  l'^'^''^  bunch-^ass  and  frost- 
n  pped  wiUows.  At  the  early  dark,  as  he  was  gnawing 
ks  last  shver  o  fish,  he  sighted  telegraph  pot,  and 
met  the  trans-Alaskan  traU.     The  rain  stopped  in  a 
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glinting  Aj.  He  croi«ed  a  roaring  IribuUry  by  a 
wire  luspension  bridge,  passed  the  neat  whitewashed 
logs  of  the  Army  Signal  Corps  relay  station.  Beyond, 
a  larger  shack  was  surrounded  by  fields  of  stubble  and 
ploughed-up  turnips.  In  a  garden  of  dead  poppies 
behind  a  paling  fence,  a  grey,  tired-looking  man,  with 
an  egg-shaped  head,  gaunt  shoulders  and  rheumy  eyes, 
dressed  in  a  garment  like  a  linen  duster,  was  hanging 
khaki  shirts  on  a  clothes-line. 

"North,"  answered  Gail,  laconically,  to  the  man's 
hail  and  question  whither  he  was  bound,  to  his  offer  x>f 
supper  and  a  bunk.  It  wa*  the  Government  Experi- 
mental Farm.  But  Clifford,  in  charge,  spoke  of  him- 
self as  a  "faunal  naturalist";  and  aU  the  time  that 
he  fried  ham  on  the  cottage  stove  indoors,  where  the 
walls  were  hung  with  prints  of  animals  from  Smith- 
sonian reports,  with  sample  wheat-heads  and  Siberian 
rye  ~  as  they  ate  jam  from  big  blue  cans  (government 
luxury  freighted  in  in  winter,  along  with  the  horse- 
hair sofa)  —  he  talked  about  raising  foxes  in  captiv- 

In  his  jerky,  whining  voice,  as  they  washed  up,  and 
all  through  the  evening,  he  spoke  of  nothing  else. 
Foxes  obsessed  him.  He  referred  to  his  job  of  plant- 
ing the  grains  that  matured  earliest  in  order  to 
breed  hardier  strains  — to  his  raising  rutabagas  for 
the  Siwashes  (which  they  refused  to  eat)  — as  to  a 
fatuous  ordeal.  But  he  had  never  succeeded  with  his 
pets;  his  foxes  always  died;  all  scientists  had  given  up 
reanng  them,  caUed  it  impossible.  Gail,  dozing  on  the 
sofa  over  a  dog-eared  magazine,  could  not  make  out 
exactly  why.  Indeed,  to  conceal  the  reason  for  his 
ftiilure,  seemed  to  be  pari:  of  the  man's  fanaticism. 
But  he  was  confident;  some  day  the  pups  would  live. 
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And  an  errant,  shifting  light  filled  the  sallow  brown 
eyes  under  his  creased  forehead,  as  he  talked  on,  of  how 
finally  he  would  shake  the  faunal  world  to  its  depths, 
receive  decorations,  revolutionise  the  fur-trade  —  until 
the  lamp  died,  and  they  groped  to  bed. 

An  icy  wind  pierced  the  chinks  of  the  loft  where  Gail 
lay  under  an  army  blanket  on  a  wire  cot.  The  smell 
and  crackle  of  bacon  drew  him  down  the  ladder.  Clif- 
ford was  holding  a  lantern  over  the  stove. 

"  Hiking  North,  eh?  "  he  said  at  breakfast,  as  if  by 
recalling  his  greeting  of  the  night  before  he  wished  to 
bridge  over  and  ignore  his  obsession.  **  But  youVe  got 
no  grub."  The  faunal  naturalist  finished  his  cup  of 
cofl'ee.  «  Look  here,"  he  said.  « I  get  a  double  allow- 
ance—for the  wife  that  I  don't  want.  I  can't  sell  it. 
It's  Government  rations.  You  want  them?"  And 
before  Gail  could  thank  him,  he  went  on,  "And  the 
sorrel  mare  that  I  haven't  the  hay  to  winter?  Take 
her,  too.  I'll  help  ye  pack.  Most  of  the  feed  on  the 
trail's  frozen,  but  she  ought  to  last  you  to  the  Siwashes 
at  Mentasta.     Kill  her  then." 

At  daylight,  among  the  rusted  harrows  and  harves- 
ters behind  the  house,  they  caught  the  shaggy  little 
beast,  fitted  on  her  blankets  and  saw-buck;  sacked  flour 
and  rice,  fruit,  bacon,  took  pots  from  the  house ;  threw 
the  cinch  in  silence.     And  all  that  time,  Clifford  was 
cashing  shy,  intent  glances  to  a  low  board  shack,  faced 
with  wire  netting,  in  a  corner  of  the  yard.     At  last, 
as  Gail  stood  halter  in  hand  at  the  narrow  garden  gate, 
the  man  paused  in  his  information  about  fords  and  cut- 
offs on  the  trail,  and  said  in  a  strained  whisper: 
"  You  want  to  see  them?    My  foxes? '» 
Gail  followed  him  back  to  the  little  house.     In  the 
acrid  odour  of  the  shy,  wild  creatures,  he  peered  *hrough 
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the  metal  mesh  upon  hard  soQ  corered  with  the  tinj 
bone»  of  ducks  and  ravene.  A  box  with  one  side  itove 
out  had  been  lunk  there,  leading  down  to  tunnels. 

But  no  foxes  appeared.  Clifford  kicked  at  the 
screen.  Still  none.  He  drew  a  deep  breath,  and  pluck- 
ing Gail  by  an  elbow,  led  him  back  to  the  mare.  Head 
down  there,  he  said  with  a  hushed  awe: 

"  m  tell  you  the  secret.  In  captivity,  the  mothers 
eat  their  young.  Under  conditions  that  are  artificial, 
the  law  of  perpetuity  provides  that  animal  life  tends  to 
extinction.  .  .  .  Applies  to  all  mammals  who  need  not 
fight  for  their  food  —  humans  as  well." 

Far  out  on  the  trail,  the  words  still  rang  through 
Gail's  ears.  At  the  first  of  them,  he  had  yanked  the 
mare's  halter,  squeezed  through  the  gate,  in  a  despair^ 
ing  ferment. 

Foxes,  Siwashes,  whitemenf  ....  Was  life  a  curse 
in  this  land?  ....  And  yet  —  and  yet  —  a  man  still 
might  battle  for  it! 

m 

The  pallid  sky  became  a  bowl  of  lacquered  brass,  and 
black  against  it,  the  curl  of  steam  from  Unalita.  Over 
its  dome,  a  saucer-shaped  cloud  drooped  fine  tendrils, 
like  one  titanic  sunfish  in  a  limpid  sea.  Cloudlessly  the 
sunlight  died  from  the  crisp,  glittering  morasses.  The 
air  grew  deuse  and  woolly;  the  silence  hummed.  To- 
ward noon,  an  elusive  whisper  drowned  the  moan  of  the 
Atna.  The  first  snow  began  to  sift  through  the  dead 
willows  where  the  mare  stumbled  on,  slumping  through 
the  frozen  muck,  cutting  her  ankles.  ... 

Gail  camped  in  an  abandoned  shack  by  the  river, 
surrounded  by  empty  salmon  caches,  like  huge  bird- 
hwses  on  bandy  legs,  by  bath  huts  of  willow  withes  bent 
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OTcr  pOei  of  itones.    Alkali  in  the  tlue-water  curdled 
hit  tea.    He  slept  in  the  mare*a  blankete. 


This  wai  the  firit  of  many  dajs,  of  many  milei.  For 
months  Gail  scoured  the  NorJi.  Hunger,  cold,  and 
loneliness  became  to  him  entities;  they  grew  homely  as 
the  meaty  plenty  of  his  camps  in  the  Ketchurastocks' 
country,  where  their  fences  cau^t  the  grey  herds  of 
migrating  caribou,  until  tent-poles  groaned  with  the 
fresh,  fetid  wild  meat,  and  their  gorged  dogs  slept  on 
scarlet  snow ;  as  familiar  as  the  buzz  of  talk  in  humid 
road-houses  along  the  Yukon,  where  the  fate  of  nations, 
the  source  of  placer  gold,  and  the  keeping  quality  of 
this  year's  butter  as  against  last's,  was  settled  around 
the  great  d  m  stoves,  with  the  rime  inches  thick  on 
the  windows,  and  the  hewn  walls  papered  from  tomato 
cans ;  60"  below  zero  grew  as  intimate  as  his  many  part- 
ners of  a  week,  of  a  month,  an  hour. 

The  day  after  he  left  CUfford,  Gail  fell  in  with  *wo 
young  bucks,  Stickwan  and  Nicolai.  Teasing  him  tor 
chews  of  tobacco,  pilfering  his  grub  when  his  back  was 
turned  in  camp,  eating  tschoth  root  and  fish  oil,  singing 
"  Hetwhay,  Hetnehil  '*—  they  led  him  to  the  big  vil- 
lage of  Mentasta.  From  November  there,  where  the 
$h4mum*s  tom-tom  incantation  against  the  spirit  of 
disease  (it  looked  like  measles)  thrr'ibed  all  night  across 
the  frozen  lake,  to  the  day  in  March  that  Dick  True- 
blood,  freighting  a  rich,  rheumatic  *'  operator  "  on  his 
dog-sled  to  be  baked  out  in  the  hospital  at  Chickamen, 
pulled  him  out  of  a  river  —  built  a  fire  and  saved  his 
life  —  Gail  steeped  himself  in  the  soul  of  his  Youngest 
World. 

He  crossed  the  great  Alaskan  Range  as  anchor  ice 
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gripped  the  ereelu.    In  the  nnokj  leantot  of  Tetling, 
he  heard  the  squaws  haUoo  as  thej  caught  whlte-flsh 
to  willow  nets,  and  helped  gut  them,  squatting  amid 
dogs  and  m/ants,  while  the  snow  bllzzed  across  the 
•tiir  ooie  and  pickerel  grass.     He  Uved  as  a  Siwash, 
wise  m  the  paradox  of  their  existence;  friend  of  the 
insolent,   lounging  bucks,  to  whom  sex  and  mother- 
hood were  a  joke  — before  GaH,  anyhow  — yet  who 
would   rather   starve   than   camp   where   one   of  the 
clan    had    died.     They    fingered    over    his    clothes 
and  kit,  questioned  him  curiously  about  them,  but  seemed 
not  to  care  if  their  own  store  of  fish  would  not  last 
out  the  winter.     Parasitic,  condescending,  they  hunted 
with  a  boyish  craft,  trapped  sable  indolently,  as  their 
women  shivered  under  tattered  canvas,  brewing  tea, 
eternally  mending  moccasins,  bullying  the  cowed  and 
starving  dogs,  feeding  naked  babes  from  the  points  of 
knives.    After  the  inch-grass  froze,  and  she  kicked  him 
when  he  drove  her,  Gafl  traded  the  sorrel  mare  for 
moose  pemmican,  with  a  chiefs  one-eyed  son,  Singo- 
lai  by  name,   who  the   same  morning  blackened   his 
squaw's  eyes,  because  she  stole  and  chewed  the  inex- 
haustible quid  that  he  kept  in  a  tin  pill-box.     Thence 
he  traveled,  alone  and  packing  on  his  back,  the  strange 
flat-topped  ranges  of  the  Forty-mile.     Stone  columns 
hke  ruined  temples  crowned  each,  among  buck-brush 
spiked  with  frost  as  long  as  coral.     The  southern  alps 
sank   into    white    tents    on    the   horizon.     Ptarmigan 
crouched  like  marble  carvings  in  the  trail.     He  crossed 
vast,  dry  lake  bottoms,  plains  of  standing,  tropic  dried 
grass,  that  danced  with  the  ruddy  orange  of  winter 
mirages ;  and  on  a  summit  above  the  Yr'con  Ramparts, 
he  lived  a  week  with  Government  "  jerries "— trail- 
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woriien  rigging  •  steel  wireless  tower,  who  gossiped  of 
commissary  graft  and  distilling  «*  houch.»»    There  was 
a  squaw  dance  at  the  river.     In  a  great  cabin»  till 
dawn,  a  hundred  moccasins  thumped  the  dust  in  wild 
reels,  to  accordions  and  mouth-organs;  the  bunks  and 
babies    heaped    in    comers;    and    Mica-schist    Billy, 
gambler,  in  a  frock  coat  and  poker-chips  for  cuiT-but- 
tons,  hit  the  seventh  log  at  each  fling  with  his  Malemute 
An.iie.     Outside,  in  the  blear,  cruel  light,  Gail  saw  the 
milewide  tide  of  ice  set  solid.     The  moving  avenue  of 
separate,  jammed  cakes  gave  forth  an  incisive,  silken 
rustling.     Of  a  sudden,  with  a  crunching  as  if  his  own 
jaw8  had  cracked,  the  whole  Yukon  petrified  into  a 
glistening  corrugation. 

Life  then  lay  with  whitemen  clad  in  parka$  of 
striped  bed-ticking  and  cross-fox  hoods,  in  seal 
mukluk*;  with  their  jingling  dog-teams;  in  the  Pull- 
man bunks  of  road-houses,  where  men  entered  in 
clouds  of  steam  to  press  ice-matted  beards  against  the 
•tove,  and  banter  with  kindly,  coarse-voiced  hostesses 
who  talked  unctuously  at  their  seething  griddles  of 
Dawson  dance-halls  and  trial  husbands.  There  came 
weeks  of  weary  trail-breaking  on  snow-shoes,  through 
the  infinite,  inchoate  quiet  of  snow  and  twilight;  of 
"  hawing »»  at  the  gee-pole  to  the  curled  tails  of  fluff'y, 
willing  dogs,  as  the  sled  smoothly  skimmed  the  darken- 
ing peril  of  "flooding"  rivers,  or  pounded  over  rim- 
ice  to  a  ceaseless  "Mush!  Mush!"  As  the  beasts 
strained  out  of  chuck-holes,  flopped  down  to  chew  the 
snowballs  from  their  feet,  and  at  night  tore  one  anothers* 
throats  over  their  salmon  and  boiled  rice. 

For  mates  Gail  had  the  slim,  blue-eyed  Atwater, 
private,  who  had  deserted  from  Fort  Gibbon  for  a  tale 
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of  placer  platinum.     Sheep-faced  old  Martin,  with  hi* 
club-foot,  who  had  driven  a  cracker  wagon  in  St  touis, 
and  whose  daughter  Blanche  was  "the  elocutionist, 
you  know."    John  Cantine  that  sapient  cynic  who  dis- 
coursed unanswerably  of  the  peoples*  rights,  yet  be- 
lieved that  all  golden  gravels  had  dropped  from  the 
underside  of  ice-bergs  drifting  from  Siberia  when  the 
North  was  undersea.     Hairy  Jocelyn  the  mail-carrier, 
whose  ambition  was  to  own  a  span  of  Morgan  horses, 
but  had  failed  so  far  because,  "  it's  far  away  diggin's 
that  is  always  rich."     The  wrinkled  Scotchman,  late 
of  the  N.  W.  M.  P.,  who  when  lost  on  Slana  River 
had  killed  his  dog-team  in  berserker  anger.     Ayres,  the 
stout  squawman  with  the  State-o'-Maine  twang,  bather 
of  the  whole  village  of  Androfski  in  a  small-pox  epi- 
demic.    Dr.  Ford,  veterinary,  from  Grand  Rapids,  in 
search  of  a  cinnabar  mountain.     And  Hogan,  the  spir- 
itualist, who  prospected  by  clairvoyance,  less  to  find 
gold  than  to  prove  his  faith ;  and  last  year  had  vindi- 
cated it  in  the  rush  camp  of  Sourdough,  by  baking  a 
hundred  pies  from  canned  pumpkins  the  night  before 
as  many  stampeders  staggered  in.  .  .  . 

Gail  spent  Christmas  with  Pire  Morice  of  the  Kwin- 
hagamut  Mission.  Though  he  had  the  nose  of  a  Sa- 
vonarola, he  was  mostly  heart,  and  in  the  famine  of 
*94  had  traded  the  silver  mission  cups  to  save  the 
starving  Tananas.  They  saw  the  New  Year  in  at  a 
feast  of  cranberries  and  moosefat.  As  the  father  sat 
under  his  lithographed  lives  of  Christ  and  Judas,  side 
by  side  on  the  wall,  devising  a  phonetic  syllabus  for  the 
language  of  his  flock,  Gail  watched  the  red  spirit  in  the 
thermometer  outside,  that  advertised  a  pain-killer,  link 
to  — 76°,  r  »      -» 
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Ever  toward  the  Yanaga !  .  .  . 
Pennaess,  he  earned  his  grub  on  road  home  wood- 
pUes,  chopping;  and  under  tents  in  the  vacant  regions, 
as  cook,  he  melted  icicles  from  the  stove  at  dawn,  fed 
and  hitched  the  dogs.     He  learned  that  in  the  obliterat- 
ing North  no  man  need  starve,  or  stray  with  death,  un- 
less he  is  a  blackguard  or  a  fool.     It  was  a  kindly  land. 
He  saw  his  trail-mates  as  a  people  apart,  a  picked 
and  destined  band.     None  so  far  had  struck  it  rich; 
yet  they  served  no  master  but  their  daily  dream  of  gold. 
It  made  their  lives  fierce  and  hopeful.     It  claimed  the 
reahn  for  men  alone  of  their  own  mettle,  for  sluice-box, 
quartz  mill,  hydrauUc  pipe;  for  "the"  railroad  ulti- 
mately.    Gold  was  the  god  of  this  relentless  land  they 
loved,  and  of  their  yet  more  inexorable  selves ;  the  goal 
of  that  prime  challenge  of  naked  Nature  — to  her  own 
subdual;  of  that  chastening  struggle  with  cold  and  hun- 
ger by  which  she  makes  living  justify  itself;  for  which 
she  is  so  craved,  so  hated,  and  endured. 

From  homes  that  overspread  the  nation,  they  summed 
its  bravery  and  aspiration,  its  ignorance  and  faith. 
They  spoke  with  simple  frankness  of  the  wife  who  had 
erred,  of  a  brother's  immolation  for  his  kin,  or  the 
partner  that  turned  thief.  Their  judgments,  squeezed 
out  by  having  suffered  in  the  muck  of  life,  knifed  theory 
and  sentimentalism  with  sharp  truth.  And  they  were 
young  and  free  etemaUy.  The  grey-haired  and  the 
beardless  breasted  each  adventure  with  the  same  light 
valour;  proved  it  vain  — no  matter.  They  had  anni- 
hikted  age.  .  .  .  Sympathy!  Gail  was  beyond  feel- 
ing  that  for  them.     He  was  —  they. 

And  they  were  the  men  of  Occidental  Avenue  who  had 
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tfo  ISrredT  "^^'  1  '^'^  ""^"»  *°^  *h"'  -"ion-* 
Who  stirred  Lamar's  damning  pity,  and  the    ip«ln„- 

G^^^^asTalir^^^^^^^^^  ~- 

an  I  WhTd  ^^  ^""-  '^^^^  '^"^  '^'""^  "^'^  boundaries ; 
and  laughed  in  remmiscences  of  « neck-tie  parties » 
(hangings)  m  stampede  camps.  They  stained  sin  and 
cnme  in  new  shades,  and  had  granted  divorces  with  that 
gusto  integral  with  virilitj.  ^'^^ 

lZt\hJr  -I"  r  ^T  ?^  *^^  ^"^  '°'  having  killed 
Lamar  that  Gail  shunned  the  big  camps.  The  ?umour 
that  graduaUy  accused  him  found  men  apathetTc  and 

r  uLT,..^^'^  ^°"^^  ^'^-^  Whed  at  world-wWe 
wealth  holding  the  North  to  be  its  tov      Za         T 

snowy   trails  Gail  avoided  the  para^L  of  1°^!^ 
dream -the  pimp  with  his  slaves,  and  pirates  of^. 
aro  case.     There,  also,  he  could  f;sterafleast  respect 
(argonauts  yield  scant  homage  except  forthenwn 
heroisms)  toward  Bob  as  the  real  master  of  M    lLZ 
Slowly  Gail  succeeded  in  this.     He  found  himself  a 
leader,  dominating  men  without  effort.     He  became  a 
famihar  figure  at  the  gee-pole;  stirring  sour  dough  by 
the  smoke  of  campfires;  in  the  broad  blue  string  of 
his  parH  the  light  marmot-skin  cap  over  hS'^wJ^^ 
copper  features,  the  slant  eyebrows,  concaved  che£' 

Ah,  but  the  heart  of  pioneering  was  invuherable ! 

n 

tne  source  of  their  unconfeesed  love  of  iaoLition  ..j  «! 
It  .TOobW  men :  .„d  more  than  the  fortuity  of S^rJi 
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or  it»  clean  directness  of  production,  gave  gold  this 
exalted  speU.  Man  was  but  a  phantom  raised  in  its 
mirages.  He  served  no  destiny  but  gold,  conceived  no 
ends  beyond  his  «  stake."  Gold  was  in  itself  an  im- 
mortal thirst. 

Gafl  caught  the  fever,  came  to  look  at  life  in  terms 
of  It.  Gold  was,  indeed,  the  germ  of  all  the  material, 
constructive  spirit  of  the  frontier,  to  which  long  ago  he 
had  been  so  blind;  it  was  the  god  of  that  patient, 
aspiring  hfe  of  the  Youngest  World,  the  core  within  its 
prodigal  sordidness  and  greedy  shams.  Gold  was 
bread,  and  bread  was  perpetuity.  He  was  in  its  thral- 
dom, which,  like  the  web  of  life  itself,  is  a  fabric  of  luck 
and  labour,  the  secret  of  whose  victories  lies  in  the 
strength  of  human  bodies  clinging  to  their  dreams. 

Thus,  when  the  sun  crossed  the  meridian,  and  the 
snows  at  evening  exhaled  in  a  paUid  fluorescence  the  rays 
that  they  had  absorbed  by  day,  Gail  was  mushing  alone 
toward  the  stampede  camp  of  Chickaman,  on  the  divide 
between  the  Xanana  and  Kuskokwim  Rivers.  Chicka- 
man, Itself  the  main  settlement  of  a  rich  placer  district, 
was  the  one  town  that  bordered  the  Yanaga  region  on 
the  north.  It  was  the  outfitting  and  departure  point 
for  the  new  eldorado  from  interior  Alaska,  as  Beluga, 
on  the  Pacific  Coast  in  Cook  Inlet,  was  the  starting 
pomt  of  the  long  traU  thither  from  the  south. 

At  times  in  these  days,  believing  that  he  perceived 
aU  guises  of  unending  life,  read  the  riddle  of  Nature 
—  articulate  in  the  sunset  rosiness  of  snow  and  cliff, 
m  the  bUnding  drive  of  bUzzards  —  Gail  would  bend 
forward,  mutter  some  wild  apostrophe  to  the  naked 
earth,  from  its  chaotic  dawning,  through  its  cruel 
Russian  days,  to  this  Now  of  a  Youngest  World;  of 
which  at  last  he  felt  himself  an  apostie. 
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He  fdl  u,  wjth  Trueblood  on  the  winter  t«a  to 
^ck«,„.  „  M.rch.  Son  of  the  A.  C.  Ca  dSt  !^t 
Fort  Nen.n.   young  Dick  wa,  driving  big  Ste^raJ^ 

men's  loneliness  in  the  North  of  ^k.    •  i     *      , .  ' 

Bob,  Bnt  tbe  ^.^  SLa^^r^bre;::  tt 

M.T  ;*  """'J  *'  ""^  "■""«  that  .lone  ^cowSS 

wnich  kept  tliem  .tranger.  up  to  the  day  of  their  .ena- 
ration  on  the  upper  Kantinaw  Hirer.  '  "»"•  «P«- 

plare  near  the  pot-hole  of  the  Itaak  Glacier  f rom  Mt 
^^t'ail  /'"?  ""-"-''"l"  radiated   ac^"  ftt 
we  trad.  Gad,  foUowmg  a  wolverine',  .poor  toward  the 
h^;^'  '"<'?«J'  ."'»•>«'  through  aHkim  over  a 
breath.„g  hde      Dick  fished  him  out  with  a  dog.hr"e„ 
Tow.  he  had  thawed  Gail  at  .  fire  in  the  timC  «^ 
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i.land,  Dick  ended  the  awful  sUence  of  the  ten  minutes 
which  in  that  unearthly  cold  meant  life  or  death,  by 

"I'll  take  no  thanks  from  a  harsh  one  like  you.** 

Ciail  motioned  a  dazed  repudiation. 

« WeD,  a  living  fight  between  a  brute  and  a  softie, 
then,  he  conceded,  only  to  blurt,  «  A  woman  made  you 
«o.     Or  you  may  need  one." 

With  a  covert  thriU,  GaU  ignored  the  conjecture, 
to  say,   *  You  must  be  hard  to  win  out  in  this  country 
You  got  to  see  and  feel  for  men,  but  when  you  have  to. 
take  the  short  cut  with  a  gun.  like  I  did  to  Lamar." 

w;f>,  -     ?    ^'  °*^'''.  "**"'"  ^"  y«"'"  «^"«d  Dick, 
with  a  patronising  quietness,  halving  the  paper  for  a 

ogareUe,  «will  cook  your  goose  soL  da/u^  here  in 

^^  ye"*?  »'*""'^^'"  ""^"^"^  ^^"'  "  ^""^  *  '''^'^^  '  '  ' 
Dick's  head  drooped.  As  Gail  held  his  steaming 
P«rAra  over  the  flames,  he  watched  the  muscles  of  th! 
boy  s  face  creep,  in  a  way  they  had,  under  his  milk-and- 
rosy  cheeks,  saw  his  peculiarly  white  teeth  set  between 
ins  thick  tremulous  lips. 

"Never,"  Dick  roughly  extended  an  arm.  «I 
don  t  know  women,  except  squaws.  And  they  can»t 
be  stood  without  you  played  on  them  with  a  hose!  And 
one  would  freeze  stiff  up  here,"  he  laughed  boyishly. 
.  .  .  Recollect  Samson  in  the  Bible?  Every  woman 
carries  a  pair  of  shears  for  me.  And  you  gV^T 
f\  .  Ptj'^  *^%«*t««  of  Gaza  to  last  out  in  this  North 
-that  Id  die  for,  to  have  partners  like  you  and  me 

"We  just  see  that,  after  these  weeks,"  stammered 
Gail,  seizing  him  by  the  hand. 
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Dick  looked  away,  to  mumble, 

"'Out  of  the  eater  came  forth  food* 
SwcetncH  out  of  the  Strang—' 

something  like  that,  you  remind  me.  It  always  sounded 
more  like  Ella  Wheeler  WUcox,  than  in  the  Bible  I 
mention.     There  must  be  something  wrong  in  any  man 

could  write  po'tvy WeU,  I'm  pulling  out.»» 

Dick  had  planntd  to  reach  Chickaman,  still  sixty  miles 
off,  that  night.  Gail,  traveling  a-foot,  knew  that  he 
could  not  make  it  until  the  next.  Dick  shouted  to  his 
dogs,  and  they  strained  away.  Indefinably  bewildered 
and  uphfted,  Gail  stepped  into  his  snow-shoes,  slung 
on  his  pack  and  veered  out  upon  the  river,  following 
Dick's  runner-tracks,  as  he  then  thought. 

They  led  from  the  river,  up  a  narrow  valley  edged 
by  sharp,  sudden  mountains,  and  filled  with  ponds  and 
red-stemmed  wdlows.  The  rocks  were  covered  with  a 
moss  hke  mildewed  buckskin.  Toward  noon,  Gail 
noticed  that  the  paw-prints  in  the  snow  flanked  the 
ronner-marks,  so  that  the  dogs  could  not  be  in  harness. 
The  impressions  were  large  and  wolfish,  unlike  those  of 
Dick  s  colhes.     Gail  reaUsed  that  he  was  off  the  main 

Presently  the  strange  outfit  came  into  sight,  a  tat- 
tered, pitiable  company.  A  limping  klootchman 
(squaw)  m  a  grey  muffler  led  it,  packing  *  stove,  her 
red  drawers  bagging  on  the  snow;  then  a  bent,  bow- 
legged  buck  as  old  as  time,  in  hairless  sheep-skins ;  two 

stumbhng  along  as  she  toted  a  hand-sled  burdened  by 
a  long  wooden  box  stenciled  over  with  a  Seattle  grocer's 

it!!^T^\\*'*X''"  t  *^«^*  ^""'^^^  «^  moss  swung 
from  her  back,  its  face  bobbing  against  the  edge  of  aa 
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axe.  In  leaping  a  ridge  of  snow,  one  of  the  flat-bellied 
dogs,  heavily  loaded  with  pots  and  sacks  of  salmon, 
fell  over  on  his  back,  and  lay  wriggling  his  legs  in  the 
air.  " 

^^"Klatowa?"     (Going?)    asked   Gail,    righting   the 

"  Hocherda,"  the  old  klootch  answered,  pointing  for^ 
ward.  She  turned  her  face  to  Gail's.  It  was  as  lined 
and  shrunken  as  a  cured  moose-hide;  and  blue,  painted 
hnes  ran  outward  from  her  toothless  mouth. 

"No  Chickaman  tlail?"  he  asked  with  a  sinking 
sense.  * 

She  nodded.  «  Summer  tlail."  The  others  turned, 
stared  at  hmi  dully  for  a  moment,  and  ketit  on  without 
pausing.  They  did  not  swarm  around  him,  Siwash- 
wise.  Gafl  crunched  forward,  feeling  a  dejected  sym- 
pathy. "^ 

So,  he  was  on  the  land  trail  to  Chickaman,  used  when 
the  nver  was  open.     But  Hocherda !  ...  It  was  one  of 
those  «  dead  cities  "  of  Alaska,  the  parables  of  can^r 
gossip  the  North  over;  each  a  focus  of  that  stamped- 
ing anarchy  of  '98,  when  the  loudest  talker  who  could 
pan  two  colours  in  a  creek  lured  across  the  blue  autumn 
distances  the  bearded,  filthy,  disillusioned  riff-raff  of 
far  cities,  with  soft  hands  numbed  by  their  first  toil, 
cursing  the  splendour  of  their  dreams,  to  build  habita- 
tions and  spawn  disease.     Hectic,  mottled  with  scurvy, 
ttey  blunted  their  last  days  before  starvation  in  log 
dive  and  darce-hall,  in  those  passions  of  «  civilisation '» 
that  had  blighted  th       'rom  birth.     By  spring,  life  in 
the  North  hencefc.-th  t.„s  chastened  and  heroic  to  a  few 
survivors;  but  the  mass   (outside  the  graveyard)  re- 
turned south,  boasting  of  hardships,  reviling  the  land, 
hardened  for  keener  parasitisms.     In  the  summer  «- 
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lence.  toadstool,  crowned  the  dung-heap,  where  hone. 
h«i  ^n  noun.hed  on  baked  bean.;  porcupihe  quiU. 
rattled  against  phonograph,  and  .ewing-machine. 
withm  the  gaping  do  r-way.;  rank  phmt.  .mothered 
the  mud  roofs,  and  the  flooding  .lue  circled  aU  with  green 
slime  and  mosquitoes.  The  memory  of  Hocherda  and 
Its  sisters  hved  in  the  wilderness,  like  a  miasma. 

Let  me  see  this,"  thought  GaU  to  himself,  ploughing 
on  behind  the  savages.  «  Thus  the  land  exact,  its  toU, 
to  test  the  worthy."  His  divergence  on  the  summer 
trail  seemed  providential. 

Under  blue  clouds  furred  with  gold,  a  raven  swept 
so  low  that  he  heard  the  satiny,  shroud-like  rustle  of 
Its  wings.     Then  the  dark  spruces  opened  upon  the 
thin  snow,  of  a  clearing,  lemon-hued  in  the  latening 
evening.     The  cabins  appeared,  tossed  about  like  mis- 
shapen blocks,  their  black  window  and  door  space, 
dumbly  eloquent  of  the  suffering  and  wantonness  that 
they  had  seen.     Gail  trod  gingerly  through  the  brittle, 
waist-high  weeds;  a  naU  pierced  one  moccasin;  he  en- 
tered one  of  the  shacks. 

Sodden  grey  shirts  and  decaying  jumper,  lay  all 
about  m  the  smell  of  rotting  canvas,  simulating  corpses. 
In  the  havoc  wrought  by  wolf  and  wolverine,  among 
ashes  scattered  from  the  mud  chimney,  were  pick., 
shovels,  gold-pans,  a  whip-saw,   and  three  big  blue- 
glazed  match   cartons.     There  were  broken   mirrors, 
rusty  stove-pipe,  and  sage-green  pills  trickling  from  a 
bottle  in  an  upset  medicine  chest.    A  gilt  shaving  mug 
dangled  on  a  wire  from  the  rafters.    Among  the  tat- 
tered prints   and  newspapers  nailed  to  the  logs,  he 
marked  the  face  of  a  dark,  passionate  woman,  which  wa. 
also  clever.     «  The  Italian  Camille,"  was  printed  under- 
neath.  "D-u-s-e."    He  picked  up  a  Aeet  of  music. 
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I^The  Maiden*!  Prayer  — P.  Schubert;"  and  at  his 
feet  was  a  broken  violin. 

.«r^«  «f  "^°  *^iu  ^^  ^^  '  °«^P«P«>--  ETery  other 
•crap  of  paper  m  the  cabin  was  yeUow  with  age.  It  wa« 
the  r^dez  Pro,pector.  He  opened  it,  reading  a  Novem- 
ber date  of  the  year  past  Some  one  on  the  way  in 
to  Chickaman  had  camped  there,  as  a  pile  of  unsod- 

had  set.     Gad  recalled  that  stirring  evening  when  he 

hnl       ^^.  *i'  ?7-''^™«"  opening  their  mail  from  . 
home,  and  his  flashing  thought  then,  that  some  day  he 

JrhrJ?fT  *«-«•«««  intimation.  ...  He  scanned 
the  brief  dispatches  in  the  sheet  from  the  forgotten, 
timing  southland,  the  local  gossip  of  assessment-work 
hydrauhc  propositions,  new  creeks  and  lodes,  caches 
options,  quartz-mais.  His  eyes  fixed,  staring,  undeia 
noUce  of  he  Thanksgiving  raffle  for  a  diamond  ring  ^ 
Nell's  place."  The  blood  veined  into  all  hi.  ext«m- 
ities,  as  he  read: 

Belug..  CoQkw""  *"  ^  ^•"«»  «^*^  ^  ^V  of 

waf^klf^^nrJ'^^-    H* '^o^ld  find  her  there.     She 
I^k  W^^  tij"'  vow,  ever  true  to  him.     He  would 
work  his  body  to  the  bone  in  Chickaman,  at  anythinir 
to  earn  a  grubstake  and  join  her.    And  there  diSS 

.ZT'T^T^.^'^t'^^^^''''"'  ^^^'^^  ^'  ^«d  nurtured 
sm^  wntmg  her  to  Kingdom  from  P^re  Morice's  cabin 

W.   r5!!?f  ""V,""^*"  ^^  "»^»'My  °^»a  team  stopped 
?^M  ^"'^''  ^^«  *^**  ^^'  indomitable,  gidTng 
presence  had  been  obscured  by  the  absorbing  and  naked 
chaotic  bfe  of  the  long  trail.  ' 

Then  his  spirit.  chiUed.    John  would  have  to  stay 
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in  Valdez  to  Mfeguard  hi.  rrhU.  Could  the  be  gmag 
with  Irwon,  perhaps?  Or  alone,  without  anj  partner? 
Irapofsible,  that.  But  did  not  each  truat  thTother 
utterly,  and  had  she  thus  far  not  avowed  her  love  and 
ft^ith  in  him  to  be  stronger  than  his  own  toward  her? 
Yet  a  new  wave  of  depression  shook  him,  rooted  some- 
how in  Trueblood's  contradictory  view  of  womankind 
in  the  dreams  of  pioneers.  Did  Dick,  so  enleagued  to 
Alaska  as  a  partisan  of  its  high  destiny,  dread  woman 
as  a  Delilah? 

He  tore  the  item  from  the  paper,  slipped  it  into  hi. 
striped  porAra.  and  strode  restlessly  to  the  cabin-do^r. 
irom  the  direction  in  which  th?  Siwashes  had  vanished 
came  a  grinding,  rasping  sound,  ^aarpened  by  the  cold. 
He  started  toward  them  through  the  gloaming.  The 
trail  left  the  charnel  houses,  entering  an  open  space  at 
the  far  end  of  the  clearing.  AU  at  once  the  snow 
seemed  to  be  roughened,  corrugated,  in  even  rows  by 
countless  httie  upright  boards  sticking  for  a  few  inche. 
through  the  cru3t  Gail  stumbled  over  one  of  them; 
nsing,  he  saw  that  letters  had  been  burned  across  the 
wood  as  If  with  a  hot  ffle:  «L.  E.  Volke,  Urbana, 
Mmn  Drowned  in  Big  Ghana  Creek,  May  «8,  m 
Saved  wife  in  break-up." 

The^  Hocherda  graveyard.  It  appeared  to  spread 
around  him,  larger  than  the  dead  city,  to  encompass  it. 
The  cabins  were  but  the  sheU  of  this  wen  upon  the 
vast.  The  graves  were  its  heart  — the  mute,  im- 
memorial  tribute  of  the  unfit  to  the  North. 

Slightly  dizzy,  Gail  sat  down  on  a  hekd-board  that 
had  fallen  over  its  shallow  tomb,  to  watch  the  Siwashes. 
They  were  huddled,  heads  down,  at  the  edge  of  the 
forest,  except  the  two  kids,  who  were  shouting  and 
playmg  around  the  yard.     He  saw  a  pick-axe  and  a 
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long  ihovel  lying  on  the  snow.     A  new  irrav*  t,.^  ««.^ 
h»d  kmtnd  the  cwckeHwx.  .nd  wm  droppine  .t«T 

taw.  who  hldy  for  wwk.  h.d  toted  .bout  a  ehild  or 
P««n  .  Peking,  h.  their  imitaU™  .I.vi.h  w.y.  aol  t" 
b«.y  .t  upon  pole,  high  in  the  „-,  under  .  lilue  root 
M  their  cu.toD,  of  generation,  i.;  but  choked  in  thJ 
dartn...  of  tJ...  tainted  «a.  among  .„rdid  incapable 

.  I!'™/T°*L'T''J''"  P"""^  *■»  •«"«  "nk  upon 
a  rtump  head  m  her  hand..     The  aged  m«,  wa.  trinff 

tb^fflrf  grave.     It  wa.  like  a  flag  there  in  the  .Aen 

deallf  ilJrr-.*""',"*  '  i*^*  "»'«='»'y.  i«  which 
under  tte  .peU  of  womanhood  a.  a  .tnmg,  benign  ima« 
of  hi.  Qara.  He  .prang  to  hi.  feet,  and  r«i.  Lndef! 
mg  among  the  he«i.b«ird..     He  plunged  oi  threuS. 

tte  copper  bh«e  of  a  low  horizon.     He  "  marmucked  " 

rZi      .  ""P^  •'""'  "  **'  '•"*'«  «»""»>"•  of  ice- 
bound waters     He  made  lea.  dipped  into  hi.  deeping- 

k^be«  growjng  in  him.     Now  it  «emed  to  over- 
po«r  la.  mmd.    But  thi.  glad  new.  of  Clara,  and 

f  te^b^ri^f  "°^  "'"'^  '«'°«  ^  ">«  »■» 
a  lrench«.t  fact,  the  other  an  uplifting  per»„ality. 
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HochenU  and  th«  funeral  procession  receded  into  that 
dream  of  the  Tanished  months.  Gail  was  filled  with  a 
thirst  for  lights  and  motley  sounds,  for  men  preoccu- 
pied yet  unstriving.  He  felt  a  curious  stiffness  in  all 
his  limbs,  a  heat  upon  his  temples,  and  erayed  the  re- 
laxations of  luxury  — a  warm  bath. 

He  thought  of  Thieblood,  with  his  reserve  and  hardi- 
hood,  his  self-assured  ideality  for  Alaska  and  men*s 
future  there,  his  penetrating  dreaminess  —  all  a  dower 
of  the  land's  inherent  wisdom.    Dick  was  what  the  chil- 
dren of  its  true  pioneers  should  be.    He  embodied  the 
stem,  portentous  beauty  of  the  North.     Yet  had  he 
not  the  very  softness  against  which  he  had  warned  Gail? 
Had  he  no  ultimate,  immortal  aim  beneath  his  fervour? 
Gail  fell  asleep,  to  the  purring  of  his  beans  as  they 
boiled  on  the  ashes,  to  that  beloved  music  of  the  North's 
wide  spaces.     He  awoke  in  an  ocean  of  furry  mist, 
through  which  the  spruces  rose  dark,  coraline,  metaUie, 
and  the  sun  was  shedding  sheafs  of  silver. 

^  ate  that  night,  a  squarish  immanence  loomed  upon 
w  ghostly  field  of  the  river.  Close  to,  it  became  a 
lightless  house  built  upon  a  scow.  A  limp  yeUow  flag 
marked  it  as  the  small-pox  hospital  which  lies  ouUide 
all  big  northern  camps.  The  glow  of  Chickaman,  where 
later  he  could  find  no  trace  of  Dick  Trueblood,  crept 
up  beyond. 
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Th«  trail  became  a  mate  of  croit-track..    The  fflow 

dulating  .team-cloud.  leethed  vividly  above  the  angular 
mky  outline,  of  the  cabin-topi.  *^     * 

t{«Y°"S  5*  "*!*[  «**  *^*"^    '*  '^^  •twnge  to  link 
.^CtTLf:?",?  ^":    u^"^  ^*  ^"^  ^°'*  thf  keen  d  ' 

fo^??;.-      It  ^  '""  ***  *^  more -and  le..-than 
fortifying    he  body  again.t  death;  and  the  thought  of 

nV  ^    S"1^  ~"'"*^  ^^™-     That  gruelling  monotony 

^  hwiwlf   a  physical  part,  behind  in  the  wildemeas 

wurce  of  revelation*,  the  scene  of  any  triumph  to  be  hi.. 
«e  wa.  nearmg  men,  congregated,  diffusely  self-ab- 

tZ^'  ""/"r**"*  disorder.     He  had  a  sense  Tf 
Ignominy,  of  abasement,  a  slight  fear. 

ttf  *!      f"^"^*.  *  '''^''-'^^  "nder  each  arm,  among 
f^mt  ^^  '^"'t  ,"'  ^'   °"*«^^'*--     Steam   issued 

h^dM      iT'^"^'  '~°  ««*  -**>^«P»>  of  aU  the 
huddled  cabin,  ahead,  a.  from  counUes.  volcanic  wr^ 

Wed  .aloon.  and  stores,  yet  only  a  few  frost-waSd^ 
window,  gleamed  faintly  into  its  deserted  brightnes^ 
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He  pMsed  a  lone  figure,  mountainously  furred,  brealb- 

«^  ^""i  ""^T*?-     ^**'  *^*  ^"*  *^*  Gaa  ^iced  ST 
own  breath,  and  the  cold  cut  him. 

He  rtopped  before  a  big  sign,  « Tlie  Savoy."    A 
gilt  barber-pole  leaned  from  its  saw-boards.     Miracu- 
bus!  that  gulfed  in  this  arctic  waste,  men  endurS  tS. 
Tjoisonous  cold,  ate  and  slept,  loved  and  gamed,  a. 
blandly  aa  across  the  bleak  oceans,  in  warm  Ind  jided 
otxes.     Still,  he  needed  a  shave.    And  his  hair  had  n!S 
been  cut  smce  Hogan,  the  spiritualist,  had  crowned  him 
with  «  china  bowl  on  Manila  Fork.     But  he  did  not  ex- 
pect the  kmdly  welcome  of  a  gulch  cabin  in  that  saloon. 
Its  blaze  ol  hght  assaulted  and  bewildered.     The 
moist  heat  sufl'ocated.     To  the  right  the  bar,  to  the 

I^v*  ^'^f^^^^**'  ^*>h^d  a  raa,  abutted  two  high. 
turkey-r«i  and  tasseled  curtains.  These  cut  off  tte 
dance-  ,md  gamblin^hall  in  the  rear,  and  as  Gatt 
dropped  his  pack  and  snow-shoes  on  the  saw-dusted 
Lr:/i  A  mechanical  and  tinny  music  struck  up 

^  rl..r*«,^  -quarejawed.  pock-marked  stout  man 
J"  "g'^y  cardigan  jacket  was  labelling  demijohns  on 

^„t^-  \r  **'?^  Y"^""  '^'  "^'  •  kinky-hairS 
youth  ma  bue  miner's  shirt  and  a  starched  collar 
was  mipatiently  throwing  himself  "cold"  hands,  as  if 
the  rag^tune  had  mterrupted  his  talk  with  the  barber. 

ril'lL  ^/v""""""*  '^''^"^'  ^'^  P«"on  with 
up-curled  moustaches,  under  a  brown  derby  hat. 

{nfn  f?       li"  /'?'■*''•  »'«^t«o^-'^"e,  and  climbed 

drl^^^V  *  "^'''''  .^^'^°"*  *  ^'^^^'^^^  *J^«  barber 
dropped  his  strop,  and  digging  a  comb  into  Gail's 

matted  locks,  said  to  the  young  man, 

-J*  ^nt  ^"'  ?^^  ^f ""'^  ''*'  *^^  '"^«"e''t  bitch  I  ever 
see.     That  spring  when  she  died  out  to  Willow  Crick, 


I       1 


i'i     I 


'I 'I,  I 


SYDNEY 


8tl 


Sii  biV'  «ud  the  barber,  amMne.  a>  G.n  „-  i,- 
fat  once  more  w..  trying  to  reco^'Z^lZX 

«^»  ./"^.t^Mo^;?^^  "jlSt  -■-tt'^ 

«uch  a  thing!  »«onej.    ««  had  forgotten 

in  ""aI^Y^'Vu  "^  """I^-'ing  Gail',  diacomfort 

-nde;  ob.?jlti».'"to''4e"Z;f:i?"-     HoM-^—Put 
For  .«ne  time,  continnaUy  drinkin«  rock-and-rv.  i>-. 

.^w  do«;.^°^.ttr  "'^  '''^-  '^■■"-p'^ 
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him*  a  look  of  wasted  intelligence  in  his  weD-cut^ 
features,  which  only  a  roughened  skin  saved  from  being 
womanlj. 

**  I  don't  know  w  I  can  pay  you  right  off,'»  began 
Gail,  «  unless  I  get  a  job."  But  his  benefactor  cut  in, 
"Steep,  ain't  it,  for  a  dump  like  this?"  and  gave 
•  wink  which  included  the  boss  behind  the  bar.  Then 
he  swept  Gail  rapidly  with  uncertain  eyes,  and  roUed 
a  cigarette  with  the  same  trepid  haste  in  which  his  old 
bunkie  Rex  used  to. 

« If  this  camp  is  as  empty  a«  she  looks,**  said  Gail, 
•*  maybe  I'll  get  a  chance  for  work  to-morrow.** 

"Oh,  the's  always  work  in  a  morgue,"  encouraged 
Len,  with  a  grin  toward  the  demijohns.  "  If  only  pol- 
ishing the  glass  cofllns,  eh,  Overheiser?  ** 

Overheiser  put  down  his  jug,  and  fixing  leaden  eyes 
upon  Gail,  growled  that  all  Chickaman  was  up  on  the 
creeks,  burning  ground  —  thawing  pay  gravel  for  the 
spring  clean-up.  The  town  had  been  a  live  wire  up  to 
a  month  ago,  and  would  be  again  in  April,  when  the 
stampeders  began  to  leave  the  played-out  camps,  be- 
cause Yanaga  River  to  the  south*ard  of  here  was 
another  Klondike,  «ir,  but  permanent,  on  account  of 
the  quartz. 

"  You  give  our  partner  a  job  shifting  icicles  out  of 
all  the  dust  you  take  in  till  then,  Joe,**  said  Len.  "  He 
won't  freeze  his  fingers.** 

"He  ken  sweep  out  around  the  tables  mornings  if 
he*s  minded  to,**  said  the  boss,  gruffly.  «*  Four  dollars 
a  day,  and  board  himself.** 

"  Take  it,**  muttered  Len  to  Gail.    « It's  a  cleaner 

job  than  I  have  here.**    And  Gail  was  moved  by  the 

earnest  intent  to  help  him,  the  sudden  self-deprecation. 

"  m  go  you  for  a  week,  anyhow,**  he  said,  with  a 
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forced  carelessness;  and  then,  boldly  picking  up  the 
Aange  whjch  Sig  the  barber  had  thrown  downf  and 
with  It  Len».  other  dollar,  Gafl  said  to  the  Utter.  « I  can 
square  you,  at  any  rate.** 

lK.«^5rv"^i*\'^!'"?*  moraing,"  mumbled  the 
boss,  ducking  his  head  under  the  bar. 

^«^fl  *m^tf  1^?:    "^^*"*y    *»'   powe,:o».att^ey 
capitahsts'Il  be  lookmg  for  strong  hands  at  the  gold- 
pan  in  this  stampede.     We're  on  the  ground  first,  re- 
manber.    A  man  don't  hit  it  like  this  more'n  once  in  a 
wolfs  age."    His  thin-Udded  eyes  flashed,  and  the  edire 
V   "j  «*'a^a«ant»  golden  vision   swept   Gail.     L«i 
showed  a  real  ardour,  strange  in  a  youth  so  clearly  so- 
phisticated, and  not  whoUy  due  to  drink.    "And  Joe 
Overheiser  aint  such  a  bear,"  hf  confided.     «  Stick  to 
him.    Have  you  got  a  bunk?  " 
Gail,  flustered,  shook  his  head. 
«  TTiey'U  sting  you  three  large  iron  dollars  a  flop  in 
any  of  our  ladder  Waldorfs,"  said  Len,  «  and  no  boots 
anowed  m   the  bunks.     How  about   Nixon   Mac's  — 
over  hM  stable?"    Len  raised  his  voice  toward  Over- 
hesier,  but  without   response,  so  went   on:    "Mac's 
freighting  up  the  cricks.    He  left  me  his  key."    Len 
drew  It  from  a  pocket,  handed  it  to  GaiL     « two  loca- 
^ns  round  the  first  comer,  as  you  came  off  the  trail. 
Then  foUow  your  nose.     How'd  a  nigh*  in  Chicago 
•tnke  you  now  —  Auditorium  bar,  and  then  a  show?" 

moist  with  tobacco,  had  appeared  between  the  curtains, 
noddmg  Len  within.  Without  another  word,  he  van- 
ished  behmd  them.     The  piano  struck  up  again,  more 

«  That's  Borden's  job,  at  the  ivories,  turn  about  with 
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that  old  crimp,"  observed  Orerheiwr,  emerging  behind 
the  bar.  "  And  d'je  know  who  Len  is?  Senator  Bor- 
den».  son,  o^  Wyoming.  Why,  he  c'd  tickle  tht  wireless 
to  hu  old  man,  and  cash  in  enough  to  grubstake  this 
•  whole  saloon.** 

"Got  too  nice  a  touch  for  beating  that  box,**  said  the 
barber  from  behind  a  newspaper.  «  Shows  the  elegant 
folks  he  was  raised  with.'* 

"  But  his  pride  hurts  him.  And  he  was  puUing  up 
on  *  diUs  *  and  the  booze,  tiU  this  woman  grabs  him. 
Now  he*s  owned.  A  man  ain't  a  man,  took  so  in  this 
country.  And  now  she*s  made  a  home  for  him,  on  a 
squmt  at  the  Senator's  pocket."  Overheiser  paused. 
"But  Len'U  only  stand  for  so  much.  Said  tonight 
he'd  gave  her  her  walking  papers  — for  the  fourth 
tune.     So  he's  drunk.     Ought  to  hit  out  for  the  cricks." 

Gail's  concern  for  the  volatile  black  sheep  was  being 
further  awakened,  when  he  caught  sight  of  the  big 
clock  over  the  bar,  its  hands  folded  upon  midnight. 

"  Guess  I'll  be  rustling  some  grub,"  he  said,  pickinir 
up  his  outfit.  ® 

"Have  a  rope?"  He  took  the  cigar  that  Joe  of- 
fered. 

Outside,  the  cold  withered  Gafl.  He  thought: 
"Why  do  men  help  me  so?  What  is  my  appeal?" 
In  his  heart  of  hearts,  for  his  own  great  end,  he  had 
always  felt  that  he  possessed  some  masterful  quality, 
marking  him  apart  from  his  fellows.  But  he  had  never 
expected  others  to  recognise  this,  to  feel  it,  to  show 
it.     And  least  of  all,  one  like  Len  Borden. 


M 


On  a  diagonal  comer,  Gail  ate  wheat-cakes,  gulped 
two  thick  mugs  of  coffee,  at  the  tiny  ofl-cloth  table  of  a 
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"  mtaurant »»  .moky  with  lard.     The  diminotive  cro..- 

w^edT^  M  '  '"^^^  ^  '^^  "»  •  new...V^\Td 
waxed  voluble  over  some  drunkard  who  had  hetnZJ^M 

7:it  ''"Ir  ^^'  '^"^"^f  last  ye„WgS: 

2?vide':?4'r^*r  ^**'^  ^^^^^  -*-  «^«  ^^- 

Oppoaite,    Gaa    spotted    the    "California    Bath. - 
The  openuig  door  jangled  a  beU,  and  he  found  Wlf 

:St  7rL"tL'j:^^^^li"n^  --^t  -<^  <^-~t2 

woman  In  M-  ?  T*  •  ^^^^^'^y*  battered-looking 
buraer  with  a  piped  copper  boiler  on  top.  Two  othe« 
loUed  on  a  low  settee,  the  larger  holding  in  her  lap" 
clear^kinned  boy  about  eight  year,  old!  dre..Id  in  a 
sort  of  reindeer  skin  .ailor  suit. 
A.  the  first  arose  with  a  weary  nod  twisf  p*1  «  a 

re.r,  G.U  noticed  th.t  the  ™  Jle,  and  y^, '  "  ^ 
™.tor.  b«l  been  crying.  She  wore  W  -nl^- 
.kin.  and  a  biff  hat  with  !«««.  -,i.-*  x  •  ,  "^uiwei- 
«K«   k  J   XL     *     ,  ^**"fi^  ^™*e  ostrich  plume. 

She  had   the  round,   enameled   features   of  heVkTi 

Ink"  ''7^*  ''"^*  "'^^^  «»-  h-  *  look  a^  once 
doll-hke    and    wanton.     Her    light    blue    eyes    we^ 

f^ally  soft  and  cruel,  innocent^and  .hrewd;ap;ia" 

r.n"*J*/"  *^«ffbt  of  the  boy  -  the  first  white  child 
^1  had  seen  since  he  could  remember  -  that  dazed 
him  for  a  moment.    There  was  something  fawn-like 
tender.  exquUite,  in  that  little  figure,  beside  wS  th^ 

WWfl,  """^  ^°""«'  ^^^^"^'  All  the  future 
breathed  there  as  he  smea«d  his  face  with  the  douX 
nut  he  was  eating,  and  his  wandering  clear  gaze  dX 
and  hardened  the  women*,  eye..    L  achiCwaS 
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upread  through  Gafl»«  bosom,  a  hateful  jealonij  at 
their  postetsion  of  him.  ; 

"  WeU,  Sydney,  I  never  would  have  expected  luch 
feelinp  in  you,»»  said  the  older,  who  held  the  kid,  with 
a  ddiberate  sympathy,  eyeing  Gail  boldly.    In  her  red 
parka,    she  might   have  passed   for  a   strong-minded 
spmster,  except  for  the  deep  perpendicular  lines  in  her 
cheeks,  and  a  moist  redness  about  her  mouth. 
Sydney,  the  younger  woman,  hid  her  head. 
The  battered  lady  reappeared  with  towels  over  her 
•rm,  and  beckoned  Gail  down  the  entry.     There  she 
uidocked  the  door  of  a  cubicle  all  but  filled  by  a  white 
tub,  and  pkced  the  towels  on  a  stool,  by  a  chunk  of 
soap  and  a  vegetable  sponge.    As  Gail  undressed,  and 
she  shook  down  the  stove,  he  could  hear,  over  the  open 
top  of  his  closet,  the  voices  of  the  pair  seated.     They 
began  to  review  the  times  that  they  had  gone  broke  in 
vanous  camps;  reUshing,  Uke  men,  the  adventure  of 
their  hardships.     The  younger  told  with  a  loose  hoarse- 
ness about  a  French  Count  who  ran  a  moving  picture 
show,  with  which  as  box-office  lady  she  had  come  to 
gnef :    *  Aristidy,   he   called   himself,   got   that   hot 
at  the  drunk  in  the  audience,  he  starts  for  him  with  his 
gun,  but  first  chucking  his  cigarette  butt  into  the  tub 
of  fflm.  by  the  gas-tank.    And  say,   Mrs.   Frances 
MueDer,  when  I  gets  outside  into  that  gang  of  yelling 
rough-necks,  my  hair  was  a-fire.    Well,  it  was  him 
ma  hamdUika  who  smothered  me  out  that  brings  me  to 
this  camp,  an*  all  these  troubles." 

She  began  to  sob  again,  harshly.  GaH,  luxuriating 
in  the  steamy  water,  laving  his  long  smooth  legs,  his 
thin  and  corded  towo,  could  not  repress  a  smile,  in 
his  knowledge  of  such  a  ooe»s  easy  emotions.  Then 
Mrs.  MueUer  related  how  she  had  bet  and  lost  aU  one 
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.elf.     Then   Mr»^  ^u^^X  T*,o  *' \^"*  ^^• 
hushed    but   vi«,rou«^T  «*  i^"*   harangue, 

tiously—       '''«°"""'   "^^   »t   once   advised   ostenta- 

T.irw^?^*'*^*/*'"  «^*  *«  h"»«e  or  starve     I'd 

hotter  th.n  the  wter.    "Wherrt  ,2  JT  ^^I 
Take  .  p„,pect.  ^yhow."  '  "  ""  ""'' 

4;^t^!  IX'  'J^-'J-  -Hdo.,„a 

^thT^^p'^r-r  ::SeL"te'r— t«r 

the   fuzz   on   her   chin     l~.lr«^     -j-  *™-^  ,"  ****'»  »»« 
Both  their  he.J.  «"' .^^rf  to  a  .7 ''-."'r "^ 
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*'  You  didn't  bring  no  clean  clothes  in  joar  iwek, 
did  you?  "  he  asked. 

**  No,  son.  I  —  I  got  to  nistle  for  them  Tet,»»  an- 
swered OaiL 

"Arthur!    You  leave  him  alone,**  ordered  Sydney. 

**  Is  he  yours? »»  demanded  Gail  boldly.  **  The  little 
shaver?  *» 

"Mine?  What  makes  you  think  so?**  she  replied 
likewise,  but  her  glance  seemed  to  flinch.  "  He  don't 
look  like  me,  does  he?" 

"  I'll  give  you  some  duds,"  the  boy  burst  out  rogue- 
ishly,  plugging  a  fist  into  one  of  Gail's  extended  pahns; 
and  at  the  touch  of  his  skin,  the  room  wavered.  But  in- 
stantly Mrs.  Mueller  rose,  grabbed  Arthur;  held  him, 
sullen  and  crest-fallen,  back-to  at  the  settee. 

•^You're  a-coming  with  me?"  whispered  Sydney  to 
Gail  with  an  effort,  and  yet  shamelessly,  her  shiny  cheeks 
deepening  in  hue.  She  was  drawing  on  a  pair  of  black 
seal  gloves,  and  furti  Jy  inclined  her  head  to  the  door. 
"  You  look  like  you'd  treat  a  girl  square." 

That  reckless  desire  flared  throu^  him,  which  he  had 
had  in  the  barber  chair,  hearing  the  couples  at  the  bar. 
Their  heads  were  close  together. 

"Yes,"  Gail  broke  out,  huskily.  "But  whose  kid 
is  he,  then?  " 

"  Why,  mine,  dear,"  spoke  up  Mrs.  Mueller,  blandly. 
•| Ain't  you,  Arthur?"  But  the  boy,  kicking  rebel- 
liously  at  her  seat,  remained  squelched.  "Why 
shouldn't  he  be  mine?  "  she  reproached,  with  a  hideous 
archness. 

Sydney  had  slipped  her  hand  into  his,  as  he  lifted  his 
pack.  The  beU  on  the  door  jingled  behind  them,  to 
a  scathing  outbreak  of  suppressed  feelings  on  propriety 
from  the  lady  in  bkck,  hurled  at  Mrs.  Mueller. 
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t"0  ran  of  oM^U  V  ^^  "J""'  '""ounded  the 

the  KthograpM*^,^*^      .     T'"'' '"'"  "»  ■'»«. 

•«  th.  CS"  l?S,*^^dr"L!""  ""^ 
"-"kj    "Le.  Mi«r.bl».    ^'  SL  °     '  ^'  "  "^ 

Ik  formtteo  U.  V.™ '"«»"»  m  the  old  dayt.    Had 
met?  "***  ""Wd"  to  the  .terile  M,d  the 

bo™  "it"  ^  Zt-IJ-l  •"" V*  '""  -«'  «» 
ing4hort  a  wo^rl^'  -o"«Wy  fro™  him,  and  tarn- 
"ingoing,  heart-pier^ti  •["^S^C.""  "°"  *^ 
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He  revfled  himself,  in  the  name  of  Martha,  of  Clara, 
who  had  faith  in  him,  the  partner  of  hii  great  thirst! 
He  felt  a  wave  of  the  love  she  bore  and  its  all-efPaeing 
potency.  He  had  ahnost  yielded,  to  no  more  than 
the  physical  clamour  of  a  long-pent  vitality.  This 
Sydney  was  a  DeKlah  of  the  North,  the  sort  Dick  feared 
•—likely  Dick  had  never  known  a  purer.  No  wonder 
the  boy's  grasp  of  womankind  was  so  unformulated  and 
distrustful.  It  was  he  who  needed  a  good  woman's  love 
to  requite  his  dumb  aspiring. 

At  last  Gail  found  the  empty  sUble,  a  large  frame 
building  clumsily  covered  with  tar-paper.  The  key 
that  Borden  had  given  him  fitted  a  smaU  door  beside 
the  closed  big  ones.  He  felt  his  way  up  a  narrow 
stair.  In  the  dusty,  icy  loft,  he  discerned  an  electric 
lamp,  and  switched  it  on.  Dog  harnesses,  broken  oat- 
•acks,  pack-saddles,  a  couple  of  scythes  were  strewn 
about.  A  bran-like  fihn  cover^^d  everything.  In  one 
comer  red  blankets  were  jumbled  on  a  cot  His  head 
burned  and  throbbed,  as  he  undid  his  pack.  He  had 
been  in  Chickaman  four  hours,  but  it  seemed  to  him  as 
many  years. 

Gail  lodged  here  until  mid-April,  nursing  his  dreams 
of  gold  and  Clara,  earning  an  insufficient  grub-stake  in 
Joe  Overheiser's  saloon. 


m 

Prom  this  night  on,  Len  Borden  pulled  up  on  his 
drinking.  His  friends  b  the  Savoy  appeared  to  assume 
that  this  was  because  the  quarrel  which  he  had  had 
then  with  his  woman  actually  had  been  final,  and  that 
he  had  dropped  her.  With  the  reserve  of  sobriety,  he 
seldom  continued  his  confidences  to  Gail,  and  for  weeks 
their  friendship  remained  tentative. 


aJYDNEY 


881 


Toward  each  noon,  in  the  i^V  ^#  ^  i    .^ 
«P«5toration.  m  0*3"!^  ^^?^  •**■«  *>«>»  "d 
broon,  over  the  fflth  S^thT tf*  ^?,*»!f  •  '''^^  "°P  *»<1 

t«i».--.weepingti;etS:c;aVtl^^^^^^^^^ 

.•w^.t  ^  he  would  ^«t  ?f„       1"'.  •*^«««rin«  d«n,p 

«>ckt«n  at  the  bar     ThTn   fj    *"^P'"*  ^"  "'°™«« 

crc^jed  many  Lil  ^Sd  1  T^^^^        P'>  «t  thf 

"Xanana...   the  "^wfe^^  ^  ?Narthen,."  the 
There,  from  behind  SiJ^Wu  "^   ^"   ^»    Savoj. 
the  new-comer,  to  the  ImH    f     u*?'  ®"''^  ^**<^''«» 
Joe.  a.  Len,  looseni^^hrnLM?  "  ^''°"  *^*  '^«o"- 
'Je,  read  their  hi.t"rie7f^"^;  ^T"^'  ^^'*^  '^^''^^d- 
«ri«ng  each  with  Tpiavi^T       *"''  ""^  ««*■"?.  •- 
cheeked.  Painted  laSief/J^^iTr"-     '^^^  ^°«o- 
tragic  trade.     NewJ^vL  f"     ?  ^'^'^•tairs  to  their 
•linked  behind  the3„/*~  *^'"^'"  ^'"  "^^^  «»P*~ 

r^^^rZ'^^t:^^^^^^       Gail  to  .^ 
tioned  corridor  with  itrm*;;.^        ^°"«'  thin-parti- 
.teak  with  Sig  a^d  1^1'  ^^  ^-"^  ^^  ate  moo,e- 
Fong.  thecook,  a»  a  sq^fre  of  1.  ^^*^^^°»^<i  'allj  Ah 
the  »eat  from   SiwS  ^^'bTI";     """ '^  ^''^^^ 
'Tomen;  thej  palled  on  him   gLii  •  !.  T'  *P°^*^   «' 
.able  vampire,  in  his  bus^a      Yet"  *if  ?*  ^"''"P^"" 
ea'digan  jacket  he  y^orethl'hZ         .*^'  '*P"^  «^  hi» 
joung  girl  with  Lr  h«>t  ^r?-?^^*''^'*^^  °^  a 
daughter  at  school  in  L^s  InJl^'Y"'  .^^'  ^*»  h» 
adding.  «Thejr  sav  Jcno^H.?l?'  ^,"  ^^d  told  Gail, 
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dni  Gail  bcliered  that  thii  wm  due,  on  her  part,  to  hif 
failure  at  an  investment;  on  hit  own,  lest  to  will  power 
than  to  that  numb  dace  whidi  overcomet  one  on  rdiudng 
from  the  grind  of  the  winter  trail  Later,  her  lack  of 
pretence  in  the  hollow  yanitiei  of  her  type  moved  hit 
interest  and  curiositj  in  her  humanitj.  She  said  that 
she  needed  a  friend.  She  failed  to  amplify  this;  so 
Gail  repudiated  an  ug^y  suspicion  of  her  friendlj  pur- 
poses,  and  they  became  intimates,  on  a  basis  too  out- 
spoken even  for  altruism  on  his  part. 

He  would  sit  under  her  lamp,  to  the  tick  of  her  fake 
ormolu  clock,  as  her  hoarse,  plaintive  voice  ranged  from 
telling  of  her  speculations  in  diamond  rings  and 
"jumped"  town-lots,  to  her  adoration  of  "Jawer" 
in  "  Les  Miserables.*'  But  Gail  was  as  reticent  about 
himself,  both  in  Alaska  and  on  the  outside,  as  he  was 
to  his  friends  of  the  Savoy,  where  no  rumour  of  his 
deeds  had  penetrated.  He  shrank  in  her  presence  from 
mentioning  the  boy  Arthur,  or  Mrs.  Mueller,  who  was 
'*  decent  now,**  trying  to  sell  her  road-house  on  Cache 
Creek.  And  knowing  that  the  axiom  of  her  profession 
is  silence  regarding  its  male  victims,  neither  one  ever 
spoke  of  any  men  in  the  camp.  Yet  it  continued  to 
puzzle  Gail  why  she  had  cried  so  bitterly  on  the  ni^t  of 
their  meeting,  encouraged  -o  visitors  except  himself, 
and  sometimes  disappeared  from  Chickaman  for  days. 

One  evening  Len  came  to  supper,  drunk.  Generally 
so  garrulous,  he  sat  black  and  speechless,  scowling  at 
the  immaculate  Hamilton.  As  Gail  started  downstairs, 
Len  drew  him  aside,  and,  his  slant,  wide-apart  eyes  hazy 
with  emotion,  said  of  Sig:  **  III  kill  that  pimp  .  .  . 
if  he  breaks  in  on  my  dill."  And  abruptly  dashed  be- 
low to  his  piano. 

This  was  the  first  word  that  Len  had  spoken  to  him 
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wont  the  iromtn  who  h«l  "  own^  •-  k- 

h«d  hardlj  heard  rmuJ^  *      .         **"»  ''''o™  G«il 

S^*- '^•J- with  women  did  nTt^  1^1^'***'-     ^"^^ 
More  than  hi.  trade  had  w.^If!??-  ***  *^  "*»•*  "*»'•• 

on  the  traa     Go..?pX,^u''^*^  *?  «'  W.  prowe,. 

Mormon  «•  nui^VtTtltS'co'^.'^  ^""*  *^*"  » 
partner  of  Big  Sadie,  who  ToiZl  *?    .f  *^  *"  »  •^«°' 

dressed  creatures   whom  k«        »j  *  fluffed,   over- 

much  .^ ."."  ^stTj.:^'"""'" "-«'"  » 

J.  p««d  with »  X^;'^*cr.r'"= •„""• 

J«  »"  unprepared  for  the  .urprisTZi  r  ^T  f  ^"' 
■"y  Arthur,  rturtled  «d  S 1  f-  •""l"'-  "^^ 
opened  the  door.  *^  "  '^^  '«"''«"  '"". 
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He  broke  Gafl's  .pell  of  mingled  joy  and  apprehennon 
by  adding  with  a  grin,  "  So  you  won't  need  my  clothes 
now.     Come  on  in." 

"  I  mean  her  friend,  who  lives  here."  The  boy  was 
alone. 

Arthur's  face  fell,  and  his  cheeriness  vanished.  He 
closed  the  door  behind  Gail,  with  a  mature  gesture  of 
welcome. 

"  Sit  down,  mister,"  said  the  child  gravely.  «  An* 
I'll  tell  you." 

Gail  sank  into  Sydney's  rocker,  stiffly,  his  blighting 
heart  m  his  mouth. 

"  Mrs.  MueUer  —  she's  pulling  out  for  Fairbanks  to- 
morrow," declared  Arthur,  manfully,  but  averting  his 
face  toward  the  stove.  « An'  with  me.  We're  down 
staying  over  the  ♦  Malemute.' " 

In  gathering  anger  for  his  blindness,  Gafl  choked 
back  an  unreasoning,  instinctive  oath. 

"But  she's  not  mother,"  crit  ^  the  boy,  fretfully. 
**  This  is  mother's,  of  course." 

The  room  lurched  before  Gail.  He  felt  his  heart  go 
icy,  and  that  he  was  staring  interminably  through  a 
warm  mist. 

"Come  here,"  he  said  thickly;  but  the  boy.  with 
downcast  eyes,  revealed  only  his  quivering  lips. 

"Why  did  she  lie—?"  he  broke  out  aimlessly. 
"Why  didn't  she  tell  me  when  I  asked  her  in  the 
bath?" 

«  You  better  ask  her  that  yourself,"  retorted  Arthur. 
"Hadn't  you  oughter  know?" 

"Don't!"  Gail  shielded  his  face  with  his  hands. 
The  boy  had  Kfted  a  defiant  head.  A  sudden  stoniness 
m  his  young,  melting  eyes,  the  twitching  at  the  comers 
of  his  tender  mouth,  pierced  Gail  like  a  knife. 
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Bora  dtad  in  innocence!    The  inf.n..!  um. 

»ky  didn't  you  let  on? •■  h.  crie^     ™' <  ■  ■  ■  "That 

.wnnn™.,  vi.ion't'ow1.".^,  ^^/C  h  hef  w^^' 
W  and  coal,  standing  before  hi™  iTl  ?  ""** 
for  Arthur;.  coUar.  '^rZ^^'r^^^jJ^l  'JT 
d«wn  and  lirid.  her  ej«  haIf-cI«od.  Sptht^  ^i: 
drcTir  him  away  from  Gail      T^^  k         .i^l'cn  tsg,  gjie 


She  threw  off  her  coat,  flung  her  hat  on  fh»  a 

we  l^nJl  ^    t  ^''''  "^  ''""""»  '"^d  «  the  only  way 

knew  who  Arthur  wa.,  a.  Pd  just  lost  the  man  i  loy^ 
-  the  only  one  eyer  -  by  teUing  him.»» 
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A  mother 


in.**?,!**x.*"***^*'-~"     Gail  laahed  her. 
like  that's  a  fiend.'* 

«  Don't  I  hiow  I  am?  »  she  muttered  on,  tossing  her 

you.  I  sent  for  Arthur  from  the  Home  in  Juneau 
-I  nev«  seen  him  since  he  was  born  there  eight  jears 
ago-becauw  I  reckoned  I  could  hold  my  devfl,  by 

Fairbanks   won   back  her  man   so.    But   his  Teeing 

about  motiierhood  and  decency.     Damn  yoSTtlucated 

II  Sydney !»»  pleaded  Gail. 
«.„"iP^  ^*%°^  "**^«  '^'*^"'  ^~J^«*  »e  "P  just  as 

Tt  !t^  .  "^  P*""«^'  "^"^^o'^^-  •  .  .  "But  in 
the  bath  there  I  was  desperate  -  for  food  _  and  Fra" 

cesMueUereggedmeonandmadeuslietoyou.  MebSs 
you  thought  I  wasn't  hurted  and  hating  you  like  poison 
after  your  play  with  Arthur,  and  wf'd  walk^^he^ 

ou    triSf         "T''  *"*^  *^*'-  »*»'^  competition  in 
ou^^  trade  -  even  by  squaws  -  than  folks  suspect.     I 

felllf  v"^  t^\  ^"^    ^^^  *  «^'l  «ke  us  loves  a 
fiU  %    t"  ^^"^.^  "^^  ^**^  •«"«  "^  Pl'^ce  inside  her. 

She  breaks  loose  and  rips  things  up,  sees  red  like  a 
m^  and  shoots  to  kill.  But  I'd  done  aU  thaiT  You've 
^  »«*«»«  fnough.  You  ou^t  to  catch  me  in  ac- 
tion.   Men  thmks  us  fickle,  but  mosUy  our  show  of  it 
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J;-torture.»»    She  stopped  «h«,4    l 

••I  was  crying  that  m^thLlTi  ^''  ^**^^*  ^''^^^^ 

t-l«  it  «at  .f  y„„.  We  .^..^"^  "'•  The  b„„„.., 
f^  "Abe  I  don't  W  „y  ?i  ^  t"^  "'■"■"*  •  •  • 
fc«»'r  (,  it  Mebb.  I'm  to7„i^' "l""""''  "»y  'i*'" 
»»  a'ongi,  or  don't  W  "».  f™""'  »■•  not  sunk 
Sie  broke  off  in  bitter  ,W  '""  ''^°"i'"  •'  ■»«» 
,^H.ve  I  been- that, ..•«,„,i.,^  ^^  ^^^^  ^ 

"You?  "  die  ,„^ed  blMdlv     "  Tf 
"«  the  fl„t  ,t,ai^,  J       °V.        It  wa.  you  that  give 
.t  .chool_,h„«  /S  out  Z*  '""?  '  ""  '  ^rf 
fa""!  of  ™„  you  «,.    ft  ;"*  ^°"  ""  broke,  .nd  Uie 
"»"••    And  Fnttce,.  bv  UW  f^  J'-f"'  "»  '"»»  the 
«n.b.t.ke  me  for  ,  time     b!!  ""  ^J^  ^"^V  i«  to 
^f  Arthur  with  C   ft^J"'\P^--'^y. 

•hnVel  behind  the^t^n  l""'""''  "d  «e«ing'te 
f'ced  it«lf.  '*"''  *"  h"  'hrewd  wantonne,f  e«° 

isf^-ptle^^tdt  eiSt.'-  ?v'"«'  •*• 

"h;'*  .he  puUed  he„e]f  ^gZr  "  *'  ™«  «■«■ 

"'li.!™*  ffo^^  "l^-"  *';''^  O™'..  rising. 

He  felt  TOddeniT  threv™.  *  "P'  " 

7  the  ev«,e.ee„ee  of  .fl  b„  ^.^ 
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wd  it  kflled  his  pity.    After  aU,  ihe  wu,  as  she  said, 
blunted. 

He  groped  for  the  door.  The  lashing  cold  outside, 
under  the  lances  of  the  arctic  stars,  relievingly  pierced 
^Zt'^'-^^^^^^otnocherae,  Sydney,  too,  was 
the  North's  toE  But  she  had  survived.  Only  Arthur, 
to  forecast  his  life  in  the  Youngest  World  was  madden- 
ing. 

Was  she  so  irredeemable?  No  —  his  faith  in  woman 
was  too  strong.  Yet  why  should  her  perversions  con- 
cern hmi  and  his  sustaining  dreams?  His  softness,  as 
with  Tom  and  Joneay,  had  caught  him  in  this  more 
deadenmg  web  of  life.  He  strove  to  muke  his  mind  a 
blank,  and  started  back  to  the  heart  of  Chickaman, 
to  lose  himself  with  the  multitudes  inside  its  blear 
dives. 

But  at  the  second  comer,  he  passed  a  famiHar  figure 
across  the  street,  headed  up  the  slue.  The  brown  derby 
and  the  fastidious  step  were  unmistakable  —  Sig  Ham- 
ilton s.  A  horrid  certainty  seized  Gafl.  Sydney  was 
WMtmg  for  the  barber.     Gafl  could  not  leave  the  dis- 

"t  I^^.  ,*^?  **  "**'*^  ^**^^  «^«°«  the  walk  to- 
ward  the  httle  shacks,  but  returned  to  the  comer. 

FmaUy  as  he  approached  Sydney's  house,  he  saw  that 

the  yellow  shade  was  now  down.     Hamflton  had  gone 

mside.     But  on  the  steps,  a  figure  lay  inert  and  huddled 

on  his  face.     His  heart  stood  still.     The  blind  fool 

he  had  been  I    It  was  Len,  dead  drunk. 

Len,  Sydney's  *•  devfl  "  ! 

A  sudden,  destroctive  idea  overcame  him.  He  lifted 
the  hmp  man  in  his  arms,  carried  him  up  the  steps. 

iS^"^J"'  •^*"»  *°*^  ■**""'"«  *°  recognise  him, 
mumbled  Sydney's  name,  gratefully.  Then,  dropping 
him  on  the  threshold,  Gafl  dealt  a  thundering  blow  with 
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—  -  ^^  *^  Sf  X 

f'J^!^^2^^'^'«'  <»*'  the  .u„ped 

«•  tf  m  bathing  .uit, .  „  ,5^      !?"'»^  ""m™,  dre8«^ 
««  to.  „„eh*.  ^^  ^  '^M  G.a  told  hin-s^tf^Vh^ 

*"  "pel  or  aJlure     B,.»  i     ^^  '"''  «">d  work  «tl,.. 
«ov.   line,,  wiiT3\f»™«i  ftcM  with  the  d^n   w 

•»n«.  «.d  desperate  Wfc     •"'  ^''-''^  "d  w^iaf 

""'<  Wuish  naoke,  «nd  th.\j         f"""''  ">  that 

O"!"  ch-cked,  dice  bCdS  .ow"  °/  '^"^  '»" 

e°Id-d»,t  genii,  thudd^  to  .!h?^^'  '^"^  P"'"  of 

doth  of  the  dazing  wheeU-  »"%",.""""'  «»  «»  oU- 

'-lied.     They  who  XZ '^  *l"te  bra,,  .oak, 

«»»«"ou«,  a.  the  foou  of       •'  "'""'  '«««ne  .ilent  and 

southed  face..  wW  ej  .'^^  • !?  ■"  «'  ""  ";^:' 

•■"^  crfdulitjr.  "•  'P't<»»»ed  all  the  dramfof 

The  c^-d  durte^.'lS'?'"''*  «»  ™dde„  dispute 
^'•rf  the  thick  JTti.^.f''*  '='"»«  <^er  it.  X 
P«»  the  flash  and  re^'or^^Tf  ^  ""*''  ""i^l  f«S' 
»«  out  at  another  ffi^  k"'  *'  8""'  the  light.  cr,S, 
««  d.ll«,  danced  ^"^ril^  "."-looM ;  .hVk.'St 
doth.  ...  Joe  hulk«?^  "wmging  at  the  ed«.^ 
•  .^n^a™,ed  C^X*^'  ^^yT^t 
•»»'*i  .  ten.e.  cowed  ordtTTl     T*"  »  "»»-  «- 

"•  *•  *'"»'8l'  perfunctorilj.. 
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A^  «0.  tk.  inherent  wnit,  of  JI  m,U,  thi.  one  to- 

of  tteTro*^'  "~!^°'  ?"•'"•««;  there  w«  none 
tte  fLt^,^?.  "quiescence  of  Occid«,UI  Avenue,  of 

TOatt,,  i«bng  a  crude  and  thoughtle.,  happin-.,— 

«tti  '"»""««'-»  *W"  absorbing  reahn  of 
fflSl.^''"-  No».an'.bra™w.,pled^toanr 
.taewWof  LT/V-T '^'  ''""'W.  dejlted,  ,i^ 

on^r  h^2.   •;         *%"'•"«  °'  *  No-  *  driU  beat  in  «nr 

•pur  of  a  binder  courage,  the  cheer  of  more  extrev,! 
^nt  dream..  No  man  demanded  idlenes,  of  th^  «Im 
No  f.^"*"  ""^'l-'*  '^•'f^  "-e  .ucces.  of  hi.  mZ^ 

oi  vain  boasts  and  paper  credit.     Life  waa  i.n/»f««i  • 
tt«  one  mdomitable  faiS.  .f  gold.  ^^  '^f, 

reS^LounS  r*",  ?."'""•■'  '  >»>«».  ™«iu^^ 

Yet  the  breed  of  Hocherda  — wajtrel.  »f  H,.  -u 
cjmp. -mingled  here,  indi.ti.g:i3:S^.  ^SN^^.' 
brother  yojager.  from  the  winter  Ta.t  AM  in  thi. 
h»tu.  before  the  .t«npede  .outh  to  the  yIuLJT  It 
p..red  a.  u,  a  mirror  that  distorted  slightly  tTt  c^ 
»ver  hfe  a  deceiving  fflm,  which,  beside  fu  stirtL^* 

town  a  montt  ago.    Was  not  life  here  furtively  a  men- 
.«>  to  on.  who  c  ung  to  .uch  inordinate  drean^  a.^? 
He  Mw  himself  struggling  with  Bob  upon  Mt  Lincoln 
or  hearmg  John  Hartline'.  indiclment^gaTn.t  w! 
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A  di.gn.t  ma  hiai  Yet  did  fi,  j  . 
•l-ut  block  th.  imnort^t,^,  *•*•''"'•»«  *«"»  -H 
d«.rT.  ,0  die,  who«  ^  leZ°"°  "'"  ^  »<" 
Here  «.  fc  «,„  ,  „„.^,*«»<y  «•  tot  blutedf 
not  h.„  could  be  worked  .urh^'-V'?  »»'  *•«.     And 

:«dterr-''  ^"^■'-  H^»r^'r.t/rr 

"™:^b^?r»X,i^.  «»  "H    He  b«,  „ot  ,et 

power,  of  atlorncT     „.';"".?''""»  for  them  under 

»?»cbed  W,  ™fn.  Jy^-,tS  .?"«"  J*"-  J""" 
»'«tiiig  bim  ince,inavhJr  JS^  Yet  tbe«,, 
crunched  back  to  th"  table  t^  ,T  J"*""**  A.  he 
Sj-dne,.  A  tender  delt'  m  ^^'  •"  Arthur  .nd 
he  found  hi™.e,f  lauS  LS  •"  ""'•  ^  «hen 
thought  of  Sig  behind  iZ^^'  '"!«"?'""'•  "*  **' 

-^,-..t,ofp...iJS''sX'd"^:.:^ 

TI 

^'^7.  ^X't^S  .Tr!:^'^'^  '"»«'  ««..-..*  the 
p..n  now  overflowed  w'h  S  E.'^"*^  ^'■«'=«- 
■ng  number,  the,  arrived  .^'  1.?^,?  ^^  "  "«»«»- 

But  neither  Len  nor  aT?.d.h„^  ""  '^""*'  *™«- 
0"taide  it,  in  the  gla«  ?f  B«„*°^  !|P  "  <^erhei«.r«.. 

o»  the  eve  of  pulhW  -  a T*  ^JV"^  t""  outfit. 

"egian,  «,d  ,  paHy  ofl-~*\°*/  Minne,.U  Nor- 

tl^-e.  and  .aA^- „t  ^'l^-  ^^'^  »  «»rlet 

to  budge  the  ri,i„.  mound  „f«  .''"*•  "••  trying 

•n  it.     B...  were^M^"';;/^'"--."'"  «»t  men  ^lef 

a  siaKCd.     The  accents  of  two 
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•«i<ui  in  •  mm  a-;     J        ■ '     '"''•  f^-faced  Sow- 

for  hi.  hS? trmri,- '  '•"'"'''■'*''?  W»«.  i«  AI«k. 
•Weil  liad  d.finrf  hi 'T  ,f'  "  "V*  ~"«'  ««"«  wit 

Med  to  hold  h^tjlhl   T"^.*'  ?'  '"*  "«"  »"«• 

through  ti'etht;,''Crte  «:/"*'!, "  i""-"'"»"<f 

*i'dr°tht^t^e"'lfr.'  >■'  "•«*'«•  auoth., 

to»«d    it.    two    flZ^-    .i"  ■:'  •*r«J  i-Uy  to  walk 
check«l  hi.  ,t,n.    ^    """«*"«    '«"»    th.    „.ort 

like  in  W  r^  '"rt^' r  V  """"'c;"*"*  ■»"- 
by  th.  hand.  O'^l^'he^rt 'h^^lfl^  «f^  ''^/t"' 
lurap  ro,.  in  hi.  throat  hTcouM  n^  ,/  '"" 
«<.  to  th«n.  Why  .hould  .itt,,  the  Wtl  \  """  \°*' 
each  .0  without  .entinient.  .uffer  .t  a  -rtin^r'."::  *"• 
»«■  in  a  frdghter'.  wo™  and  t^T- ll„'^  ?°"* 


;  SIDNEY 

«  r  _    .''•"  looked  np  into  T^>    ■     '  "^epng  him 
•I  »aill  to  t«ll  .,.•.1.  "°  "  dean-cnt  iT.!  '.^^ 

«ettirff  the  «tAf«  "^enwelves  back  in  c  ?^.  °  ***^'' 

"'T.onar.cetr.clc-rc^-tj^'S;;;,^!^': 
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"«fc«.  h««c*f™f  £^'  •"  T  Pl««"-m  thai 
moment,  6.3  «,'  Slv^  !T'j'"'r  "*""■''  «'  "» 
-.  ^.  n^e  B,f  ar.t  H'*^"-  "«  -^- 

flgu«  out  what  it  1r    Y^t  t.  ^  '«'"•  I  «'7  t. 

•tained  hand  to  thewhftT  ^!  *  ^'''"W.  cigarette- 
«»  y.»aga.  Lt  It^.^     »  tt«  Pnm.i«>d  land  of 

power—"    He  dXh       1    .*"""  <*'  *«»  !»•  a 
farther  g«i5  ffl  ™    "^^  .""""'  ''"'  <»ly 

b..w  -ketherHaugh  oT-W  '"".""•,  '^'^  ''"t 
<lead-,ure  uugget  tX  li  ,"*  '"■"  ^  '  P" '  their 
«>iA  !•„  „E  ~~  .y^y  '"»«  ■»  becau«  they 

•>«auw  they  «„p^t  i^"'     ^ut  «,ey  dout  hlce  me 

TheyVe  .een  ^S  of^J„""'  '""  *'  8ena«<"- 
Coa,t    Of  courrf  V    "r'*f "  ■»«•  down  on  the 

couidn.  h.vr^*^,t:ttS..?'™ ""  '""•»•"  I 

Outfit  —  already? »» 


SVDNEy 


—  «  *r  i^  i<;  y 

?'  «••    I'm  not  ,Se  *?"*^*^'J'  nothing  in  it  /„,    ..v***- 
««  in  «.;.    ™"'«  *nat  he  did  not  —         .     "*  '^*«  «o 

"  ^  .w  Z"-  .  ""'  '•■* 

"Her?"    G«-,1?''*->  »7  won»„  »   "  '*  "o"  »• 

«  »  .     *  °  "me  back  «„ j  i-        ?    ""  '"^ed «ft.. 

'  But  you're  not"  .xd!"    ^  "'"■  I""  'or  keen.  » 

**  Cte        *  *he  trail.*'  ^^"^  '^^th  mwgivinft  « i/ 

^'n  Joup  life    so  I  >>  7^     ,    . 

»«•     laughed  Len,     "it*.  .     ,    , 

*^  ■  a  plant 


I(! 
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B«it  rta  nakiiig  her  think  1  rtick  br  her.    I  rinH  «* 
-J  nen-e  I.  bre^  .„y  i.  U»  .pi  p«H«k     i*S 

jJ^Vi!"      ***'~"    KI.Uy«J.nh.,.rdiuiuJt 

SketoU  mt  how  .he  f„I.  tow.rd  you."  ^^ 

ri  """'«•  Wmg  new  raow-ihoe.. ««,!«,  ,now-i  J2m 
^co.    Overhei«r  h«J  gone  up  on  cL>te  cSeT^' 
t«d,  fur.  ,0  he  ,t,  u  u„  ero.«,ed  m„...  J^^ 

"  ftTfrinJ^  ""ilV*^  •*"'"«  •  rip  i»  the  .leeve 
M  u»  fnaged  rawhide  jacket  that  Hartline  had  siren 
hun.  reflectog  i.  hi.  .tiU  exalted  «»od  upon  Sat  ST 

oSL^rJ  .J^  ^  "»**=™«  ■«"•  (a.  with  Tom 

th.^'*I^'?^,-J^rr"  ""^  *•"<*«>  th«n  in  the  month 
ttat  he  had  lodged  in  the  du.tj  dieorder  of  the  loft 

round  otter  cap  and  with  a  .hoe-bru.h  beard  rtood  bJ^ 
fc«  hnn.  vocrferoud,  pronouncing  that  n«.e  and  GaSl 


sight  av  Borden  down  to  Joe 


»a  » 
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**  I  owe  the  both  of  you  «  I^f  h  /i  ., 

hi»v?»  I.-  '"j^mer  past  time  fer  him?    v 

poke  from  theX  ^tS"-'.^"^*"*  »  ™--^^e 
Mind  to  thi.!-L™  ♦K  ^"  '"  ''^  *»»'  '•^  -foo^. 
Thirty  ounce,  for  JcWe  aS?    '^'"Y"^^    ^'^^^^t    •^. 

he  poured  a  -tream Tf  coa^iro^;- ^Z  !l!  ''"'■'     ^-^ 
b«ff.  *^*^  **  ^o'**  »nto  the  cover  of  t  '.e 

trwrtgurrf  the  p.  t  h.i„     i?'  ""y  ^'  -hid'  l»d 

«»•  for  which  hi  „^S5  iL  Itj;"  •"•«  <"  «»  >fl«.t 
«»».  ««.Ily,  there  broieTCST'v "  f'  f"'*    ^"I 

that  d.wBed  .lowly  „™^!L°'.^!,  »"■  '•"•"'•    .And 

Mark  how  they're  rl«,.lr  . 

-I-tuff,»aaidthe's:otfht^^^^^  ^o^^- 

^w»  yes,"  panted  Gail      «B„f         If** 
fits  coming  in  there  from  tie  sou^h?  ""^  ^^'"^  *"^  ««*- 
--Beluga^ by  way  of  T.  '  iT     /"'"  ^°°^  1°^*' 
he^added,  trembling  ^*  ^^^'^    ^ny  women?  " 

"Lots  of  them,  mon,  lots     AnA  u 

Mac  <^..^  „,,^^ ;,  2:a,tti.^"Jo^v; 


I  » 


fil 
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placed  the  treasure  in  its  sack.  « I  caU  them  the  arystoc 
racy^of  any  stampede.    They  give  it  a  homeUke  fla- 

!•**•  ^**"  ^l^'\  ***'  **'  '^'^  of  «  «W-^  Gafl  blurted, 
lifting  a  burning  gaze,  "with  yeUow  eyes  — and  no 
partner  .  .  .  named  Hartline? " 

As  he  waited,  breathless,  for  the  answer.  Gafl  saw  a 
fleeting  look  of  tenderness  and  understanding  suffuse 
Mac's  ruddy  features. 

"HartHne.  of  the  rustlers  that  shot  up  Charles  La- 
mar over  on  the  Atna?  "  he  asked  with  a  note  of  rev- 
erence.    «  John  Hartline's  wife?  » 

"  The  sister."  Gail  felt  his  face  flood  scarlet,  but 
he  maintained  his  stare. 

«  Hartline  was  fighting  for  this  country,  for  you  an» 
me,  boy,  declared  Mac  awesomely;  and  swaUowing 
once,  he  looked  away,  as  though  yielding  to  a  sudden 
shyness.  «  To  be  honest.  I  saw  no  one  o»  that  name," 
he  went  on.  mcisively.  « But  if  she's  your  girl,  and 
you  expect  her  in  the  deestrict.  from  what  I've  heard  o' 
the  blood  in  her  kin,  and  o'  you,  in  the  hour  Pm  back 

m  town,  you  ain't  to  be  disappointed Now  I'm 

oot  fer  a  while,  rustling  steak  and  coffee,"  and  he  van- 
ished down  the  stairway. 
A    delicious    giddiness    swept    Gafl.    Gold    in    his 

upon  his  temples  His  heart  throbbed  wfldly.  Never 
had  he  faced  such  glory,  not  even  in  the  instant  when 
his  gun  had  feUed  Lamar  in  proving  the  teachings  of 
Bob  Snowden  and  the  North.  ...  Gods!  His  ache 
for  perpetuity  his  gospel  of  charity  and  violence,  of 
sj-mpathy  and  hardness,  pivoted  upon  gold  and  Clara. 
His  surging  thoughts  drew  them  each  into  a  single  fo- 
cus.    No  shadow  of  Lena,  or  sense  of  gmlt  that  he  could 
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*«t    World,    of   S^eS   r.        •'     °""'^  *°  *^^  ^°""^ 

their  Moses;  the  North  hLT  1  *^\  ""  ^°"^d  become 
withhold  his'  final  ^TerdSS  '«""  ''"'  '*  ^^^^  »" 
young  breathing  b<5^,  fo^ed  i7'«,"°"'^  ^^^  ^'"^  - 

at  the'  'bSte -::  tle^^t"^^'  '^^  *^^  ^o«. 
famihamess  unreal    Ga!!'  1        *  '''^^^'''  ^'"  *h^'>  very 
Iip«.8tnVingto7ubdufthJ^  '"'•'*   "'**^  ^''do-parted 
«es.     He  fLd  that  he  L'°'^ 
Ia«.p,  cast  himself  ^n^e  red  W^^^^^^^  *^«  ^V 

could    never    sleep    agLrti?     f  \."' '*^'*  *^a*  »'- 

strident  snores  convevTthat  J?    ^     ^"    «'**^-     0«« 
during  a  lapse  of  Z.?-  ^acdonald  had  returned 

IS  «  iapse  Of- consciousness  fGail  tnU  k-       t*x  .       ' 
his  very  self-intoxication      W*V    i  himself)  from 

the  cot,  the  Scotsman  hTd  kS    T'  '°"*'"^  ^''"^  ^^o", 
»«  bag  on  the  floor  ""^  *""^^  ^*"*«  J^«  sleep- 

entered    the    ghostly    ^0X7'^? 

"Ufl'used    the    one    frostT  t'  i'  ^°^^"°    ?«"»»• 

dressed  q„ieH^  ,-„   tt  btks'P^^^^^^^    ^ai,    got    ,p, 

wanderings  and  Hocherda  -T  m  .^"  ^"'"«'  his 
and  slipptl  out  ZTalul  "^^^'^'^'d  his  dunnage, 
rtreet.    "^  P*"*  **^"  "^^P"^*  Mac.  down  into  tte 

sha^%7i;^^rtrr:t?  ''"^  ^^^-^^^  *<>  «'*  «'-* 

fled  immobility     At  on.^         ""'  **  ^^'  ^'"^»'*«  »nuf- 
Savoy,  he  heafd  the  Z  ^r'om"'  "  """1  ^""'^^  *<>  *h' 

"P  from  eavos,  and  though  spring 


til 
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WM  still  a  month  away,  he  believed  that  he  felt  in  hii 
noftrilf  a  faint  and  balmy  aroma. 

vm 

TTie  rtout  and  pock-marked  Joe  Overheiser  stood  in 
a  knot  of  men  elaborately  dressed  for  the  trail  in  flat 
astrakan  caps  and  embroidered  moccasins.  Gail  recog^ 
•nised  them  as  the  "operators"  of  a  Tacoma  quartz 
syndicate,  whom  he  had  heard  were  pulling  out  that 
morning.  Len*8  dog-team  was  ready,  the  sled  piled 
high,  and  his  partner's  sable  parka  crowning  its  tar- 
paulins; the  dogs  — big  black  Tanana  malemutes  with 
stumpy  tails  and  white  "  shirt-fronts  »»— dozing  prone 
in  the  snow. 

Down  the  street,  he  saw  Len  approaching.  He  was 
walking  unsteadily,  his  head  down,  staring  at  the  board- 
walk. 

"  If  he  c*d  see  through  the  snow,**  said  Joe,  **  Pd  call 
him  mighty  interested  in  the  wood-ticks  laying  in  them 
planks.*' 

"She  got  me  full  all  right,**  announced  Borden, 
druLkenly,  to  them,  lifting  red  and  watery  eyes  in 

greeting.     «  Sydney's  going  —  to  start  up  a  house 

Hell  of  a  good-bye.** 

"  You  didn*t  let  on  how  we  were  pulling  out?  **  de- 
manded Gail 

"  It  was  likely  Sig  who  told  her,**  said  Joe  dryly. 

"  Nop.  She  wheedled  it  out  of  me,"  stammered  Len, 
inspecting  his  outfit.  "Never  was  any  good  with 
women,  nor  understood  'em.  They  always  play  me. 
But  I  can  drive  dogs.  You  a'ready,  Mr.  Gabriei 
Thain?  ...  Gee!  Haw!"  He  reached  for  his  raw- 
hide whip;  but  stumbling,   turned  quickly  upon  the 
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mmd  that  w«  coDecting,  and  .houted, 
bound  for  the  devil  — th'Yanaga I" 

ouTu^::krnL':i  rc''' ""  *--^  -^-  -^'^ 
G.ll'hi.^d~Lwit."r  it*  "ir  ***  *i^  ^ 

Ain'f  »» \y^  «:j  »f  LI        «  :*        ^°*  pardner,  jou  bet  I 

team.    your. -keep   it -with    ble.8ing.  -  yoiJ. - 
hAo  there  V  your«af-come  back  miSonaS 
Sydney  won't  .tand  for  my  quitting  herT  *  '  ' 

It  MBt  up  a  h  Jf  cheer,  half  Aout  All  had  tamed 
•t  the  ..ght  Uiere.  Sydney,  i„  her  Muirrd  coat  S 
gnly  pxt  the  Tanana  dme-store     I*»  rf—       j       , 

S^Jl  "*  no  doU-like  !™«,„ce,  in  tl^  ^^ 

a.  .*«  .tmggled  vaauly  for  word.,  colouring  above  he^ 
rouge  maybe  m  sh«ne.  Then,  facin,  Borden  no^ 
^venng  and  cllap^l.  d,.  bur^t  iut.*.h^'tSp:^ 

a™^»T2?-?"  ■'T'^P  '">«'  the  dedge,  rd.ing  her 
«m  cr«4ed  rt  once  in  the  air,  «,d  fefl  to  W  job!* 
The  compwiy  rtood  rooted,  in  a  deadly  ,tilh,e„.    n 


II 


•M      THE   YOUNGEST  WORLD 

j^ed  recognised  that  it  wa.  not  for  them  to  interfere; 
that,  bj  ««je  ages-dead  treatj  of  the  warring  lexM 
tiie  wo.an  rf,ouId  fulfil  .uch  a  prerogative  T^al^X' 
a.  tiie  man  must  take  his  medicine.  ^ 

«f  VJ!  T*?"*"^  "^^^  "**"  ^'^^^  "°^'-  Th«t  wa.  part 
of  the  loathsomeness.    The  dogs  stirred  in  the  snow 

oTstiol"*"*''^  *'T  '*'^  ^-^  -•*  -mn"«T: 
questiomng  ejes  upon  the  brutal  humans,  and  began  to 
whme  as  if  in  protest.  * 

vo^f^f  '*  «°^'  '^^^'^^  "■  P»^«'  «"'»y  hair,  rumpled 
youthfully     Her  mussed  bang  ejected  the  big,  wooUv 

-!f?r°l:""V;    B»*«oo- guffawed.     *'  "^ 

G,veittoh,m"yenedavoice.    "  Go  to  it.  Lulu ! " 

The  sharp,  dastic,  explosive  lashing  upon  Lei's  khaki 

Gail  and  Overheiser  stood  alone 
j;He  knew  he  wasn't,"  said  Joe.    «  He  never  meant 

.eem*j  ?f  w^?*^^  toother  rfpped  out  an  oath  that 

^^2^^'      ?  ""^1'  *"^'  •^«*»P'"«  °°  the  sled. 
«'ged  the  willing  dogs  off  toward  the  tr^L 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

BREAK-UP  AND  BEGINNING 
I 

H^t  wWch  leaned  iTfn™  .f  ^'^>.'  •"-«  »P™-». 
The  <I.rk  ^„  ^^  ™.T»™  "»»  for  the  Iwt  tim" 

»»»  w«  .t  th4e  *d^!'  .^'  """r^  May  ™,  tt.t 
«o»  «h.  Their  .«b^  .^ '^f;  ***,«"'»"  "to  .We- 
fc«t  incewe  hung  .11  .bZ^*>^  '"P'"  «"«J  the  «r; 
l™*  were  '^notO^^LJ^n'^^'V  Cottonwood 
•oa.  the  reluet^t  .m^^t^^f'*^' *'  """l.  ""^r 
•fkalation,  .  .pirftuou.  J^,„  '  ?!^  l»"rtral,ng 
birth  „d  the  r^tle-  ^^Zl  "'  *""  '""''''•  »- 

SpnngI    Earth  ■»««!  _i»v  vf^" 
tfc.  rive?  bankX^  ™*  S°.'»"^«-    ^»»*r  on 
t"*rfy  .-glitteTwitt   „^^*-'""*«'  «'P«"  -e« 
drift,  yet  blnk«,  t^  ^T^^T"'"-  ""  ^'-gh 

Overhead,  V  after  V  of  dZr.  ■[  "'""''  ««»«• 

plodded  aorthwari.  Ih  flottk.'.  Zf'',  ""■""■<"-. 
rippi»g  U,«„gh  the  milk-Mue  .L'^a"'?^,*"" 

-  -a  hi.  'S-^t'qhetfflj^t^r 
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To  think!—  a  week  back  the  world  lay  inert  and 
muffled,  in  that  mute  and  brittle  cold  which  denied  the 
very  thought  of  warmth  and  sap  and  life.  Now,  as  if 
touched  by  the  magic  of  a  single  hour,  ths  North  raised 
this  hallelujah  of  them!  Upstream,  behind  the  white 
saw-edges  of  the  foot-hills,  sprang  tho  distant,  dazing 
alps,  emanations  distorted  in  a  cnnkling  sun-blaze. 
There  the  river,  widening  into  a  network  of  countless 
threads,  raucous  and  coffee-brown,  drew  from  the  crum- 
bling ice  and  gravel  cliffs,  the  five-mile-wide  face  of  its 
aweing  glacier.  But  the  spell  of  winter  was  unbroken 
below  this  island  in  the  Tsana  River  where  Gail  was 
camped.  Its  channels  gathered  around  him  into  one 
great  trunk,  plunged  between  the  dark  walls  of  a  sud- 
den canyon,  under  the  dumb  ice  of  November.  And 
thence,  all  the  way  to  the  coast  at  Cook  Inlet,  to  Beluga 
on  its  lower  shores,  the  Tsana  was  adamantine  —  to  re- 
main so  until  the  **  break-up.'* 

This  now  was  at  hand :  when  all  the  frozen  arteries  of 
Alaska  would  in  one  instant  slough  off  their  pallid  skin ; 
that  second,  final  miracle  of  spring,  craved  and  dreaded 
the  land  over;  when  the  dark,  nether  shadows  of  the 
canyons  warm  and  loose  the  grip  of  basalt  fingers :  the 
time  of  tumbling  ice-cakes  and  avalanches,  in  the  tumul- 
tuous pean  of  a  world  regenerated  beneath  the  streams 
of  summer.    Any  moment  might  usher  it. 

Thus  Gail  paused,  when  he  had  wrapped  his  pots 
and  the  lean  bags  of  beans  and  flour  in  his  bedding  and 
tarpaulin,  folded  the  last  sliver  of  bacon  into  its  big  flap 
of  rind.  A  fortnight  ago  he  had  quitted  the  stamped- 
ers  on  the  Yanaga,  and  headed  south  into  the  trailless 
unknown.  It  was  still  a  hundred  miles  to  the  coast. 
Unless  the  river  broke  so  that  he  could  raft,  his  grub 
would  not  last.     But  grub  could  never  matter  if  this 
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Wp«.«i  whifc  h.  ,„  i.  tt.  c„y...    H.  a,u.t  .,.id 

th.  .h.A  of  th.  du^t^.,'[^'^f:  *"»«>. 

per  TaUey  floor.  •W  gullies  in  the  np- 

a 

Clant    And  vet  thi;!™!-     T    '  ""  '"'  ''•»~  "f 
Wrted  htoxi^tX  .r^p^in;  '"  ""''""'^  ««*'• 

to  w '  S;j:"oZ  t  t:i^  t"«  -"p-'-'^ 

detail,  of  .uch  a  „,.^   T  '  "i"'"  ■"  ''«'  ''«'"»  the 

»p.n  the  h:^f„;o"*toffitT;2'e  '"■;  ""■  ""p""" 

tragedie.,  .o  hacknevM  •     !v'        K"'««q»«e.s  of  it, 

-r  cJ::jraTan«;  :h?;'^:^d°Lf  t 

H.  Ll  J  K  V     '  ''"™«  *"  "discoyerv"  stake 
do^tJ™  "^  ""■'"  *■■=  '°»8'  •""ke-like  h„X7f 

«d  Bei^XrhS^^Jh-ViT^n^r 

backs.     There  were  clerks    «r«r„Ki        "'f"  "I^"  their 

were  Clerks,  gamblers,  yellow-Iegs,  law- 
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yew,  dudes,  drummers,  English  lords;  of  womankind, 
their  "  partners."  squaws,  and  the  like  of  Gumboot  Sal, 
who  peddled  fusel  oU  from  the  rear  of  her  travoy  loaded 
with  a  piano  swathed  in  red  bknkets.     It  was  a  thread 
of  strident  vitality,  vibrating  across  the  dazzling  vast. 
That  mask  of  the  dives  and  streets  of  Chickaman,  worn 
by  nff-raff  and  "  sour-dough  »  alike  there,  was  torn  off; 
but  to  be  replaced  by  the  more  distorted  passions  of 
M     2?*  **"""*  *****  competing  against  death  for 
gold.     They  drew  all  into  a  jet  closer  likeness.    En- 
grossed with  outfitting  in  the  big  camp,  transported  by 
Aladdin  visions,  men  had  been  blind  to  the  trail's  de- 
spairs.   As  a  swarm  of  «  mushers,"  they  found  life  to 
be  that  sardonic  changeling  of  reality  that  corrupts  the 
clean  struggle  for  all  great  visions.     For  Gail  it  dese- 
crated the  virgin  wild,  that  arena  where  his  thirsts 
should  be  fulfilled.     It  weakened  his  faith  in  the  lure  of 
gold  as  a  measure  of  the  North's  manhood  and  its  de- 
served survival. 

He  traveUed  alone  with  Len's  dog-team,  yet  slept  and 
mixed  his  bread  with   the   Bricker  brothers.     Three 
olive-skinned,  hang-jawed  youths  from  Sacramento,  they 
had  an  inspired  faith  in  hydraulic  propositions,  and  be- 
hind ten  burros  were  freighting  in  some  dozen  tons  of 
l«-inch  piping,  the  value  of  which  per  pound,  as  reck- 
oned by  the  ever-mounting  price  of  sugar,  they  would 
re-estimate  at  each  halt,  wiping  the  sweat  from  their 
foreheads.     In    their    tent   also   gathered   Mrs.    Wey- 
mouth, and  a  grey  little  pop-eyed  man  of  sixty,  who 
had  soid  hailstone  insurance  in  Missouri,  and  was  pack- 
ing in  an  electric  prospecting  apparatus  behind  a  team 
of  three  goats  and  a  Shetland  pony.     The  first  was 
knotm  as  a  misi'ionary  at  her  home  in  Buffalo,  where 
she  lectured  on  the  starving  aborigines  of  Alaska,  and 
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»  tt«  Ilium..  S;     7^  ?"■  ""'  •«?•«•  cWn.. 
Siwub  gntu.    still    ...!f^"  •«•"*•"»»■>«« 

Muff  ,bov.  the  Y.m!^    '  ****  *''  «""•««»  "PC  th. 

.pS;*^.  Srtricr;^  *;^  t-  «» "«■•". 

tered,  plu„gi„g  thi  *°j'  "'  "f",  »"•     Hope,  tot- 
Tale,  of  f.bub„.7jti.?^°'^'><»»»"'»«ath«,.. 

to.  deep,  of  «  qK>ttrf^.r;,'"'i  */*  '^"^^  — 
b7  fiend,  th..  dLrved  ilV^'^'  "1^""'  l""" 
Hie  eiodiu  from  Chidi.m.,   ^*^f.   "e  aaarchv  of 

cwnp-followr.  to  th7  .t^r^"^  ^  "'"^  "^W" 
t.a,n.  book-packed  t  ."^^L^T  "*.»'  »'""> 
«rve  th™  „j„.,  ,  or  p^k't.L""' •!"'••  '» 

tonghert.     And   the   .>„»ri.V»  **"'"*'■  »'  """'Ij,  were 
their  mate,  to  hew  .oCt^i  ?"""  P"'"'««J  "pon 

The  ,w.r„  flIIdTu  '     th    .""."f-"""""- 
V.nag.  he.d-w.t„.    I,r°  ?'  '■"'"'^"'J  ""I"  of  the 
to  find  all  the  JZ  "  <'«""n«l  stream;  but  only 

9-ede.  gave  a  oh^^';,,  °7'*  J"*  '""™'"''  *«« 

hjrterioal    laughter     A    2T,,      ''"  ""^  '"•■'''«  ■■»'» 

R.pid..h„thiS.eK     ^eTfrtrT"'   ("""   "'"d 

1  ne  m  jr-  rtnbbom  clung  to  their 
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foor.  paradise,  majbe  because  it  was  such,  hut  sweai^ 
rng  under  their  breath  how,  «  you»d  have  to  hawg^tie  " 
them  to  go  on  another  rush.     Yet  everywhere  their 
■quare-hewn  claim  stakes  bloomed  forth  blindly,  on  the 
concealing  snow,  even  on  the  glacier  ice  that  fed  the 
nver.    Big  tents  arose  for  gambling  and  bars  that  ped- 
dled rot-gut  whisky.    Outfits  were  auctioned  for  a  song, 
and  the  price  of  flour  fell  from  a  hundred  to  ten  doUars 
a  sack.     Before  a  pit  had  been  sunk,  recorders  were 
elected  and  registration  fees  fixed  at  miners*  meetings, 
which  now  a  moustached  and  corduroyed  faro  dealer, 
now  a  bulldog  young  Scotsman   from   Halifax,   con- 
troU«i  by  bluff  and  the  power  of  his  lungs,  until  some 
nbald  jest,  or  vOe  charge,  or  a  flash  of  the  frontier's 
cyme  respect  for  woman,  broke  the  feverish  tension  into 
fist-  or  gun-work. 

Gail  surrendered  his  hope  of  finding  Clara.     How- 
ever he  searched  the  faces  of  the  few  outfits  that  came 
over  the  glaciers  from  the  south,  questioned  them  with 
descriptions  of  her,  he  found  no  trace.     Men  looked 
askance  at  his  beseeching.     Walking  alone  at  night  in 
the  snowy  streets  of  the  temporary,  tented  settlements, 
when  the  orbs  of  candles  bloomed  against  the  white  walls 
and  voices  lapsed  into  earnest  talk  broken  by  long 
pauses,  Gaa  touched  his  nadir  of  despair.    And  his  life 
as  an  argonaut  was  a  burlesque  o*  that  half-divine  and 
dauntless  pursuit  of  gold  which  h-  had  grasped  on  his 
long  wandering.     It  was  making  the  sympathy  that 
overiaid  his  native  hardness  caUous  with  sophistication.. 
This  was  swinging  him  back  to  that  same  intolerance 
in  which  a  year  ago  ignorance  had  held  him.     He  be- 
gan to  doubt  the  worthiness  of  any  multitude  as  a 
source  of  wisdom,  or  as  a  creditor  for  his  physical  sur- 
vival; his  old  misgiving  of  the  impotence  of  men  in 
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hectic,  artiflcid  .lourfi^STiS^  ^  ?*^'  *»*»  "»• 
^««rj- which  he  Ud^a^**  ^'^^''^''  '^^  *»>• 
-If  again  he  mj  Jj^d  2»1  r/^*'  ^°  ^  ^»*»- 
wilderne.. ""^  "^^  •"^  'we  in  the  mUced 

turned  Gafl'.  dejectio^^t^r  p*';  ^""f  ^  ^^^ 
tirt  named  H«U  .uccumbed  ^.^  ^*     ^'"*  *"  *»^**  <*en- 

•embled  in  IcnoUtinwltj"!  di-plajed;  men  «.- 

the  nroUen  gum.;  .ome  cJe^  1.  !  hhickenmg  of  leg,. 
»anj  je.ted,  or  Watantr^  "rf^.* '^r.  *^*  P' W*' 
•pruce-needle  tea  a.  .ure  curf.  V  ^  ''*"*'  ^''^  •"d 
mlou.,  but  .ofter,  behind  thV  ♦  *  .**  ^'"'^  "O"  gar- 
improvi.ed  dive,  bu™^^.*^."*' **  "^^^t^  We  in  the 

patron..  Gold  wa.  a  bf^ter  \  *  ^*  ^'*  '^**"«  '*''«'• 
-ker.,  piek.,  we«  ^.U^*^  ^'^^^^^^^^  •J7t:^(  pan.. 
«u»  to  melt  .hghtljr  at  eacVnoon  '  ''^'^  ^"^  ^ 

^^f{tt'U!^^^^  the 

»ent  of  .hattered  yearnin J!  .n^^     "~^  *^*»  '«'" 
•tarted  over  the  Yan^a  Z.W       '?"^"  '•^**^-     »* 
earlj  one  morning  wh^thf fi^t/'^^;*  ""  ^"  hack, 
on  the  cliff,  of  the  ^iZ     Untfl      "'"""^  «^''*^"«<J 
•now  .eemed  to  absorb  in.tL  5  ♦     "'*'  *"^^"'«^*  the 
W  of  the  day.     ScaJinTa^^^^^^^ 
raine.,  threading  crev«se!  tff  .f"*  *"«  «ro..  mo- 
the  exalting.  hfro^cZZ\Y^T.t'  ^  '^  '^'""'^ 
coin,  and  he  wa.  refiUeS^'th  thl     'Tff  '  "^  ^*-  I-^" 
their  in.piration.  *  "***^"^  splendour  of 

Thu.  he  travelled  .outh  aero.,  the  divide  into  the 
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Tsana  country  bordering  upon  Cook  Inlet.  That  spur 
of  joy  in  subduing  Nature  against  her  challenges  pos- 
sessed him  once  more,  eiFacing  the  spell  of  gold.  He 
was  a  fool  to  have  believed  a  newspaper  rumour,  even 
her  vow.  Trueblood  had  been  right  about  the  life- 
sapping  power  of  the  sex.  .  .  .  He  would  mate  with 
some  woman  —  a  squaw,  if  need  be  —  in  a  salmon  vil- 
lage on  the  coast. 

m 

By  noon  today  Gail  had  reached  the  heart  of  the 
great  schist  barrier  that  blocked  the  Tsana  to  form  its 
canyon. ,  On  the  steep  slopes,  snowbanks  gave  firm  foot- 
holds, here  shrinking  from  the  pale,  leathery  leaves  of 
anemones,  there  arched  and  broken  by  the  fungus-like 
growth  of  coarse  lupine  embryos.  The  drifts  melted 
with  an  audible  "  spick,  spick,'*  buds  of  the  willows  were 
fuzzy,  their  red  stems  shining  as  if  oiled,  and  the  trim 
spindles  of  the  spruces  dusty  and  weatherworn  by  con- 
trast. He  took  off  his  mackinaw  and  tied  it  around  his 
waist.  Steam  kept  collecting  on  his  black  glasses, 
dimming  the  windless  May  sunshine.  He  felt  languor- 
ous, tempted  to  cast  himself,  thoughtless  and  ruminat- 
ing, into  the  delicious  coolness  of  the  snow.  Life  was 
no  longer  a  charge  of  pride  to  be  battled  for ;  awakened 
Nature  would  care  for  him,  and  he  need  feel  no  responsi- 
bility. He  was  no  more  an  atom  in  her  grim  negations, 
but  the  idol,  rather,  of  her  dawning  luxuriance.  The 
silences  had  lost  their  foreboding,  to  hold  only  that  sus- 
pense by  which  the  glorifying  climax  of  an  orchestra  is 
prepared.  It  was  good  simply  to  be  alive,  without 
woman  or  gold,  in  the  blessedness  of  his  enduring  flesh. 

Narrow  box  canyons  cut  down  toward  the  river,  and 
Gail  had  continually  to  choose  between  circling  their 
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head-walls  and  plunging  straight  across  them.  Sud- 
denly a  plash  and  gurgle  touched  his  ears.  He  lis- 
tened. Free  and  falling  water!  The  wall  of  a  broad, 
deep  gorge  cut  the  snow  — a  black  ruff  of  slate.  He 
peered  over  it,  to  gaze  upon  the  white  thread  of  a  tor- 
rent crawling  from  a  haze  of  spray.  Descending 
thi  her  by  crevices  m  the  rock,  its  unpent  sound  and 
motion  dazed  him  somewhat;  and  at  the  bottom,  with 
not  an  inch  of  drifts  visible,  the  narrow  strip  of  sky 
was  like  midsummer. 

He  followed  the  stream  riverward,  jumping  from 
boulder  to  boulder.     Perhaps  he  was  at  last  below  the 
canyon.     But  soon  another  roar  reached  his  ears,  the 
deep  reverberation,  as  if  from  the  earth's  bowels,  of 
rapids    m    the    distant    Tsana.     An    icy    air-current 
met  him.     So,  as  the  far  wall  was  now  unscalable,  he 
would  have  to  retrace  his  steps.     But  Gail  was  in  no 
hurry;    besides,    he    was    hungry.     Blocks    of   lignite 
were  scattered  in  the  creek-bed.     He  threw  down  his 
pack,  collected  drift-wood  and  started  a  fire.     Next 
going  to  the  torrent,  he  dug  out  a  chunk  of  the  wood- 
coal  from  the  dry  sand  edging  the  water,  and  broke  it 
upon  the  flames.     He  laid  out  flour,  salt,  bacon  grease 
m  an  empty  milk  can  for  flap-jacks,  filled  his  teapot 
from   the   stream,   placing  it   on   the   fire.     Then   he 
leaned  back  to  doze,  on  a  tussock  of  matted  red-top 
^ass,  under  an  aspen  from  which  sap  was  drooline.  in 
the  tarry  smoke. 

It  was  this  lapse,  impeUed  by  the  so/cery  of  the 
spring,  which  fixed  GaiPs  destiny.  For  the  season  had 
uncovered  the  lignite,  of  whose  heat  he  was  ignorant, 
never  having  used  it  before.  And  for  months,  always 
forced  to  stuff  his  kettle  with  snow,  and  wait  intermin- 
•bly  for  It  to  melt  and  boil,  he  had  forgotten  the  vola- 
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tility  of  water  .  .  .  Heretofore,  fvery  event  in  Ga3*s 
life  had  seemed  the  deliberate,  resultant  logic  of  his 
actions;  this  was  no  less  so  in  the  crisis  which  his 
closed  eyes  now  faced;  yet  impelling  it,  arbitrary  Na- 
ture, having  overpowered  him,  played  the  decisive  part. 
It  was  the  spring  that  tipped  the  balance  of  his  fate, 
which  henceforward  he  felt  never  lay  wholly  in 
his  own  hands. 

He  slept  on. 

Of  a  sudden,  hissing  and  a  spurt  of  steam  awoke 
him.  The  teapot  had  boiled  over.  Gail  sprang  up, 
seized  it,  scalded  his  hands,  dropped  the  thing  nozzle- 
down  over  the  red-hot  coals.  The  quenched,  sizzling 
fire  cast  up  a  blinding  cloud.  For  a  moment  he  stood 
there  swearing;  then,  looking  out  toward  the  channel 
for  dry  fuel,  he  started  toward  a  small  drift-pile  nearby. 
Beside  it,  a  great  nob  of  the  half-carbonised  wood  was 
deeply  bedded  in  the  gravel,  and  when  he  had  collected 
enough  sticks,  he  set  to  digging  out  the  smooth  black 
block  with  his  hands.  It  refused  to  budge.  Gail  went 
back  for  his  axe,  and  set  to  work  again. 

The  flash  met  his  eyes  from  the  bottom  of  the  pit, 
when  finally  he  had  heaved  up  the  lignite.  It  was 
faint,  no  more  than  a  shimmering  speck  against  the 
black  sand,  in  its  pale  fragment  of  quartz  under  a  film 
of  water.  But  to  Gail's  dancing  sight,  it  might  have 
been  the  focus  of  a  dozen  suns.  He  started  uackward, 
an  arm  drawn  before  his  forehead.  His  heart  had  be- 
come a  trip-hammer.  Open-mouthed,  to  steady  his  be- 
wilderment, his  gaze  clutched  upon  the  sheer  walls  of  the 
gully,  and  their  sable  striated  rocks  appeared  to  pitch 
and  swim.  He  lurched  over  the  hole  once  more.  Gold ! 
The  stony  nugget  seemed  to  enlarge,  like  a  magnified 
image  shot  upon  the  screen  of  a  magic  lantern.     He  fell 
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it   ''it's  thT  '"  ';""'  ""'^'  *^«  --^  *hat  cased 
Gold!    He  had  found  it.     The  Grail  of  fKo  v 

fS!^    «   ""tively,  ineMrebly,  continued  itself,  aener.- 

flood  .nd  desTrt.  Ardnt  iTt  ^  .tcr„tt 
tropic  .eon.  when  mwnmoth,  roan,ed  Te  North    uj 

X*Xtet^„rCt?"^r^^^^^^ 
.-M«,  of  .n  Tinie  haa  ^ejed^l^li.  c^  .."■"'"=  °' 

«>^^^on^  I't ''»  *  t«-  -P'  tlirough 
of  t>,r*t;k  ♦  ^  '  *^  *^®  relentless,  metallic  voices 
of  the  tributary  dinged  upon  his  ears.  He  held  the 
Key  of  existence.     TTie  earfh  »o-  •     u-         • 

h-m.     The,  had  falsely  soared  hi,  faith  in  the  Su  ti 

lor  tne  XVorth.     But  now  he  swunip  bart  ,'«f«  ti. 
gressive  adjunctive  spirit  of  hi,  ^l^te"  w'£ 

l^'  '7,7''™''"  P»»««--on  of  thU  goldl^  e7 
tended  a  fellowship  and  Bob's  charitv      4   .!  J 

thought  .wept  Mn,.  which  -ingleS  ttlValtrwitt 
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Tom  and  Hartline,  the  boy  Arthur  —  might  he  not 
succour  and  save  him?  —  yet  in  r-Iiich  the  image  of 
Clara  floated  obscure  and  tantalising.  .  .  .  But  he 
was  a  different  man  now,  in  another  world.  The  idea 
sobered  him.  The  cliffs  cast  back  his  revelry  with  a 
peculiar  hollowncss,  quelling  his  exultation;  and  star- 
ing at  the  nugget,  his  innate  scepticism  and  doubt  of 
self  steadied  his  reason. 

The  gold  lay  bedded  in  the  vague  shape  of  a  cross, 
no  more  than  a  tiny  inlay,  splashed  on  the  white,  pear- 
shaped  mass  of  rock.  But  why  were  its  edges  so 
rough?  Placer  gold  should  be  smooth.  A  horrid  mis- 
giving struck  him.  Had  he  been  duped  —  was  this  a 
"plant" — salted?  His  anxious  eyes  wandered  again 
along  the  cliffs.  About  a  rod  upstream  they  fixed 
upon  a  yellowish,  upright  strata,  where  the  schist  of 
the  main  valley-barrier  upthrust  into  the  slate  of  the 
gulch.  Pale  against  its  blackness,  the  layered,  crum- 
bling and  ancient  look  of  this  rock  filled  Gail  with  a 
curious  thrill.  Fool  that  he  had  been!  His  treasure 
was  a  piece  of  "  float,**  and  it  had  come  from  there.  So 
steep  a  channel  as  this  never  carried  placer.  He 
marked  a  clump  of  spruces  yonder,  seized  the  axe,  and 
leaping  across  the  stream,  soon  was  digging  his  feet, 
clawing  with  excited  fingers,  upward  through  the  soft 
granite. 

He  found  himself  blinking  before  a  slant  gash  in  the 
rusted,  rotted  quartz.  But  the  sight  that  took  his 
breath  away,  that  clouded  his  memory  until,  an  hour 
later,  he  found  himself  back  at  the  coal  fire  under  the 
aspen,  lay  between  this  and  a  shriveled  boss  of  green- 
ish rock  that  edged  the  slate.  It  was  there  that  he  had 
beheld  the  star-like  glitter,  faint  in  the  afternoon  light, 
yet  so  necromantically  conjured,  of  gold  "  in  place,'* 
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the  free-milling  lode  which  is  the  North**  dream  of 
Alnaschar. 

Now  he  could  not  recall  having  made  tea  or  eaten 
pancakes,  although  he  felt  no  hunger.     He  was  strap- 
ping the  fryingupan  into  his  pack,  and  with  it  four 
other  dazzhng  fra.gments.     The  whitish  dots  of  claim- 
stakes  —  square-faced,  their  distances  apart  paced  out 
and  bearing  the  pencilled   formula   for  "recorJ-ng" 
which    he    had    learned    in    his    long   vagabondage  — 
showed  below  the  spruces  and  or   the  gaunt  heights 
agamst  the  sky.     He  strove  to  grasp  the  scope  of  the 
task  before  him  to  realise  their  promise.     He  must  pro- 
mote his  discovery,  get  «  outside  »  capital,  and  he  knew 
from  hearsay  that  discouraging  ordeal  against  incredu- 
hty  and  avarice.     But  he  burned  with  faith  in  himself 
and  his  find;  a  vision  of  stampedes  hither  thrilled  him, 
as  the  leader  in  unsealing  this  rich  realm  to  the  elect  of 
the  North's  pioneers. 

It  was  beginning  to  freeze,  and  there  was  no  level 
here  for  camp.  But  to  go  back  over  the  head  of  the 
gulch?  Never!  Canyon  or  not,  rapids  or  no,  even 
the  break-up,  he  dared  them  all  in  his  fever  to  reach 
the  coast  and  human  beings.  He  lifted  his  pack,  and 
started  on  the  run  into  the  lowering  gloom  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Tsana. 

The  creek  bent  to  the  left.  He  forded  it  often,  stag- 
gering among  the  moving  boulders,  wet  and  numb  to 
his  waist.  The  gorge  widened,  plunged  and  opened 
theatrically  into  the  snowy  glimmer  of  an  immense 
amphitheatre.  A  thunder  of  waters  assaulted  him. 
He  came  out  upon  a  cleft  mid-high  in  the  wall  of  the 
main  canyon,  down  which  his  torrent  cataracted  into 
a  shroud  of  ice.  He  was  gazing  upon  the  whole  width 
of    the    Tsana,    a    hanging,    balanced    avalanche    of 
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disintegrating  floes,  which  quaked  and  shuddered  with 
an  unearthly  rumbling.  The  sharp  wind  drawing  up- 
stream cut  him.  Just  below,  the  canyon  walls  ended 
abruptly,  and  the  river  bent  around  a  gourd-shaped 
pinnacle.  But  there,  beyond  the  gloom,  under  the  glow 
of  a  bright  sky  that  would  persist  till  midnight,  ap- 
peared a  great  valley  of  white  boulders,  of  silty  flats  in- 
tersected by  many  channels  into  islands  bristling  with 
great  cottonwoods  and  checkered  by  snow-drifts.  And 
edging  thither  along  the  crevice,  as  his  being  thrilled 
to  this  new  world,  he  seemed  to  discern  a  bluish  haze, 
and  an  odour  touched  his  nostrils  which  made  them  di- 
late, and  stopped  him  short,  clutching  the.  snow-bent 
alders. 

The  cap  of  this  day  of  enchantments !  Woodsmoke ! 
He  smelt  the  unmistakable,  sweet  tang  of  burning  pop- 
lar-wood. Men  were  on  the  trail  of  his  eldorado! 
The  cleft  pitched  downward,  and  he  slid  reckless, 
breathless,  jealously  feeling  at  the  nuggets  in  his  pack, 
a  hand  stealing  to  the  holster  of  his  gun.  Level  with 
the  river  at  last,  he  stealthily  rounded  the  bulbous  pil- 
lar of  rock,  into  a  sandy  flat,  seeing  for  the  first  time 
the  whole  shore  on  which  he  was.  A  blue  whirl  of 
smoke,  caught  by  the  wind,  flung  itself  toward  him  out 
of  a  little  hardwood  grove  back  from  the  river  by  a 
rocky  mound.  With  a  fearsome  heart,  he  dropped  be- 
hind a  boulder.  He  must  approach  these  beings  to  gain 
a  first  advantage,  stalk  theui  like  an  animal  his  prey. 

Thus  he  crept  forward,  dodging  from  boulder  to 
boulder,  the  spell  of  spring  obliterated  from  his  mind, 
his  hand  on  his  revolver  and  an  acrid  taste  in  the 
mouth,  until  he  was  less  than  a  hundred  vards  from  the 
fire  by  the  grove.  There  he  crouched,  b.'aced  his  cal- 
loused hands  against  the  cloaking  stone,  und  leaned 
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forward  his  body  lithelj  from  the  waist.  All  around 
the  vacant  fire  the  snow  had  faded,  and  there  were  scat- 
tered weathered  wood-chips,  fragments  of  boxes,  sack- 
ing, tm-cans,  on  a  hard  and  trodden  soil  — the  unmis- 
takable signs  of  a  long-used,  permanent  camp.  And 
then  his  breath  f  Jled  as  he  saw  the  being  which  issued 
from  the  grove. 

A  human  figure,  but  a  woman's  figure.     She  car- 
ried a  big  wash-tub  before  her  in  both  hands,  labor- 
iously, leaning  backward  as  she  walked  to  the  embers, 
and  placed  it  upon  them.     GaU's  first  clear  sensation 
was  of  ineffable  relief.     All  his  tendons  relaxed,  his  hand 
feU  from  the  holster.     But  as  he  watched,  drinking  in 
her  aspect,  and  she,  leaning  over  the  tub,  squeezed  and 
rubbed  the  grimy  garments,  a  giddy  warmth,  a  remote 
sense  that  was  unseating,  probing  into  his  whole  life,  suf- 
fused and  constricted  his  vitals.     At  first  it  was  but  her 
slender  womanliness  that  dazed  him,  the  white  sweater, 
the  frayed  blue  denim  skirt,  the  snow-bleached  dark 
hair   undulating  upon  her  shoulders,   as   if  she  had 
just  washed  it  also,  to  dry  in  the  day's  burst  of  heat. 
The  past!     He  could  not  see  her  face.     She  kept  turn- 
ing it  over  one  shoulder,  peering  down  stream  at  the 
river,  as  if  expectant  of  some  approaching  presence 
there;  and  then,  as  one  listens  for  a  haunting  sound, 
she  would  veer  and  sweep  her  eyes  along  the  face  of  the 
crumbling  rock  behind  her. 

With  a  wild  impulse  to  break  the  ominous  suspense 
that  was  closing  upon  his  soul,  Gail  rasped  out  a  cough. 
The  woman  lurched  back  from  her  tub,  transfixed,  star- 
ing toward  him.  That  lithe,  free  movement,  as  of  an 
out-door  denizen!  A  hand  shaded  her  brow,  but  It 
failed  to  hide  the  bold  forehead,  straight  mouth,  the 
eyes  ...  the  eyes  .  .  .  Time  contracted  to  a  fusing- 
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point.  A  bkck,  wingless  insect  struggling  across  the 
■now-bank  at  Gail's  feet  engrossed  him  'or  an  insUnt. 
Then  all  his  life  in  the  North,  his  new-d..  covered  world 
of  riches,  was  inverted  into  the  ^res  within  him.  He 
stepped  forward,  reeling,  and  ran  dizzily  toward  the 
fire. 

He  called  her  name  over  and  over  —  yet  again. 

IV 

Entrenched  behind  her  tub,  Clarr,  held  him  off  with 
a  dripping  hand,  its  fingers  spread  and  taut.  She  had 
lowered  her  face;  its  smooth  olive  skin  was  the  hue  of 
the  snow,  her  trembling  lips  dark  as  the  hollows  in  the 
river  ice. 

"You  — you're  a  myth—"  he  breathed.  "If  I 
hadn't—" 

His  high  cheek-bones  scarlet,  Gail  tried  to  rout  the 
silly  reflection  that  had  thrust  itself  between  him  and 
his  gladness:  how,  had  not  the  spring  uncovered  his 
gold,  he  would  have  hit  back  up  the  gulch  and  emerged 
far  below  her  camp. 

"It's  ordained,  Clara.  Let  me  — let  me  look  at 
you." 

"Oh  — look." 

She  echoed  him  monotonously.  In  his  fervour,  the 
dulness  of  her  once  resonant  voice  at  first  escaped 
Gail.  And  he  missed  its  note  of  derangement,  as,  rais- 
ing her  head,  she  added  grimly,  "I'll  show  vou 
things.  ..."  ^ 

"  Alone  here?  AUve  stiU! "  he  pleaded,  exulted,  be- 
holding the  rubbish  that  littered  the  sand,  ataring  about 
for  tent  or  cabin. 

Motionless,  Clara  appeared  to  be  struggling  against 
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J'  '.Ji"^'  i^  P""  «l>n>ttgh,"  ,h.  mumbled,  "  ftwurii 

el.xed,  .„d  ,he  .w.ll„w.d  once  •'  Bui.  G.b"*^-?„ 
the  oa,e  there.  AU  winter  .  .  .  I've  been  m«l."  sie 
CMt  .  eowering  gl«„ce  low.rd  the  face  of  roek,  choking 

Gail  «,zed  and  .upported  her  by  the  .houldfr.      A. 
•h.  hung  upon  him.  he  .till  strove  to  reaB."  he7  prel 
Zm1:7,-  ^"'"*'"5'  '""  -'»'  P"-v«on,V"u 

n.Hi.-  rrjL"  ""f'".''-"*^'  -"•  h"  -tr.S 
hrK.lj-    "'de,  quivering  no.tril..  the  dark  lashe.. 
the   brooding   nd    .omnolent   flame,    between    them 
Strange  th.,  .he  had  ™rvivcd?     It  ,a.  a.  taev'S 
r...      .""""f  "[■""P'"     How  thin  .he  wa..  pi  W 

2  t"^  'L"/'i'"'  "^  '^""•-1  "»«  •»  ween  her 
long  brow,  had  deepened.  Yet  Wer  -.oUow  feature, 
bore  a  healUifuI  weathered  hue,  „nd  I-  lip.  w„e  firm 
now  „d  red.  whatever  the  horror  of  a.^k 'and  ^jJ:." 

For  a  moment  the  muffled  clamour 
nver  filled  Gafl's  ears  as  if  in  celebrati© 
drew  power  from  the  North.     His  ha*, 
strands  of  her  burnished  hair,  „ow  i„.    «d  to  curl- 
upon  the  strong  cords  of  her  open  neck,   through  her 
white  jersey  he  felt  the  hard  shell  of  sim      that  caTed 
her  shm  fragility.     Overcome,  he  was   fol.       "  CTn 
his  embrace,  when  her  warning  of  aberr«ti<^  ^  oj^ 
his  mounting  ecstasy. 

"Mad?  "  Gail  panted.     «  What  cave?  " 
She  did  not  answer.     Revived,  she  slid  sinuom 


•he  ice-bound 
y*ays  Clara 
^Kred  in  the 

«ed  to  curl; 
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his  arms,  and  facing  the  cliff,  funneled  her  handi  befort 
her  mouth. 
**  Laundj  t    Laundy  I  **  the  called. 
"Who's  he?"  began  Gail,  gentlj.     But  at  once  « 
blackness  swept  his  heart. 

"My  partner,"  she  replied,  without  turning,  and 
the  drear  monotony  again  entered  her  voice.  "Old 
Adam  Laundy.  Eight  months  with  his  visions.  You'd 
ought  to  hear  him  sometimes.     He's  very  bad." 

"Old?"  repeated  Gail,  trying  to  aUay  his  jealousy. 
And  he  grasped  again  her  torture  in  such  a  lonely 
winter  as  the  hardest  sour-doughs  seldom  pass  with 
sanity.  Images  of  Clara,  numb  and  starving,  thrilled 
him  with  homage.  What  other  woman  could  have  en- 
dured such  desperation,  and  then  this  meeting,  without 
a  whimper  or  a  tear ! 

"Yes,  come.  I'll  show  him  to  you,"  she  said,  but 
with  a  shudder.  "You  got  to  save  us.  I  know  my 
mind's  unhinged,  but  you're  clearing  it,  a'ready.  You 
knew  I  was  here?  " 

She  plucked  him  by  an  arm,  and  as  they  quickly 
left  the  washtub,  skirting  the  grove  toward  the  slant 
rocks,  he  told  briefly  aho\4  the  newspaper  in  Hocherda 
—  Chickaman  —  the  harrowing  search  on  the  Yanaga. 
"Laundy  had  a  trading-store  at  Beluga,"  she  once 
uttered  dully,  as  her  mind  reverted,  infuriating  Gail. 
"We  hit  straight  north  from  Cook.  Inlet.  He  col- 
lapsed just  at  the  freeze-up,  poor  fanatic!" 

They  had  reached  the  cliff.  At  its  far  end,  a  flat- 
tish  arch  some  four  feet  wide  and  high,  over  sand 
pounded  and  ridged  with  the  long  going  and  coming 
of  feet,  framed  a  space  of  darkness.  In  a  moment  Gail 
was  witliin  it,  groping  blindly  after  Clara,  his  feet  press- 
ing the  softness  of  dried  grass,  and  in  his  nostrils  th? 
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wur  .mell   of  decaying  .tone,  mouldj  flour,   rancid 
greace  .and  dunnage. 

for'a^^llght!    '^*^"'"  '^'  "'"'*^*  "^PP'"«  *^  '"'"*'^* 
"Adam,  you  caU  him  that? »»  broke  out  Gail  ac- 
cusingly   unable  to  curb  himself  longer.     "What's  he 
to  you  r  o  « 

ablX5'K-""'M;'i"  '^'  "*°'''^  ''''^  «*  ^^«"^"««  that 
abashed  him.     "A  partner -in  this  country."     Yet 

her  vehemence  was  not  shameless. 

The  blue  sputter  of  a  miner's  match  widened  into 
light  from  her  hand.  The  cave  walls,  which  Gail  had 
conceived  as  pressing  upon  their  heads,  sprang  mag- 

iTkfLf  ^r  ^T*  "^'"^*^  «*"^"^-'  and  dim  mosf 
like  •talactites.     Stooping  over,  Clara  lit  two  candles 

on  a  block  of  wood  by  some  blankets -her  bed,  'Jail 

judged,  from  its  neatness  and  the  pair  of  beaded  moc- 

casms  stuck  with  a  needle  and  thread  lying  there.     The 

twin  weak  flames  illuminated  blackened  pots,  soiled  tar- 

pauhns,  scattered  about,  which  yet  cast  a  flavour  of 

homeliness  into  the  damp  and  hollow  vaults  above. 

ifitiV^,"^  T     The  stains  on  them.     Tell  me 

If  It  s  that  curse,  the  scurvy,"  Clara  whispered,  point- 
mg  into  a  recess  of  the  cave.     « He  sleeps  'most  aU 

Gail  heard  a  groan.  He  discerned  in  a  jumble  of 
b  ankets  (far  from  hers,  he  noted  eagerly)  the  moving 
ghtter  of  two  eyes.  A  head  raised  itself  near  the 
heap  of  boxes  and  limp  sacks.  Its  aspect  immediately 
filled  Gail  with  rehef.  He  saw  the  face  of  an  aged 
man;  long,  snowy,  matted  hair  that  feU  in  tattered 
ends  mto  an  unkempt  and  rusty  beard;  features  clean- 
cut  as  a  cameo;  a  square  angular  jaw  and  a  curved, 
beaky    nose    on    which    the   skin,   marred   by    pinkish 
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blotches,  WM  drawn  tight  and  shining.  In  that  gloom 
he  suggested  uncanny  countenances,  such  as  Gail  had 
seen  pictured  from  catacombs,  except  for  his  blue  eyes 
-—  bulging  "  pearl  **  eyes,  watery  and  burning,  which 
did  not  blink.  It  was  a  dumbly  scrutinising  face,  cu- 
riously unlined,  through  which  struggled  an  afterglow 
of  youth  and  hope. 

"Plenty  of  men  wanted  to  come  with  John  Hart- 
line's  sister,"  muttered  Clara.  «  But  I  wouldn't  take 
any  younger,  because  of  Gabriel.  .  .  .  Adam  had  a 
I  hunch*  for  prospecting  for  mica  — there's  money  in 
isinglass  for  stoves  and  electric  insulators  —  till  gold 
fever  hit  him.  He's  had  his  fire  in  life  —  has  it  still  — 
only  he's  too  old." 

**  Clara,  forgive  me,"  stammered  Gail,  humiliated,  his 
misdoubts  quite  dead. 

"  I'd  have  been  slurred,  taking  any  other,"  she  wan- 
dered. "  And  no  matter,  without  you  love  a  man.  I 
did,  so  stood  the  risk  of  Adam." 

"Clara!"  Her  dogged,  heedless  loyalty  over- 
whelmed Gail. 

Then  a  fit  of  coughing  seized  Adam  Laundy.  He 
swayed  to  and  fro,  babbling  a  weak  sing-song.  The 
bear-gut  kamaleika  that  clothed  his  wasted  trunk  and 
was  dotted  with  red  tufts  of  worsted,  crackled  loudly 
as  he  sat  up  in  the  blankets.  Gail  stooped,  drawing 
them  down  across  his  legs,  for  the  stain  of  scurvy  shows 
plainest  there.  He  yielded  nervelessly,  murmuring  in 
a  thin  voice: 

"Isin'glass  —  isin'glassu  Nature's  winders,  that  a 
man  ken  see  any  soul  through.  There's  a  chase  in  life! 
Who  is  he.  Clary?  " 

Gail  started.  The  vague,  incisive  words  caught  him 
unawares,  stirred  his  dormant  introspection.     But  he 
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only  pulled  back  the  grimy  drawers  over  Laundy's 
■keleton  limbs,  and  arose  with  a  solemn  nod. 

"  The  coffee-colouring.  I  knew  it  was,"  she  said,  ac- 
cepting his  confirmation  without  a  tremour. 

**  Fresh  stuff,  potatoes."  Gail  named  the  only  un- 
disputed specifics  for  scurvy  from  his  experience  on  the 
Yanaga.  "Nothing  else'll  save  him,  and  I  guess 
there's  none  of  either  short  of  the  coast." 

"  The  Inlet?  "  she  asked  avidly,  and  her  voice,  grow- 
mg  more  normal  with  the  idea,  except  that  it  mirrored 
no  pain  in  her  memories,  continued,  "  But  we  haven't 
over  twenty  pounds  of  rice  and  apricots,  beside  the 
bacon.  And  dried  fruit's  no  good,  either.  It's  been  a 
race  with  starving  since  March.  ...  I  bet  you've  got 
no  more  grub  than  that." 

Gail  caught  a  breath.  His  own  dilemma  in  food, 
obscured  by  aU  the  palpitant  drama  of  the  day,  as- 
sailed him  keenly.  «No,"  he  admitted,  crestfallen. 
**  The  coast's  his  one  hope.     Have  you  any  boat?  " 

"How  else  do  you  think  we  got  here?  It's  hauled 
ashore  two  miles  down  the  river  " —  ever  she  spoke  more 
acutely —"  where  the  Siwashes  quit  helping  us  to 
cordel." 

"  Then  it's  no  good  till  the  break-up.  He's  too  far 
gone  to  hit  any  trail.  I'd  say  he  couldn't  live  a 
week." 

"  Oh,  oh! "  she  gasped,  poignantly  for  the  first  time. 

"  Show  him  our  peaches.  Clary,"  interrupted  the  old 
man,  with  a  shrill  abruptness,  reaching  a  hand  into  one 
of  the  sacks  at  Jiis  head.  "  See  —  clean  as  a  whistle. 
Cost  ye  four  bits  a  pound  at  Beluga.  Sell  ye  here  for 
six.  Thrown  away.  A  bargain."  He  waved  his  with- 
ered fingers  in  the  air  and  blew  upon  the  imaginary 
sample  between  them.     "An'  three  hundred  pounds  of 
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rice.  Not  the  dog  stuff.  Rice  goes  farthest  if  y'are 
jackassing.**  The  wheezing  cough  caught  him  again, 
showing  his  black  and  swollen  gums.  All  at  once  some- 
thing flew  out  of  them,  upon  the  blankets.  Gail  peered 
at  a  corroded  tooth. 

«  That's  about  the  last  he  has  left,»»  avowed  Clara, 
nervelesslj. 

An  aching  silence.     Finally  — 

"  Hark ! "  exclaimed  Gail.     «  Listen !  *» 

Both  stiffened  upright,  turning  toward  the  entrance 
of  the  cave.  There,  borne  in  upon  <  late,  pale  light 
that  since  their  eyes  had  grown  used  io  the  darkness 
had  subdued  the  candles,  penetrated  a  grinding,  muf- 
fled thunder,  a  distant  reverberation  like  the  clamour 
of  surf. 

"It's  come.  I  knew  it,"  declared  Clara,  blazing- 
eyed. 

**Yes,"  echoed  Gail,  diving  out  under  the  rocky 
arch.     **  The  break-up ! " 

"Adam's  saved  then! "  acclaimed  Clara,  joining  him 
outside.  They  strained  their  eyes  outward  into  the 
gloaming,  but  beheld  only  the  smooth  icy  courses  of 
the  Tsana,  threading  the  silent  isluids,  as  immobile  as 
in  mid-winter. 

"  The  ice  ought  to  go  out  all  together,  in  a  gorge," 
Gail  asserted  at  last,  perplexed.  "  Not  to  is  against 
nature,  unheard-of.  There's  a  false  start  miles  below 
here.  She's  dropped  off,  leaving  the  floes  solid  and 
hanging  up  to  the  canyon." 

^  But  the  chagrin  that  had  replaced  the  wonder  upon 
his  face  failed  to  curb  Clara's  joy. 

"  Look !  "  She  pointed  to  a  smaller  channel  nearer 
shore,  which  in  their  heat  to  scan  the  main  river  had 
escaped  them.    It  showed  a  glossy,  greyish  ribbon  of 
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water  moving  slowly  through  the  du.k,  boiling  out  from 
under  a  ragged  Up  of  ice. 

"We  heard  more  than  the  ice  breaking  there" 
reasoned  Gail  ®  * 

"Launch  the  boat  in  that  tomorrow  for  the  Inlet" 
ejaculated  Clara.  «  Pack  Adam  on  our  backs  to  wh^e 
she's  beached.    We'll  pull  him  through." 

GaU  recoiled.  "Not  before  the  whole  river  goes. 
It 'u\l  be  smade.  We'd  be  caught  any  minute,  crulhed 
and  drowned." 

He  checked  hims  If,  before  the  sudden,  set  pallor 
of  her  features  — resolute,  domineering,  as  of  old. 

Adam  and  I  start  tomorrow,  anyhow,"  she  faced 
hun  boklly. 

"It's  sure  death,"  he  rejoined,  though  knowing  him- 
self helpless  to  combat  her  will.  «  What's  Laundy  be- 
side us,  our  love  and  the  future?  " 

"Where's  the  sympathy  we  boasted  of  in  Attalota's 
cabm,'  her  voice  shook,  «  for  the  men  the  land  belongs 
to?  Adam's  one  of  them,  only  he's  played  out  now. 
Is  that  any  call  to  let  him  die?  " 

A  woman's  sentiment!  Yet  Gail  winced.  At  last 
he  had  fathomed  the  pluck  and  loyalty  that  swayed  her 
for  the  crazed  old  man.  And  it  gripped  him  that 
though  her  mmd  had  been  rambling,  now  the  chance  of 
saving  him  had  shocked  it  into  the  sanest  resourceful 
clarity. 

Then,  in  the  reproachful  pause,  thought  of  the  char- 
ity  that  Bob  had  decreed  swept  Gail.  But  he  voiced 
its  contradiction,  which  instantly  hardened  him, 

"But  this  dying  old  man,  Clara.  Doesn't  he  block 
our  winning  in  the  North,  like  Lamar,  if  we  risk  the 
nver?  " 

"  Has  the  winter  trail  made  a  brute  of  you?  "  she 
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retorted,  hotly.  «  The  camps  got  you  afraid  and  soft  in 
the  months  we've  been  apart?  You  want  to  lose  me  — 
and  everything?  " 

Dick  Trueblood's  prophetic  fear  for  him! 

"You  want  Adam  to  die  here,  obscene  and  rav- 
ing? »»  she  cried,  wildly  confronting  him,  in  horror  at 
that  long-dreaded  scene.  «  I  told  you  he  was  my  part- 
ner, in  this  hideous  country.  .  .  .  Adam,  oh,  Adam! 
—  after  what  you  and  I've  been  through!  .  .  .  Shame, 
Gail!" 

She  broke  off,  and  flinging  herself  about,  ran  back 
into  the  cave. 

It  seemed  to  Gail,  gazing  after  her,  and  beside  him- 
self in  a  blind  despair,  that  her  shoulders  had  heaved 
with  a  deep  convulsive  sob. 
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Gail  staggered  to  the  dying  fire.  It  was  late,  near 
midnight.  In  the  melting  warmth,  the  river  was  spawn- 
ing shreds  of  ghost-mist  that  entangled  the  island  for- 
ests. StiU  wan  with  dayUght,  the  arching  sky  was 
like  mother-o'-peari,  where  a  few  faint  stars  trembled 
liquidly. 

Humiliated,  bewildered,  a  sense  of  guilt  stole  through 
Gail's  distraction,  then  self-reproach  and  remowe.  His 
mind,  more  than  hers,  had  been  askew  for  weeksf  even 
today.  Else,  in  the  memory  of  those  brief,  passionate 
avowals  in  the  Torlina  cabin,  should  his  arms  not  have 
entwined  her  at  the  instant  of  their  recognition?  But 
on  the  dazing  trails  he  had  doubted,  surrendered  hope 
of  Clara,  the  while  she,  by  brave  and  thoughtful  self- 
denial  and  trust  of  him,  had  kept  her  vows.  Dick  True- 
blood,  depraved  Chickaman,  had  corrupted  his  ideality 
of  womanhood.     Away  from  Clara,  his  steadfastness. 


•       "«^AK.UP   AND   BEGINNING    877 

them;  th„,  .^n w\  f  J^.^      T'T''  «P'™'*«J 

ane   had   defied   him k;- 

grinding  ice-floes  of  Il^3^^/°"JL^««-*^^  the 

of  their  bodies  to  sur^vlTneJ^"  ."1  *^'  ^""^^y 
World  an  axion,  of  hvTng?  "^Ks  l^^'T^'* 
cision  to  launch  the  boat  nLT  ^  i  '"  ''*'  ^'^ 
in  everything!    They  two  w.~         "'^  '^^'*^''  "«»>*» 

spired:  what^beingsItidbTttrr  E^  '^"Z  ".*'^"«'  ^■ 
the   breaking  river  ^^   .        ^.f.*^*  ^'^^  ^^n  «««n»t 

martyr  to  th^e  nIS?    LH   5'?   "^""'J^'^  old 
-hi;  for  that  aS^entufe     E^^^^^^^  *^^  ^-^- 

omnific  future  must  be  hJ^*     *  I     ^*  *'"'^""  *>^  *heir 
back  her  idnd  f rl^    ?  "*"*  ^'"-     «*  ^^^^  snatched 

alone  with  Lauldy    a^^^'  *"V*  "°"^'  '"^  ***- 
cave.  ^*  *"«^'^  **  "he  was  there  in  the 

-t~K  under  the  frch  of  „,V"''*  ^  '"""'«»  >««*. 

he.4  .nd  rep.   i^  "f  *^''  ''»^  <"■  "•«  d"«>ping 

He  took  twoluBs  fr!™  ^  ^"?«  ''"«''  "'  <="'™'- 

them  with  tte  tf.     cw'  ^l^Ju*'"  ''™"8'>  «"«» 
"  TI,.  „•     .  "*  watched  him  gnardedlv 

The  mer-.  open.  Adam.     But  he  w«S.^!r.    j- 
here,"  the  muttered  grewsomelv  ^7  ^    ^,     *"  *' 
he  had  feared.  e«"«»nely,  her  nand  reUpsed  u 

word.."  iaSif^e^  '"rwr^g"  "''  '?*  "" 

*  ''*'  *0"  —  cruel,  too, 


i   y 


tt: 


:  y 


*■  I 


578       THE   YOUNGEST  WORLD 

—  but  well  trust  the  land  to  treat  us  square,  and  win 
out  by  our  hardness.  We'll  start  as  soon  a»  the  river 
fog  Ufts." 

"Gabriel,  bless  you!"  Ckra's  frame  shook, 
straightening.  Her  eyes  brightened  and  danced,  meet- 
ing his  for  a  space.  Neither  look  flinched.  Once 
more  she  was  wholly  alert. 

**  Let  me  confess,"  he  entreated.  "  Blame  me.  But 
hear.  .  .  ." 

She  nodded,  dumbly  radiant.  Gail  broke  the  ban- 
nock, aroused  Laundy.  The  old  man  evolved  a  sepul- 
chral mutter.  His  blood-shot  pupils  gleamed,  as  though 
he  realised  how  Nature  was  unlocking  his  prison  with 
the  lure,  however  specious,  of  salvation. 

The  pair  ate  and  drank  in  silence  as  Gail  nerved  him- 
self for  his  avowals. 

« I've  been  at  the  brink  of  defeat,  Clara,"  he  began, 
thrilled  by  a  sudden  memory.  «  Always  there  I  think 
of  Martha.  So  you  seemed  like  her,  in  the  way  you 
took  for  granted  the  awful  winter,  resigned  to  fate 
with  her  stoic  calm  —  until  the  spring  broke  the  spell, 
opened  the  way  down  that  channel.  Then  at  a  fighting 
chance  you  sprang  into  yourself  —  at  bay,  a  cougar." 
"  Poor  Martha."  Qara  buried  her  face  in  the  cup, 
and  her  voice  quivered.  "  She  couldn't  have  stood  the 
test." 

"  I  haven't  stood  the  test,"  he  blurted  bitterly,  «*  of 
your  love  and  faith  in  me.  Away  from  them,  life  poi- 
sons me,  unworthy,  blind  to  you.  In  Chickaman,  on  the 
stampede,  those  callous,  pathetic  crowds  of  cynical  buf- 
foons weakened  your  image  in  me.  All  the  gruelling, 
the  rebufFs,  clouded  my  love,  eclipsed  my  trust  in  you 
as  the  one  immutable  providence  of  the  great  yearn- 
ing. , 
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Wasn't  I  made  for  woman  — I,  who  ahall  nerer  Ut« 
until  I  have  won  a  son?  ** 

He  paused,  gasping,  in  a  sweat  of  self-abasement. 
With  her  ever  indomitable  resource,  Clara  keyed  her 
shrewdest  intuition  to  her  inalienable  love,  yet  only 
found  answer,  woman  that  she  was,  in  a  glad  flood  of 
tears. 


»• 


Groaning,  Gail  could  no  more  than  seize  both  her 
hands  in  his.     She  controlled  herself  instantly. 

"Maybe  we  never  should  have  bared  our  hearts 
there  at  Torlina,"  she  answered  with  a  strange  tran- 
quillity.    "Confidence  of  possession  does  blunt  a  man." 

He  struck  his  bosom. 

"  But  I  don't  forgive  you,  because  there's  nothing  to 
forgive,  Gail,"  she  pursued  in  a  voice  changed  low  and 
trenchant.  "You've  been  a  man  among  men.  The 
glamour  and  throb  of  life  usurps  you  all.  It's  in  the 
sex,  that  —  and  to  lose  heart  when  their  dreams  are 
cheated.  Otherwise  I  shouldn't  love  you  —  inconstant, 
aspiring  —  so.  And  if  I've  been  more  steadfast,  it's 
not  my  will,  but  my  nature  and  sex.  .  ,  .»♦ 

He  heard.  Her  incisive  reason  sobered  him.  He 
thrilled  with  hope  at  her  breadth  of  vision. 

"  I've  said  before,"  she  continued,  "  love  is  more  than 
faith.     It  wipes  out  everything.     So  if  you  still  love  — " 

"  It's  *  the  test  that  never  ends  till  death,' "  he  re- 
called, calmly.     «  And  we  face  death." 

"It  stands  with  you?"  she  asked,  wistfully. 

"Stands?  .  .  .  Gods!" 

"Then  the  time  has  come.     Tell  me  now  —  every- 
thing from  the  past  that  I  forbade.     I  know  it's  too  ' 
soon,  before  the  fulfilhnent's  certain.     But  Gail,  I  shall 
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The  flftmei  in  ^he  saucer  sank.  A  drip  down  lonie 
hidden  facet  of  the  rock  began  to  dru-n  and  splutter. 
A  whisper  of  the  restless  floes  reached  them  from  far 
out  on  the  river.  The  stertorous  breathing  of  old 
Laundy  swept  the  unseen,  overhanging  stalactites,  ,as  a 
benediction  upon  these  two  heirs  of  the  spring — of  all 
life  in  the  Youngest  World. 

**  You  and  I,  Gabriel,**  Clara  gravely  sealed  his  vale- 
dictory, "  our  blood  shan't  ever  die.  .  .  .** 

**  But  Arlene?  "    RecoUection  lashed  him. 

In  the  utter  dark,  he  could  not  see  the  forecast  of 
her  joyous  and  determined  gaze. 

*'  I  should  like  to  have  known  Lena,**  she  said  with 
her  old  candour;  then  striving  for  the  lightness  ever 
germane  to  her  elation,  "Yes,  typical  woman  of  the 
West.  The  red-blooded  heroine  that  hats  are  ofF  to.** 
But  her  banter  wilted.  **  Where  is  she  now?  God  help 
her  sort,  poor  things !  ** 

"With  her  mother  in  Sacramento,  I  hope  —  and 
doubt,**  sighed  Gail.  "  I  loved  Lena  once,  as  you  did 
your  Charley.  .  .  .  I*ve  heard  nothing,  it*s  unchanged 
for  us.** 

Retrospection  stimulated  their  breathing.  It 
throbbed,  excited,  through  the  pause. 

Clara  broke  the  tension : 

'*  Once  I  spoke  of  *  the  courage  of  our  love  and  our 
beUefs.* »» 

Gail  did  not  answer.  He  could  not,  in  the  ferment 
swelling  through  him. 

"  And  just  now  I  said,  *  The  time  has  come,*  *'  she 
went  on,  simply.  "  You  told  me,  *  After  we  lick  Lamar, 
You  —  forever.*  And  we  killed  him.  .  .  .  Love  sancti- 
fies anything,  then  or  now.  It's  I  —  I  who  am  not 
worthy  of  yours.     It's  the  deeper  love,  the  more  trans- 
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Jguring,  G«fl.  the  germ  of  aD  life  .  .  .  deathleM.»» 
CUra  .voice  rang  out,  a  pean.  "  Take  me.  Gail,  take 
we  -  thi.  need,  no  courage  -  if.  nothing  brave  for  me 

to  jield Have  me  for  now  .  .  .  eternally.  .  .  .»» 

They  .at  motionle...     No  power  of  will,  no  .woon- 
ing  rapture,  nor  glare  of  truth  beyond  belief,  w 
held  from  one  another  their  flaming  entitie.  of  f 
and  .oul.     Only,  the  future  of  all  the  age.  — thi 
bing,  lambent,  apocalyptic  —  .tretched  before  the« 
their  fi"  ition. 

Each  jioment  wai  an  age,  each  age  a  moment. 

m 
"And  I  hear  the  dawn.     That*,  the  first  thru.kk " 
A  meUow,  .u.pended  bird-note  confirmed  Gail's  v^i'ce 
arS*  ^'^  °"  ^'  '**'*     ^°  *''*'^"  glimmer  filled   the 

"Get  our  .tuflT  together,"  whi.pered  Ckra.  i««nc 
him,  "then  wake  Adam."  «'»i*^ 

They  emerged  on  the  .and-flat,  lit  the  fire;  ©.il  got 
water  and  .tarted  breakfa.t.  Roseate  gleam.  tin|«i 
the  .ilky  mi.t.  out  among  the  islands.  Window-pine 
ice  had  skimmed  over  the  open  channel.  As  they  gazed 
•Mhe  wide  nver  arms,  .tiU  mute  and  gli.tening.  Gail 

whirfti"  Tl^\  !!^*^J  ^*"'  *^^  *^«  '«•"«  «>»«'ent 
w  ' ,  .  '  ^??  '''^^'  ^"^«»  '*'*  »  lot  warmer." 
He  picked  up  his  pack.     His  hand  touched  a  hard 

bulge    m    the    canvas.     He    stood    transfixed,    with 

twinkling  eyes. 

"It's  iTfl-     ^.v"'"  ^'  '""^'^  ***  ^"  '^^  *h^  «'-• 
Its  a  tnfling  thing  now.     But  you  remember  how 

once  we  worshipped  gold  as  the  start  of  all  our  traUs?  » 

She  sprang  to  his  side,  as  he  murmured,  «  And  gold 
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hat  tried  tu  in  the  Art  of  life  —  unUrnuhcd  —  by 
iMeping  tif  Apart.  And  lew  than  the  je»r  we  aUotted. 
Weni  be  rich,  rich!    All  Alatka  at  our  feet.** 

Gail  preued  a  fragment  of  the  rock  into  her  hands. 
She  turned  it  over,  dated  ilightly,  as  if  by  the  rare 
sheen.  Then,  as  they  sat  down  to  eat,  he  recited  rap- 
idly how  the  destined  find  was  made  and  staked,  his 
jwpes  for  realising  on  it.  And  listening,  she  grasped 
his  reawakened  exhilaration. 

**  But  tell  me  about  John,  and  the  juggernaut's  ap- 
peal," he  asked  at  length.  «♦  Is  the  law  still  making 
monkeys  of  us?  '* 

^  "  Nothing  so  rare  as  them  up  here,"  she  flashed  back. 
••  But  maybe  porcupines  or  a  glacier  bear,  if  it  Joesn't 
get  wise.  Donelson,  he  of  that  whitelivered  letter,  is  a 
jailed  ex-judge.     We  used  it  against  him.     And  the 

new  one  —  appointed  by  Roosevelt,  thank  heaven! 

has  ordered  the  case  tried  all  over,  starting  where  it  was 
two  years  ago.     The  same  tre&dmill.** 

Ignoring  any  qualms  of  danger,  they  began  swiftly 
packing  their  meagre  outfits.  They  dragged  Adam  out 
of  the  cave,  bed  and  all.  Braced  by  the  fresh  air  and 
light,  his  querulous  advice  in  their  preparations  showed 
the  imperative,  capable  mau  he  had  once  been. 

One  trip  for  Gail  and  Clara  down  the  melting  sand- 
bars, across  the  frozen  slues,  and  all  that  each  owned 
in  the  world  was  piled  by  the  clumsy,  coflBn-shaped  scow 
with  black  pitch  oozing  from  its  seams,  beached  near 
an  open  back-eddy.  They  returned  perspiring,  al- 
though it  was  hardly  five  o'clock,  and  between  them  car- 
ried the  withered  old  man,  liis  head  hanging  grumbling 
from  the  blankets,  to  where  they  launched  the  craft. 
They  loaded  the  thin  sacks  on  its  flat  bottom,  piling 
all  the  bedding  and  Gail's  tarpaulin  in  the  bow.     There 
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thej  laid  Laundjr.  covered  him  with  a  blanket     He 
2«»ed  to  be  ..leep  ..  they  pu.hed  out  into  the  .t'ream 
W  V*!!'^*.*"'''"*  ***•  '^^  T.ana,  along  a  bigT 

iS't^fandtnKutr  ^'^  *  ^"•«^'  '  ^"  ^ * 
G»ll  manned  the  heavy  hewn  iweepi  in  the  .t,^ 

^  .1*^     '  ""'  "■  When-ion.     Silenced  thu.. 

^  ^F^  r  ."•"'•   """"«   "'   ■»•«<»   only    '/ 
tt.y  «tched  the  f.r.rt-p,«e..i.n..  inert  .™ie.  „f  th. 

flr^e  htT    "'"'"«*'•  '»-«*™«  «.lry  int. 

™™L?^        *  '"V";  "  •  «~»^«  "'••    Now  the  J5 
P«»n»Ied  .  g,„el  hotton,  clo«  to  .ho«.  then  «,r.pe3 

fZd^whier.."  r"  ?^««^  '"»°«  int.nnin.ble 
idande  which  ,pl,t  channel  after  channel.     They  yidded 

^  i    °  «>«  •Muring  .peU  of  progre,.  witK^ 
b^Me      ■k'"        1.'".  •  '""^  "''"'  •'I™""  »  «ver 

nnmbrf.     Gwr.     „„ght,  „„j,^  ,„  j^ 

v.b«,t  oId-t,n.er;.  long  life  in  the  North;  to  hi,  „,: 

Sltm^ttrre.'""'"  '"  *"  '"■"  «™''  ""  *■•'  -t 
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"  Ho !    No  more  islands.     She's  all  in  one  channel.** 

The  glacial  river-bed  narrowed.  They  slipped  out 
beyond  a  tongue  of  the  last  island,  as  into  a  melting 
desert,  and  headed  to  the  west  shore. 

"Phew.  Hotter  than  yesterday,**  said  Clara,  gaz- 
ing forward  also.  Then,  pointing  a  mile  or  so  below, 
"  Look  at  that.'* 

There  a  huge  mass  of  thick  ice-cakes,  stained  with 
dark  streaks  of  silt,  was  piled  high  on  shore  like  a 
frozen  palace  stark  in  the  sun. 

**  They  broke  in  the  racket  we  heard  last  night,'* 
said  Gail.  "Hello.  The  whole  river  down  there's 
open ! " 

Even  as  he  spoke,  they  swept  out  from  their  wilder- 
ness of  floes,  as  if  into  a  pitching  lake  of  grey-green 
water,  its  surfaces  shot  with  hissing  circles  that  ap- 
peared to  be  heaved  up  from  bottom.  The  speed  of 
the  current  doubled,  and,  overawed  by  this  combined 
might  of  the  whole  Tsana,  they  fell  to  harder  at  their 
oars. 

"  But  that's  only  a  handful  of  what  must  have 
split,"  said  Gail,  as  the  ice-pile  drew  abreast.  "  Watch ! 
I  tell  you  the  water's  rising  on  it.  xhe  rest's  blocked 
down  river.  Listen ! "  He  weighed  his  oars  for  a 
second.  "  There's  the  gorge  it  made,  settling,  back- 
ing up  all  this  water." 

They  heard  a  faint,  cavernous  thudding  far  ahead. 
Their  speed  quickly  slackened.  Sudden  waves,  run- 
ning up-stream,  splashed  against  their  bow.  But  the 
sight  that  held  their  gaze  was  the  plain  of  ice  out  of 
which  they  had  just  floated.  All  the  quieting  river 
seemed  to  be  rippling  backward  thither,  burying  it. 
The  line  of  its  dull  gleaming  was  stealthily  retreating 
toward  the  dwindling  islands. 
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Gad  "We'U  be  .wept  down."  He  cast  a  glance  be- 
hind, seeing  that  the  whole  river  veered  abruptly  east 
around  a  sharp  bend.  «  Can't  see  what's  coming." 
We're -aU  right -I  guess."  panted  Clara 
For  a  time  they  kept  on  rowing  close  to  shore,  in  an 
avid  silence  shooting  their  eyes  to  the  mounds  of  ice 
and  the  drift-piles  that  sinisterly  lined  the  bank.     As 

them,  they  watched  it  gurgle  among  great  prone  cot- 
tonwoods  usually  high  and  dry,  and  swing  out  their 
tops  like  fingers  pointing  solemnly  into  the  eddies. 

Its  pressing  up  the  ice  back  there,"  said   Gail. 
Loosening  her.     She'll  sag  and  buckle  after  the  next 
break.     Hark ! " 

Again  the  muffled  rumbling  down-river.     Then,  after 
an  aching  space,  arose  like  an  echo  a  soft,  splittinir 
turmoU  far  astern,  which   seemed  elusively  to  pierce 
the  air  all  about,  with  a  resounding  as  of  rended  beams 
of  wood.     They  were  sweeping  faster  around  the  bend, 
in  the  impulse  given  the  river,  sinking  as  it  ploughed 
through  the  invisible  barrier  of  floes  below.     They  could 
soe  It  receding  from  the  stranded  cakes  and  shore  drift, 
boihng  through  the  fan-like  spread  of  gaunt  and  up- 
right roots,  majestically  bobbing  their  great  trunks  up 
and  down.     They  strained  the  more  at  their  sweep.^ 
but  at  first  unable  to  outrun  the  current,  turned  broad- 
side  once. 

"  ^°^[ "  caUed  Gail,  oblivious  that  they  were  headed 
into  the  bank. 

"Ashore?  Never!"  exclaimed  Clara,  repudiating 
the  mstmctive  impulse;  thus  nerving  her  woman's  de- 
pendence into  that  fierce,  transcendant  courage,  which, 
once  fired,  out-dares  and  out-suflTers  man's. 
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The  river  had  broadened.  They  heard  the  hidden, 
raucoua  drag  of  pebbles  grinding  along  bottom.  Dead 
ahead,  a  patch  of  water  that  seemed  motionless  was 
puckered  by  a  riffle. 

"Sandbar!"  Gafl  turned  aft  from  sighting  it; 
from  old  Laundy  suddenly  rising  out  of  his  blankets. 
The  reef  shouldered  them,  rocking,  down  the  clear 
drop  of  a  chute.  In  a  slither  of  cascading  gravels, 
they  swung  once  more.  "Stroke!"  Gail  ordered. 
They  hit  bottom  w  ti  a  resounding  bump.  The  floor- 
boards groaned  and  bent ;  a  spurt  of  water  and  splinters 
jumped  into  their  faces ;  but  they  forged  free,  and  as 
the  shallow  contracted  aft,  Gail  added: 

"Low  tide.  Water's  all  leaving  the  river,  or  we're 
on  the  wrong  side,  out  of  the  channels.  High  and  dry 
soon."  ^ 

"  Ahead  —  ahead ! '»  cut  in  Clara,  behind  him.  "  See 
Adam.  What's  he  spotted? "  Kneeling  on  the  dun- 
nage, leaning  over  the  bow,  back  to  them,  the  old  man 
was  waving  his  arms  in  ardent  trepidation,  making  gag- 
ging noises  in  his  throat.  In  the  instant  that  Gail 
switched  his  head,  beholding,  his  heart  turned  to  stone. 

"Canyon  —  another,"  he  said  hoarsely. 

Forward,  the  whole  Tsana  narrowed  like  a  funnel  be- 
tween rising  walls.  In  scarce  half  a  mile,  it  slipped 
into  the  jaws  of  black  and  towering  crags.  "  In  for 
it.  We're  going  too  fast,  too  far  from  shore  to  land 
now,"  he  went  on,  and  half  in  uncontrollable  irony,  half 
in  cheer,  "Can  he  swim  or  pray  —  the  old  man?" 

"Pray  yourself,  or  shut  up!"  retorted  Clara, 
stolidly,  in  a  single  breath,  which  summed  to  Gail  her 
bravery,  restraint,  and  unrelenting  bravado  toward 
whatever  doom. 
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>,/*if'  *|;7^*^f»f*'^  'ron'  up-river  catches  us  in  there," 
he  laughed  grimly.     « Matchwood!" 

oldldam"'  «'f ;  t^  *^'  ^'''^'  ^'^^^  "^""^  out 
old  Adam.     « An'  afore  you  meet  him!    But  betch- 

yer  he  savvies  this  yere  canyon." 

with  r^n- t'r  «'"*^«^"^^y  water-carved  and  draped 
with  a  greenish  shme,  dove  past  them.     A  low  cataract 
draping  a  flat  ledge,  backed  off  into  its  haze  wTh  the* 
tremour  of  a  slow  explosion.     Then  a  hush  feH  on  the 
nver.  the  stiUness  that  ushers  in  a  gale 

thl"'^*  ^"^'"^"  ''''^°^'"*  °^  river-weeds  closed  over 
them.  Rugged  jaws  enfolded,  upon  a  slant  and  inky, 
sat  n  surface.  The  walls  flung  back  the  steady  whining 
of  their  thole-pms,  the  gulps  from  caverns  breasted  bv 
the  tide.  Lone  spruces  climbed  high,  like  sentinel; 
m  niches  of  he  serrate  cliffs.  Under  the  shred  of  sky 
sheer  pinnacles  marched  craftily,  hypnotically,  among 
one   another.     But   it   drew    the   eyebaUs    from   theif 

to  tf  ;r"  "^'"''^  ''^^™  ^^'^"^"^  "«'<J  °-«'  the  side' 
to  see  the  monuments  of  ice,  heaped  castle  after  castle 
of  wrecked  floes,  hanging,  balanced  on  every  brink  of 
shore,  and  green-opalescent  in  the  gloom,  exhaling  chiUy 

Slowly  motion  possessed  the  glossy  avenue;  it  coiled, 
.  curved,  dappled  with  specks  of  foam.    The  scow  lurched 
racmg  ever  faster,  a  chip  down  the  ribbed  pathway  of  a 

"Pun —  your  guts  out!"  yeUed  Gail. 

They  bent  fiercely  to  the  sweeps,  with  numb  and  ach- 
mg  arms;  but  without  avail  to  head  the  water.  The 
canyon  twisted.  Swinging  uncontrolled,  they  drove 
around  sharp  comers  which  tossed  up  ruffs  of  spray 
dropped   through   the   defiant   trumpeting  of  taplL] 
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Wed  among  grisly  mid-stream  ledges,  ever  to  be 
flung  against  blind  walls,  which  ever  dissdved  and 

opened  miraculously  onward.     Then 

The  sunlight  blinded  them.     They  shot  free,  yet  help- 
less, out  of  the  canyon.     Laundy  gave  a  faint  whoop. 
Made  It!     Safe !'»  came  GaU's  voice  steadily,  shat 
tenng  the  tension.     He  threw  a  glance  forward  over 
his  shoulder,  and  at  the  immanence  which  greeted  him. 
ripped  out  an  oath.     It  spelled  destruction.     There, 
barred  by  a  throng  of  little  islands,  the  river  lay  aU 
«ol,d  agam.     The  flood  dipped  under  a  chaos  of  ice- 
cakes  .i:ewn  on  the  brilliant  petrifaction  of  its  surface. 
Just  above,  on  the  near  bank,  rose  a  great  mound  of 
bleached,  scarred  trunks.     His  heart  leaped  to   this 

**°«  au^**     ^*  "'«^*  *^*^*^'  *  back-water. 

Shore,  Clara,  hit  for  shore.  It's  grub-time,  hey? 
Edge  m  if  we  can't  outrun  the  current.  On  your  richt 
oar ---right.  To  that  drift-pile.  Look!  .  .  .  An- 
swer!  .  .  ." 

His   calmed  voice  wavered  despite  aU  effort.     He 

snapped  his  teeth  together. 

"Clara!  .  .  .  Clara  —  don»t  you  hear?** 

She  did  not  answer.     She  had  stopped  rowing.     The 

mer  yanked  at  her  sweep,  tore  it  from  the  combing. 

Her  head  fell  between  her  shoulders,  and  she  slid  aft, 

under    his    own    seat.     She  —  he    could    not    believe 

"Gail  — my  arms Gail!"  she  cried.     "Only 

my  body's  quit.*'  ^ 

Adam  was  voicing  his  desperation  at  that  malignant 
barrier  speeding  toward  them,  with  the  groan : 

Hals  o'  my  mica  yonder.  Clary.  ...  Oh,  Clary  — 
huntm'  further  ain't  no  use." 
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-vcr  Diurred,  intermmablj  lengthened. 
wafer^Tof  'T^*'/*^^  ^'^'O"  the  sounding-board  of 

low  Ufo«  hi,  M^  '  "^"  ^jr,J^  OMst  .woop«l 
puffed  out  of  tt..  f  ^J^"-  ■*  """l  »'  nu»tine.s  had 
putted  out  of  the  receding,  empty  jaws  of  rock. 

the^usion  that  CJ.      L  rirto'L^y'STht'  " 

For  an  mstant  the  spectacle  blotted  all  fear  held  Gail 
entranced.  In  the  back  of  his  head  he  see^'to  s^  ^Jd 
hear  the  crash  and  leaping  of  aU  the  rivers  in  JLtt 
re-creating  his  Youngest  Worid.  Alaska, 

First  a  welter  of  moving,  noisome  cakes.     Behind 
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exorable  pace.  Over  and  over,  layer  after  layer,  white 
masses  slid  out,  rolled  clumsily  upon  themselves,  toss- 
ing branches,  bark,  whole  trees  torn  from  the  rock 
ledges.  Muddy  water  poured  over  its  top,  spilled  in 
sudden  cataracts. 

A   vinegary   feeling  crept  under  GaiPs   ribs.     The 
first  cakes  had  reached  him.     A  stump  crashed  into  his 
oar.     He  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a  wild  curse.     Close 
to,  he  saw  the  gnarled  summit  of  the  drift-pile,  just 
topped  by  the  water.     An  island  of  ice  lifted  him,  and 
he  hung  poised  with  an  uncanny  steadiness.     Turning 
turtle,  the  cakes  dropped  the  scow  on  her  left  beam. 
He  found  himself  standing  on  her  side,  gripping  the 
seat,   and   beside   him  —  Clara,   chalky-faced,  but   re- 
vived in  all  her  vigour,  struggling  forward  to  reach 
Laundy,  where  he  rolled  among  dunnage  and  blankets, 
maundering  about  death  and  some  unheard-of  daughter. 
A  whitened  tree  arm  from  the  drift-pile  reached  and 
smote  Gail's  head.     It  seemed  to  draw  them  toward 
shore.     An  avalanche  of  floes  fell  on  the  stem  and  stove 
it.     Dim  and  far  away,  Gail  heard  the  tumult  of  the 
dark  waters  that  poured  over  him.     But  stunned  in  his 
frenzy,  he  saw  nothing. 

He  opened  his  eyes,  lying  in  a  patch  of  moss  on  the 
steep  shore.     Clara  leaned  over  him. 

**  You  — "  he  muttered.     "  You  saved  us.»* 
"  No  —  no  —  when  the  trunk  caught  you.     It  swung 
us  into  the  back-eddy     I  only  held  the  log,  like  death. 
We  climbed  onto  the  drift-pile,  while  the  ice  passed." 
"The  break-up!" 

"  You  should  have  seen  that,  Gail.  Marching  across 
the  North."  Her  voice  steadied.  "  But  we've  lost  all 
the  grub  and  blankets,  though  I  saved  the  axe." 
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•haWng.  heard  h.r  g.!^  ^^     ®'"'  ""'  ■•"  ^j 

^^  ~  ""^  '  «°*  ■•'■"  ■»«■     I"  the  bmh  .i.„g 
For  a  moment  neither  qwke. 

It  wa«  to  be,  in  the  brealc-nn  ••  .1,.      'j    ,      . 
last.  oreaK-up,    she  said  dearly,  at 

''Break-up.     Beginning!.  .  .» 

vm 

:jHif?Sat^--^ 

.aeXWinteh."; '"-  '^  -*  ^ 

less,  impalpable  — Love."  ""™- 

Yes.     But    fierce    as    all   existeni»     T. .1.1 

Are.     The  f™ition's  only  the  smI  it.^"  ..^""S""'   " 

G«i-Iike  wiB  that  lies  Sd  i"  '     '  '"'""""^  "'  *» 

The,r  lip.  met.     One  star  pressed  through  the  .pi- 


I 
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notts,  radiating  branches.  A  squirrd  set  up  his  sooth- 
ing chatter. 

"And  the  man  jearns,**  he  whispered,  drinldng  in 
her  warm  breath,  **no  more  for  his  own  continuance 
and  the  future,  than  for  the  image  of  the  mother  in 
the  son.** 

"Gabriel!**  .  .  . 

It  was  ordained.  All  time,  the  starry  whirl  of  com- 
ing coni,  swung  upon  the  axis  of  them. 

He  had  flamed  first,  in  the  cave,  with  his  instinctive 
and  ideal  purposes.  Not  until  Death  had  now  broken 
around  them,  did  their  bodies  enfold  one  another.  ... 
Which  love  was  the  more  omnipotent?  .  .  .  There 
could  be  but  one  —  so  deep,  all-effacing,  self-conceal- 
ing—  attuned  perfectly  with  the  silent  processes  of 
Nature,  in  the  slow  mill  of  the  revolving  spheres. 
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CHAPTER  XVn 


P; 


Shaw,  the  y,„i^  .kii)~r  STlk    ^"«^    With  Jin, 

Borten'.  <l„g.,r„  °«  4'  ^  WOO  from  tt.  .j.  „ 
tr«fc  o»  Cook  Wet  bTC  vJlt"'  "  «»  '<»- 
J"  «d  a.r.  .leddrf  ttdr  out*     I,  "T  "»P"«'«M.. 

Bering  S...  Th.4.  "i[n?ff  '°„^"''»''  ^ay.  on 
»«r  five  Urg,  .^^  *2utZ,  1^-^  •'  '^'^'• 
•teamed  and  clanked  on  theT^  T  **  "  '"»">»>• 
-»uth,  thej  bum  theb  W  .,r°  "i""'  "  «»  ""'er- 
year  they  had  lived  W^rr'  F"  """'  «»■>  • 
for  them,  dickering  , 'a  "tjf*  ""  ■"««'  ^  '""nt 
the  T..aa  discovef,  """'  '»«'>Ser.  to  «U 

»»Jn Jchi?^L!*"  ^'''*'°"*''  ""«•    A»d  aara  ,.. 

^^Lt""Sfi:L'n;;*^j;"^.^un<^.th. 

g^PJ  water.    Her  ejre.  were 


II 
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fixed  alertly  upon  the  muddj  TMtnets  of  Nushak  RiTcr 
estuary  through  the  window.  Seated  upon  the  bench 
under  it,  by  a  box  of  sickly  geraniums  and  pink-flower- 
ing trefoil  that  craned  toward  the  cold  light,  Oail  was 
silently  weaving  the  gut  web  of  a  narrow  native  snow- 
shoe.  Content  and  prosperity  shone  from  their  big 
Russian  bunk  with  its  ermine  spread,  in  the  black-and- 
nickel  range  new  from  Seattle,  the  pictures  from  il- 
lustrated weeklies  tacked  to  the  newspapers  that  covered 
the  clay-chinked  walls,  the  roll-top  desk  salvaged  from 
the  wreck  of  a  Cape  Nome  "  liner."  Only  the  domestic 
air  of  parenthood  was  lacking  —  eternally.  But  this 
drear  emptiness  to  which  they  had  bravely  inured 
themselves,  today  was  deepened  by  a  newer,  less  brood- 
ing, but  more  trenchant  anxiety.  An  expectant  ten- 
sion filled  the  cabin.    An  event  was  at  hand. 

The  Aug  it  visit  of  the  Alice  had  brought  them  news 
from  Steve  Merril,  the  keen-faced,  astute  young  fore- 
man of  the  Kussiloff  plant,  whose  ardour  for  the  North 
had  attracted  Gail.  He  had  "placed"  the  Tsana 
claim.  Returning  to  San  Francisco  in  July,  he  wrote 
that  he  had  bonded  Gail's  ground  for  $10,000  to  a  man 
named  Eleven.  Bleven's  party  was  starting  north  im- 
mediately. They  would  reach  Chigmit  on  the  mail- 
boat's  September  trip,  .-.ssured  by  Merril  that  Gail 
would  at  once  guide  them  inland  to  inspect  his  find. 
The  inanity  of  this,  since  in  a  month  the  whole  land 
would  be  sealed  under  snow,  had  angered,  then  puzzled, 
Gail;  it  was  like  the  impetuous  Stephen  just  out  of 
school  whose  father  owned  the  cannery.  But  could 
there  be  any  other  reason  for  the  haste? 

By  noon  the  Alice  would  be  three  days  overdue.  As 
the  old  converted  whaler  should  have  been  entering  the 
bay,  a  storm  had  sv^ept  it.  which  the  Indians  reported 
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She  hesitated  at  Gail'*  «.nn<.^:  i 

the  precaution  wLh  theT  ^i.  ?  "r*'     ^*^^  ""««» 
winter  journey  ^**'*^  "»P^*"*-  'or  .uch  a 

the  first  look-«ee  at  th«f  ♦    ^      ***  """"^^  ^•^^  ''oze, 
word.a..u.edra:Sr^;;:^^^^^  HiJ 

that  thi,  chance  aeemnl  t,,.  »  .r.   '''"  "nconcera 

then..     If  .h...  „„,  ?  .      VVJ-  "  '  *«   "' -l^J  I  «i« 

"reclage."  Chdlhan  to  look  for 

Clara  said  no  took  nnA  r*-.*! 
th.  .n,aH  window  V^lwfoT.-w  **"  "™''«* 
the  wide  ..t„.ry.  A.  «er  ^vS  ^  ""f  '"  '"«''  '"" 
tree-trunk,  from  the  ,^l/"  .  >  "'"«•'  ''"'«»« 
dot.  in  the  dour  autn-^l^;?  tie tr"  wT  f  T"' 
fn.n  cottonw«rf.  traced  a  crumpW  Z.  •  "{""t 
"""»"«.  ««y-red  de.ol.tion™?n.o..  -vT""*  *' 
mountains    beyond    an    .■TJ!?    ,    "<"'  »hich  met  the 

down    the    penfesula     thr^™'"''''   ?'"•     Seaward. 

o'    ice-berg;,     S    fc,„    .l!'''"'',^    "''«    "    ^^"8 
blue-gen,n,5' J    "\Va;    «htteri„8    chaos    of 

Northward  throne,    "i  A      l'"    ^"P""    V"'""-- 
•trangely  carvrf  !Jr<,"f'^' ,?"■'  ^'""^e  closer - 

direction,  800  n.,Ie,  northeast,  of  Tsana 
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RiTcr.  From  Chigmit  the  ibortett  route  to  OaiTi  el- 
dorado  Imj  orerUnd,  not  up  the  Tsana  u  from  Beluga; 
and  a«  hii  ejes  wandered  thither,  orer  the  green  onion 
domes  of  the  Ru«iian  Church  and  two  closed  canneries 
across  the  river  with  their  long  rows  of  windows,  Gail 
said  reminiacently : 

"Qara.    Unhappy.    We're  not  been  that?" 

He  had  never  before  referred  so  directly  to  the  balked 
issue  of  their  long  union.  But  Bleven*8  added  failure 
seeued  to  him  to  justify  an  unsealing  of  his  lips,  ever 
less  patient  than  hers. 

He  did  not  turn  for  a  reply,  for  he  was  sure  that  he 
would  get  none.  In  all  these  months  of  their  growing 
chagrin,  it  had  been  Clara  more  than  Gail  who  had 
faced  his  disappointment  with  a  reverent  and  dominat- 
ing silence;  who  more  forbore  and  hoped;  whose  re- 
serve was  greater,  if  her  content  was  less. 

Only  the  word  "love,"  heretofore  so  often  in  her 
mouth,  passed  it  no  longer.  But  Gail  knew  that  the 
flame  had  but  retreated  beneath  the  ashes  of  their  bar- 
ren days,  ever  ready  to  burst  forth  again.  She  guarded 
it  the  more  zealously  of  the  two,  for  now,  as  during 
his  wanderings,  this  half-attainment  had  slowly  under- 
mined his  self-reliance. 

But  the  green  domes  of  the  little  church  recalled  to 
him  the  incomprehensible  ceremony  of  their  wedding 
there.  Clara  had  suggested  it,  at  first  whimsically,  in 
the  flush  of  their  early  happiness  and  ardour.  Later 
sh^  had  insisted  on  the  step,  and  not  quixotically,  after 
opposing  Gail's  notion  of  going  to  Seattle  to  trace 
Lena  and  convince  her  that  justice  entitled  them  both 
to  a  legal  freedom.  And  Gail  had  yielded  in  her  rather 
jocular  spirit.  They  had  stood  together  before  the 
bright  tinsel  ikons  of  the  gaudy  altar,  the  vivid  dado 
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in  the  tiny  ntn  |,.h"Zi"   ,     ""  '*'"•''  "Ik'  liept 
«»Mdr.M«  „„»„.„,•'  ""«"■>«.  like  .ny 

H-j.- But  J  j.,?;^ -"■-»»  ««.«„.. 

»i«i  from  brooing/"rr!L„",v7r  *"  '«"  •"' 
of  .our  dough  brej  .  frn~„  »  .  """«  '""'  «  •>"« 
the  b.«,.  .right  Ml  u.  „„  '.".'  """  J"'""  •'"»•' 

- .-"  «-t  ,ri..  th.  cu't:^  ;i:Sef :„5'tX" 

»  w  Mi  "y'-'th*  *°r  h '/,"»  *«'  "-^  ^^ 

•  note  .f  ^'rf  7„dt»l"tt    *""•''""''•  ■"•*  "^"• 

grwite-ware  plate.  wftT,!;.        ?"«  '°°"  """"7 

then..     ThrouS  the^l  /    'V""'..*'  *"«»''  *»  "p' 

P       ijnx  pelt,  and  ,teel  trap,  hung  from  the 
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rafters,  came  guttural  voices,  the  s'f*  of  sugar  in  a 
barrel,  the  click  of  a  scale.  T'>o  tali  gauut-cheeked 
Chelthan,  the  old  chief  who  clerk  d  for  Gail,  <,a8  mak- 
ing a  sale  to  a  shawled  squaw  yitli  a  papo»  se  in  the 
bundle  of  moss  upon  her  back. 

"I  thought  I  was  starting  life  again  with  jou," 
doggedly  reverted  Gail,  nevertheless.  "  Perhaps  I  went 
too  far  back,  or  never  deserved  a  woman  so  fine.  Any- 
one might  have  done  me.     And  damn  this  gold ! " 

With  a  sudden  impulse,  mortified  at  his  resignation, 
he  threw  down  the  snow-shoe,  and  striding  across  the 
neat  rag  carpet  seized  Clara's  bare  wet  arms  and  kissed 
her  cheeks  fiercely. 

"Let's  be  outspoken  with  ourselves,"  she  struggled 
free  with  her  wiry  strength.  « I  know  all  you've  got 
to  grudge,  against  life  and  me.  But  we're  making 
our  own  world  up  here,  like  any  wolverine  —  agreed 
that  only  death  can  stump  us.  We  won  there  on  the 
Tsana  by  keeping  the  stiff  lip,  and  against  the  worst 
odds  this  harsh  land  offers.  I  tell  you  we're  fighting 
that  way  to  the  end,  and  no  shaking  with  the  devil 
till  we  meet  him,  like  poor  Adam  used  to  say." 

"  If  I  only  had  some  belief,  in  someone.  Something 
—  besides  myself  —  and  you,"  he  stammered,  "  now  Na- 
ture and  this  land  have  failed." 

She  fixed  him  with  her  deep  oval  eyes ;  but  he  shrank 
from  her,  his  head  plunged  on  his  bosom,  swarming  with 
oppressive  doubts. 

**  Oh,  don't  think,"  she  cried,  "  I'm  not  just  as  miser- 
able, wanting  the  same  what  you  crave  ...  the  kid." 
Her  voice  filled,  tender,  anguished.     It  was  her  first, 
avowed  confession. 

"Clara!"  He  stared  at  her,  palpitant  there, 
through  a  glad  mist. 
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with  this  trulrt  caU  ^1  '"^  overwhelmed  him 

her  dehvera^Te-frl'i*  '        "^  °"'"  ^'  ^''^  ^"'Pired 

that  the Xe  oFJ         Y"^"'     ^"^  ^^^*  ^^'^  shame 

Clara  w^edhe^ hands  iTth  '.^'k'""  *''^°'^°-<^- 

and  took  up  the  moccasts?W  !.'  t^".°"  *^^  ^^«^'» 
erinir     r«,?    i     ™occasins  that  she  had  been  embroid- 

S  ^XX "" "'" "" "°" '""  -°'  '"^"^ 

n 

brightfihawled  ^Z.  "^':  J  Ir/.""'!"*  *»  "■» 
bundling  moce  hider    Th,   T  '^^  f  •  ^^'  '*'"'"'•  "" 

Russian  blood  in  I,,!  .  ?        "'  "'"'  »  '<"•*  of 

«eS?.'S!"    ^T:  ?"  '«"»  *«'  '*«"■"  of  SOW- 
«d  "n'ceX  J^nn«;l"  '^  ^f  "''«'■  ^""^"^^ 

.ny  future  for  tt.7«S     lit  t^  "'"  ''°°'"«'  » 
oanker  in  their  fi«  .IT'  .''"?""'"'«■«  ™  the  deep 

Bg«in.t  the  m-ain  of  I,;  .  ?!  '  "'"'='•  "''>* 

«.ud..wh.te,.rre^ttfj?or^^^rb::*-"'""'"- 
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He  disliked  the  acute  and  citified  foremen  of  the  can- 
nerieb.  Untouched  by  and  ignorant  of  the  true  North, 
they  looked  upon  it  as  a  summer  purgatory.  Except 
Steve  Merril,  and  Mike  Azoff  once  a  year,  he  had  no 
white  friends  but  little  Shainfut,  the  Jew  fur-buyer,  and 
poor  Roberts,  dulled  and  degraded,  an  outcast  from 
natives  and  whitemen  alike  for  his  miscegenation.  The 
trader  came  in  March,  joking  and  shivering  in  his 
costly  sea-otter  coat  at  the  square  deal  he  gave  for 
Gail's  pelts.  Sim  spent  all  day  fishing  for  grayling  in 
the  creeks  from  the  hills.  And  he  had  once  been  a 
revenue  cutter  engineer,  on  the  Pribyloff  patrol, 
cashiered  for  clumsily  smuggling  seal-skins. 

Gail  sought  the  board-walk  in  front  of  the  post.  It 
ran  the  length  of  the  settlement,  on  a  strip  of  shore 
under  the  sculptured  terraces  of  the  estuary,  between 
a  squdgy  tidal  creek  and  the  sea-arm.  The  shingle 
dropped  fronvhis  feet  for  the  sheer  five  fathoms  of  the 
tide,  upon  miles  of  oozy,  glistening  reaches,  where  white 
gulls  shrieked  and  circled;  but  this  morning  the  flood 
tide  washed  up  to  the  coarse-leaved  sand  plants  which  in 
summer  bloomed  with  yellow  flowers  in  the  large  gravel 
by  his  door.  The  tide !  Twice  a  day  its  brown  waters 
poured  inland  at  seven  miles  an  hour,  and  that  welling 
and  ebb  measured  time  and  the  years  there,  governed 
travel  and  life,  milled  eternity.  Half  sunk  under- 
ground, the  native  barrabarat,  with  their  rotted  logs 
patched  or  gaping,  and  on  each  mud  roof  a  brown  wrack 
of  tall  weeds,  now  seemed  floating  away  on  its  glazy  sur- 
face. And  the  drying  standards  for  salmon,  with  poles 
askew,  still  loaded  with  the  split  and  gutted  red  fish,  half 
dried  and  half  decayed ;  the  tall  winter  caches  like  huge 
rickety  bird-houses  on  the  tops  of  high  piles,  cast  gro- 
tesque and  sinuous  reflections.     It  was  a  village  asleep ; 
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2n«^'^'  ""i  *^'  ^''"^  ''"'""P  ^'^^  "^o^^^  on  the  water- 

klootchmen  forever  memied  mocc«u,..  '   **" 

?re'„TT /""-^"'"r  mfan.s.  whining  d'^M 

the  scarlet  fish,  whe^  bW^t    h^^^^^^^^^  ^^^W 

«hing  eggs,     it  had  ^Z!Z  H 'e  t^i^ ^°""'^"'- 
He  marked  Roberts'  cabin  up  on  the  terrace    in  Jf 
square  potato  patch  slanted  to   catch   the  Tn      R' 
squaw  was  digging  there,  bendingl  a  calLT*   I. 
net  over  the  dead  and  draggled  finTs   likl    .  n""    "" 
rant  of  Sim's  death.     TheseVutrsi::an  t^fp^ ^ 
ing  sorrow,  refined  pain  by  secrecv      Th^; 
toward  death  seemed  Leho^  li^kedTbh-XlHS 
their   unaggressiveness    in    life      But   1^  r£,     T, 
porch,  under  the  one  window  7n  itf  tL      m     '    ""' 
eloquent  of  Sim,  and  of  the  wlk  he  was^^^^^^^^ 
and  degenerate  for  having  violated '^Tir of  ^c^ 

J^totTZ'"^'  M""'^l^^  *'^  ^-*  ^'-k  that 
■auea  from  Frisco  m  May  with  Chinamen  for  the  A. 
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T.  Co*8.  canneries.  Now  after  the  storm,  leafy  squares 
of  canvas  were  rising  to  her  yards.  Her  gross  and  red- 
dish yet  trim  hull  was  getting  underway  to  return  with 
the  season's  pack.  Gail  would  be  glad  when  she  was 
gone,  for  the  despoiling  factories  recalled  Madge  Arnold 
and  her  suicidal  pioneering.  Always  his  friendliness 
with  Merril  had  been  chilled  by  their  back-ground,  al- 
though Steve  had  ever  seemed  to  be  revolting  from  his 
bondage,  and  was  the  one  link  that  Gail  had  with  man- 
kind. 

No !  He  had  not  been  iinhappy.  But  there  lay  his 
weakness,  the  softness  against  which  Trueblood  had 
warned.  Happiness  had  never  been  the  end  of  his  self- 
seeking.  He  could  win  only  by  a  ruthless  fight,  against 
all  that  was  false  in  life,  its  vanities,  illusions,  every 
source  of  flagging  manhood  and  decay,  even  that  now 
surrounding  him ;  by  hardness,  persistence,  goading  on 
the  strong  in  purpose,  blotting  out  the  consuming  weak. 
This  ease  had  chilled  his  ardour  for  gold,  that  prime 
source  of  the  bread  without  which  life  could  not  breed. 
All  his  solutions  had  failed.  Here,  in  the  dark  of  a 
dead  age,  remoter  from  civilisation  than  any  lonely 
trail,  he  had  lost  his  grip  on  the  wilderness.  Living 
had  become  a  slothful  changeling  of  his  perils  on  Mt. 
Lincoln,  of  the  strife  against  Lamar  and  mushing  with 
the  Yukon  elect ;  he  had  become  a  part  of  Chigmit,  quite 
as  of  Chickaman.  He  had  trusted  too  much  to  that 
destiny  which  had  given  him  Clara  and  gold;  it  had 
insidiously  enervated  him.  Flexible,  acquiescent,  he 
was  not  even  restless.     He  deserved  to  lose. 

And  he  had  prated  to  her  of  his  faith  in  life.  Yet 
life  was  not  gained  by  faith  alone,  but  by  war!  A 
revulsion  seized  him.  Relentless  Nature  had  taken  the 
bit  in  her  teeth,  tricked  his  slow-moving  idealism.     He 
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could  decdve  himself  no  longer.     He  had  not  even  been 
happy.     He  was  at  the  same  nadir  of  hope  asllS 

o^it"X,-'*"??l   ^°'"'*°  ^"^  *^^  ^-"d  had  no?  re. 
quited  him..     There  remained  only  the  self  -  the  se5 

with  the  wJd  beast's  roving  menace,  destroying  that 
he  should  be  perpetuated,  blind  to  charity  or  de!thl 

ir^    °  u^'  .^".'^  ^°»**  *^«*  'h**"^**  -herit  the  North 
that  multatude  in  its  remoteness  now-the  herd^      ' 
Suddenly,  low  and  distant,  a  reverberatinir  murmur 
stffen'S   ^'"•"r^*^""^^^-     Gaa  raised^rhTad 

His  eyes  made  out  a  darkish  speck  — the  Alice  — 
creeping  across  the  gleaming  waste.  Just  under  the  pumT 
tree  of  steam  ascending  from  the  St.  Sophia.      ^  ^ 

Beside  himself,  GaU  shouted  to  the  cabin. 

m 

Sn!^  !1t"'°T*  ^i*'*  '*"  '^'^  ^^"^  *^*J^<=o  had  joined  him. 

black  tft    ^^T>  TJ'^  *'^^  ^^*^^^^  ^^  «»" 
Diack  hulk,  with  her  soiled  foresail  and  one  slim  stack 

Z^,J^"^.  ?'^*'""'^  '"^y^  '^^-'y  growing  Cr' 
?^  *^t.^^^  ^*P^  ^'^^^  the  settlement.      ^        *^  ' 

said^an  .r"*  "?^'  ^*  *°.  '^"'^^  ^«^^«  tWs  ebb,« 
«  Hav?fn  l'  *  ^™':  ''^^"«  ^°^  °^  Clara's  hands, 
ouf  r;^:  reSL^r  -» ^^  *^«^'-  ««*  hor.es,  and  go 

in  LTfT"' I  ''^  *^'''  ""^"^'^  °'«°'  ^*>Wing  his  fate 
IsrfiDe^'w-f h"^'  n^  "**f  ^''  approaching  this  void 
contLlons  ^f -T^"*^^''  ^""^''  '^^  *^^  preconceived 
GaTs^wT-  °^J^:?"'^*^°°'  «Pr«"g  out  to  confuse  him. 
Gail  saw  himself  disputed  as  a  proprietor  of  the  North^ 
He  bristled  inwardly,  resenting  their  power  of  the  world 
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outside,  with  which  his  iscdaiion  hail  as  if  for  an  eternity 
lost  him  any  touch.  A  wave  of  misgiving  swept  him. 
How  was  he  prepared  for  this  final  showdown? 

"Hark!"  exclaimed  Clara,  shading  her  eyes  with  a 
hand. 

Though  crawling  at  a  snail's  pace,  the  Alice  was  now 
close  in.  A  smudge  of  brown  smoke,  from  the  Cook 
Inlet  lignite  that  she  dug  from  the  shore  and  burned, 
lay  in  a  low  trail  over  the  chilly  wilderness  of  the  sea. 
Clara  had  caught  the  rattle  of  a  winch.  They  saw  the 
square  covers  of  the  fo'castle  hatch  opening. 

"  Then  they've  got  horses,  and  mean  business,"  she 
said.     "  Livestock  always  goes  forward  aboard." 

Their  sluggish,  peaceful  world  was  being  overturned. 
Gail's  arm  stole  about  her  waist  in  a  warm  embrace 
of  protection  —  self-protection.  The  awkward  hulk 
seemed  to  have  stopped,  under  a  wedge  of  wan  gold  in 
that  sky  streaked  with  cloud  and  darkness.  They  stood 
rooted,  hearing  their  heart-beats. 

"  I  wonder  what  they're  like,"  Gail  succeeded  in  say- 
ing.    "  This  Eleven,  and  how  many  others." 

"Mightn't  ahnost  anyone  help  us  out?"  said  Clara, 
wistfully.  "Any  pace  they  put  us  through."  And 
her  daring  arose  before  Gail,  assuringly,  virile  yet  ever 
womanly,  ready  to  be  stretched  without  snapping  to  the 
breaking-point. 

They  heard  the  rumble  of  an  anchor  chain.  Again 
the  whistle ;  and  scarcely  was  its  ribbon  of  steam  whipped 
to  blanknesss,  than  all  the  dogs  of  Chigmit  broke  loose. 
Howls  echoed  the  blast,  distorted  it,  in  that  weird,  sav- 
age crescendo,  so  udp  ting  to  whitemen's  ears  no  matter 
how  familiar,  tat  sence  of  the  tragedy  in  hunger 
and  the  white  cold. 

The  beasts  stirred  from  the  clayey  dust  of  their  beds, 


the  young  «,„„.  I;^.;^'^!:!  '^'j"'""'  •■«» 

fcgged,  .cultUng  after -thT.!  *""''t;'""*^  "«•  •>««- 
"other.,  with  hfaJ;  „^  ^  k  ''T™''-''*  burgeoaing 

lum  as  a  father    wh^m  ni  creatures  who  served 

when  sick.  Th  ;e  waTsur^^^^^^  7'''-^  ^  *^^^''  ^'l"*^- 
It  seemed  as  if  tS  ?ff^**'°°  ^  *h«'  silent  looks, 
epochal  chan/was  at  hand* T'  """'^  ^^'^^  ««»»« 
«ret  filled  Gail's  W  .  #  *  /'"?  °^  ^°"  "^"^  re- 
the  breaking  «es  '      ^''"*"*"  °^  homesickness  at 

woman,  famous  in  the  Nortl,  7     -*     .    ^  Pnm,  bony 

they  are.'»  ^*    **®"®*  •  •  •  There 

kad   appeared  around  It     In  T.     "~=^':  ^'^ge'. 
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weathereJ,  hulking  formi  of  the  None  tailon,  who  were 
ready  with  ropes  and  tackle  to  unload  the  horses. 

A  third  person  like  them  emerged  from  the  wheel- 
house. 

"  More  than  two's  in  the  partj',*'  laiM  Clara.  •*  There 
must  be.  By— I  That's  the'  other,  in  the  knicker- 
bockers.** 

She  had  started,  withdrawn  herself  from  Oail*s  arms. 
She  shot  him  a  fearsome  glance,  filled  with  the  boding  of 
a  woman*8  intuition. 

"Walks  funny,  doesn't  he?"  said  Gail  of  the  new- 
comer; then  paused,  adding,  "And  wears  his  hat—" 

He  fixed  his  in-sloping  eyebrows  at  an  acuter  angle. 
He  felt  his  high  cheekbones  flush  and  his  nostrils  pucker. 

"  Moves  like  — "  he  hesitated,  "  a  woman  togged  out 
in  men's  clothes.** 

« It  is,"  affirmed  Clara. 

The  woman  was  talking  to  the  first  pair  and  dressed 
as  they;  plainly  there  were  no  other  passengers;  un- 
questionably the  trio  were  one  outfit. 

Gail  saw  Clara*s  breast  lift,  quivering,  and  fall.  She 
stepped  out  of  his  sight,  behind  him.  They  stood  rigid, 
silent  and  dumbfoimded. 


The  first  horse,  a  sorrel,  dangled  above  the  hatch 
from  the  spidery  arm  of  the  winch,  suspended  in  a  rope 
mat  looped  around  his  belly.  He  struggled  desperately, 
as  he  swung  aloft  over  the  racing  tide,  whipping  neck 
and  mane,  back  humped  and  four  legs  converging  help- 
lessly. The  stolid  sailors,  now  in  bright  slickers,  had 
lowered  a  boat  with  curses  and  warnings  about  the  cur- 
rent. The  beast  dropped,  dove,  splashed  sprawling  be- 
side it    At  first  he  tried  to  swim  upright,  furiously 
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beating  spraj  with  hi.  forele«     TI..  -. 

gej-en     o?t  ,         ?"*'  P'""«^  ""board  into  white 
the  beach.  ImciS^J^i^  ul       ""  •""«'  "™™ing  for 

Gafl  »:!  "•  '""  *"■  <»«".  do  4?"  b«k.  out 

They  ihive4  dazed  f„t?l*      '?*!"  "^  "«'""'"• 
.t  their  ..fet;,  Zif^  off  •'  *'"*  "*  »  •»'>'» 

Erection.,  .hiiag  ^^e.  ^  »5' /'"T*  »  *" 
"  Damn  those  dom  _T1  '.J^  ^  '^™  "»  •'"'«• 
t»>peredly,  „  I  XT  ^^0^™  ""^  2*"  f  "* 
•Bd  worry  the  teJriLl*!'^^'  "^^'tf  l"?"^ 
now  of  all  times? »  "*       i.«nt  they  shot  up, 

Chigmit  was  in  an  uproar      All  «,.  1.    1 
■quaws,  who  had  been  wat^hinT^tl.  -"^  ^°™« 

mattering  to  themselves.  b^kHfter  ^T^'"T  ""^ 

Mngers  were  to  go  whore  fiiT  -k.  ^'  ^  ""  I"- 
collected  at  the  Tea-Iadderf"  here^he  "«"""  ""^ 

the  cutter  alongside,  held  h«t  tt.  J.!  ""''  ""  "'* 
cned  up  to  th^  deil  "rim  ^Sk*'  ^^f'  "t" 
.»e  of  them  did  so  (there  being  no  ro"m  if  fte  tatt  J 


m 
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the  other  two),  the  shorter  and  jounger,  tomewfiat 
chunky  figure.  For  a  lecond  he  peered  gingerly  over 
the  rail,  then  lithelj  Mixed  the  ropes,  and  dropped  down 
with  an  athletic  swing  into  the  stem.  And  just  as  she 
was  shoving  off,  a  sallow  man  in  blue  carrying  a  canvas 
sack,  whom  Gail  marked  as  Mortimer,  the  purser,  with 
his  mail-bag,  followed  and  joined  him. 

Gail  and  Clara  watched  them  draw  closer,  slantwise, 
buffeted  by  the  tide,  the  sailors  working  like  automatons. 
Their  broad,  moving  shoulders  hid  the  stranger.  But 
hard  as  ihey  rowed,  Gail's  store  slipped  upstream. 
Clara  started  down  for  the  back-eddy  which  the  horses 
had  gained,  and  Gail  followed  her,  close  and  quickly. 
When  they  reached  it,  the  heavy  craft  had  grounded, 
the  bearded  rowers  were  pulling  in  their  oars  with  a 
clatter,  and  Mortimer  had  leaped  to  the  beach. 

"  One  letter  for  you,  Thain,"  said  the  purser,  »*  and 
the  only  one.  Looks  like  Merril's  fist.  I'll  sign  and 
leave  it  in  the  store,*'  he  added,  as  if  he  had  seen  Gail 
but  yesterday;  and  hurrying  past,  climbed  the  bank. 
It  struck  Gail  that  there  might  be  discretion  in  his 
brevity.  Mortimer  must  have  learned  all  Bleven's  pur- 
poses in  their  long  voyage. 

"  Hello  —  you're  Thain?  "  then  said  the  man  in  whose 
hands  lay  the  future.  He  spoke  with  a  bold  assur- 
ance, in  a  voice  rather  high-pitched,  as  he  extended  his 
right  arm  in  greeting. 

**Bleven,  yes,"  answered  Gall,  taking  it,  and  out- 
doing his  decision;  but  with  an  efl'ort,  and  conscious 
that  the  fellow's  dark  greenish  eyes  were  fixed  on  Clara. 
"My  God,  I'm  glad  to  see  you!"  averred  Eleven. 
"Knew  you  right  off.     How  goes  it?" 

"We've  been  thinking  it  didn't  *go,»  till  jdst  now,'* 
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Clara   cut   in  liAih     « -»m   k- 
Stephen  MerratSijou?"  '^'''^   ^"-   ^hiUn. 

fe.t;:i^au";%;^^^^^^^^  •»<,  hi. 

yet  not  .alW.     Hia^SrW^t     t"''-  r«>*h-»kinned 
what  oilj.  curved^  a  .i    u     ''  ■*''*^«^'»  «>d  'ome- 

dimple,  w  at  iheZroTo::^:\T''^^''^'-o 

1»P«.  Above  all,  his  fle«h  hiA^  ^  ^'"'  compressed 
•tood  .lightly  bow' W^  ^*k  "*""«  '"™«»  *»d  he 
knee..      *     ^  "^""^^88^,  with  an  athlete',  out-bent 

"Where  were  you  in  the  blow? »»  be«tn  r  -i 

He  imiled  with  „  ij„„,t  ,       '  ,.     ^.  ,.       ^ 
J"«c  vein  running  down  OeS,  ^"^'^y-  ^t  a 
iMd,  between  hi.  lu.t™.r!,         '  ^'  *"'  ""»»"•  '<>«- 
"d  gave  hi.  ,  J  X^f  7;::Un'""''  '"  "■  ™'"' 

borne   tide  jou've  got  here»»   »,«  .  -j     .^ 
gancin^  seaward,  where  tfiee'tW^as^u/^^^^ 
to  the  steamer.     «  Must  be  m^V  I    t    P"""'*^  ^^^ 
pinches  her.     Had  a  scow  n  '*  ''^^'^  *^^  ^"'^^ak 

up  when  we  s^art*  tolr^;  ^  ^^'^  -«  t^e  outfit 
"What  doesn't  go?»-but Tk  i^!  P*"'"**'  *^^"' 
"You  don't  need  to  teU  „.  f5  '^  *'?'"^^  *«  Clara, 
where,  on  voursmnin  1.  %  «^'*"  "  ''°^en  everv- 
VakunatJo:S;r;h!^rri-     We  got  fort,  balfs 

Gail^*t^oS\L^'^^^^^^^^^^^^^     ^'^^  '^  ^-t^«»  glance  at 

"'n.at',  right  for  this  season,  with  snow  coming," 
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Gail  conceded,  all  apathj  cnunbling  before  tht  man't 
buoyant  resolution,  his  unexpected  fore-reading  of  the 
land.    '*  But  you're  not  set  to  start  tomorrow." 

**  Ain't  I?  '*  he  lauj^ed  aloud,  but  more  with  encour- 
agement than  disdain  for  Gail's  first  reluctance. 

"  We  can't  carry  feed  with  a  pack-train,"  persisted 
Gail  decisively.  "  Have  you  got  sleds?  WeTl  have  tj 
wait  anyhow  for  snow." 

"Sleds?  Sure!  And  pray  for  snow,"  he  inter- 
jected, with  a  not  unpleasant  irony,  and  plunged  on, 
"  Then  there'll  be  your  dogs.  But  didn't  Steve  write 
you  the  conditions  of  my  option  ?  Of  course  —  Morty's 
got  the  letter.  You'll  want  to  hot-foot  it  to  the  Tsana 
faster  than  I  do  when  you  read  her,  if  all  Steve's  told 
me  about  Gail  Thain  is  true.  You  might  have  heard, 
too,  nt  that." 

**  Heard  what?  "  demanded  Gail. 

Bleven's  eyes  narrowed  on  him,  but  with  a  grin  too 
compelling  to  arouse  resentment  even  when  he  explained, 
"  That  you've  been  loose-mouthed  about  this  %d  of  ours. 
Talked  too  much,  I  judge,  the  same  as  I  do.  It's  all 
over  the  States,  spread  by  these  canners.  Seattle's 
booming  the  Tsana  for  spring.  The  rabble's  coming. 
We've  got  to  act  quick,  be  on  the  river  first  And  by 
hell,  we  can  do  it!" 

For  an  instant  Gail's  body  burned,  both  in  shame  for 
his  indiscretion  and  with  ofi^ence  at  the  man's  harsh 
frankness.  But  his  sharp  insistence  was  up!!riing. 
All  the  hot  intensity  of  Gail's  visions  in  Chickaman, 
of  his  transfigured  life  as  he  had  knelt  in  the  gulch  that 
May  afternoon,  gold  in  his  hands,  swept  through  him, 
fired  at  last.  Bleven  was  the  man,  it  struck  him,  for 
such  an  enterprise,  for  a  race  like  this.  The  glamour 
of  his  eldorado^  the  leadership  in  the  North  that  he  had 
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.    dreamed  of,  could  be  regained.     So  thi»  ...  ♦!. 

for  Hr.i.*;!*.  -u      J        »"*"«="•     oo  inii  was  the  reaton 
jor  Mernl  •  abiurd  compact !    He  saw  and  felt  aU  VhZ 

I  told  you,  Gail.    I  told  Tou— »  ,h,  „ij  i    ■ 
.  h^d  o.  hi.  .hould«.  he,  hJd°Lt  iZaTttZ' 


mme. 


18 


For  a  moment  they  looked  open-mouthed  at  ««. 
another;  then  Eleven,  as  if  obHvious  of  Clara  let  out  . 

thatrolt1;p''yorJS;r"''""*^^^       "^' 

for^/*"*!"^'  ^''"^"^  °"*  ^"^'^'^  *h«  ^^fc^.  as  if  he  had 

mISTh  !,'  ''r'T   ^*"   *'°^^"'   -»d   h«    face   fdl 

Bleven    paled    shghtly;    his    features    clouded,    then 

ini'tTolin  iT'*''  ^  *^*'  '^""*'^'"  ^^  ^^«^**»*«<J.  t"m- 
Cla  JwV"*  ^" /^°"*  *^«*'"  «aid  Gail,  motioning  to 

^pt  * "''"  ""^*"""^'  ^^  ^^- ««"  «"  A« 

k„l?5L**r'*  "^"^  "^ "  "^^  interposed  coldly.     «  T 
know  about  women  up  here.     We'uTe  quite  a  party." 

insti.„r  f'i''''  *^T  ^°""'    '"^^  G^^I'  braking  L 

And  get  that  letter  from  Morty  and  read  it." 


I  i! 
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**  Come  on,  Mr.  Bleven.  You  stopped  in  VaMez  — » 
and  Gail  heard  her  ask  him  about  John  Hardline*!  law- 
suit ;  his  answer  that  it  was  still  "tub  judice.** 

But  as  they  went,  Gail  did  not  stir.  Hands  in  his 
pockets,  he  gazed  out  to  the  black  ship.  The  landings 
boat  was  again  at  the  ladder,  which  the  two  remaining 
passengers  were  now  descending.  Something  engrossed 
him  in  the  movement  of  the  woman's  knees  in  their  knick- 
erbockers. His  ejes  widened,  his  lips  parted.  Once 
he  turned  to  see  Clara,  speaking  earnestly,  her  black 
hair  flowing  in  the  raw  wind,  beside  Bleven  who  was 
walking  in  his  muscle-bound  way.  The  natives,  having 
stood  apart  during  their  talk,  followed  them  at  a  dis- 
tance, leaving  Gail  alone. 

Down  the  spit,  he  could  see  the  corral  now  filled  with 
horses.  The  dogs  were  still  worrying  them.  Their 
backs  moved  above  the  log  fence,  on  which  several  shout- 
ing young  bucks  were  perched. 

But  the  cutter  had  cast  off  again. 
The  woman  and  the  lean  man  approached,  also  con- 
cealed behind  the  slickered  oarsmen.  Yet  as  always  in 
a  repeated  scene,  they  hove  down  upon  Gail  with  creak- 
ing thole-pins  twice  as  quickly.  He  remembered  after- 
ward what  had  seemed  their  reckless,  giddy  pace  on  the 
last  of  the  ebb.  Yet  mingled  with  this  was  the  thought 
that  they  would  have  to  hurry,  not  to  ground  and  lie 
stuck  on  the  mud-flats  for  six  hours,  for  the  bottom  was 
showing  yonder  in  glossy  domes  of  ooze.  But  immedi- 
ately that  the  boat  struck  beside  him,  a  haze  formed  in 
Gail's  eyes,  an  iron  hand  twisted  his  vitals,  and  he 
o^Aggered  back. 

He  knew  the  woman  in  the  knickerbockers,  with  the 
broad  Stetson  hat  tilted  back  of  her  squarish,  blond 
features. 
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She  stood  before  him.  It  wm  his  wife,  Arlene. 
^  GaJ  fdt  that  if  her  tall  companion  had  exclaimed  as 
he  saw  them  there,  white  face  to  face,  crouching  back 
with  fluttering  ejdids,  he  would  either  have  collapsed 
or  struck  the  man.  But  the  sharp-faced,  oldish  feUow 
grasped  some  dilemma  with  the  swift  incisiveness  of  his 
sort  on  the  frontier;  and  ducking  his  head,  yet  with  a 
smile  of  repressed  unction,  hurried  past  them  up  to  the 
post  Gail  got  the  notion  of  knk,  bent  limbs,  a  heavy 
watch-chain  in  the  breast  pocket  of  his  jumper;  of 
bnsthng  and  snow-white  hair  above  a  very  red  and 
hatchet  face  which  was  pitted  with  the  bluish  powder 
marks  that  an  exploding  cartridge  makes. 

For  a  while  neither  Gail  nor  Lena  spoke.  Breath 
had  left  them;  their  eyes  clashed  sightlessly.  The 
sailors,  hard  at  work  sloshing  in  mud  and  water  up  to 
their  knees,  were  pushing  out  the  boat,  oblivious  of  the 
meetmg. 

Gaa  strove,  by  grasping  the  present  and  the  future, 
to  breast  the  choking  avalanche  of  the  past,  the  marvel 
and  mystering  of  the  intervening  years.  Could  Lena 
be  to  this  man  Bleven  what  Clara  was  to  him?  The 
coincidence  was  unUkely,  even  in  the  adventitious  life 
of  the  frontier.  Could  Lena  be  divorced?  —  he  thought 
fiercely.  ...  He  read  her,  steadying  her  soul  to  the 
mere  verity  of  existence. 

"No!  It»s  not  you  Gabriel,"  she  cried  in  falsetto, 
shivenng.    «  But  it's  I,  yes,  Lena  -  come  to  this." 

To  what?"  Hii  husky  challenge  was  involuntary. 
He  could  not  down  the  old  affection,  the  years  of  dreams 
and  tolerance  steeped  in  the  glamour  of  his  youth,  the 
naked  confidence  that  welds  the  once-beloved  no  matter 
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tiona,  the  blighting  revulsion,  that  had  driven  him  from 
tte  strawberry  fields,  and  the  disloyalty,  even  cowardice, 
of  his  broken. promise  to  return,  faded  in  those  braver 
memories. 

f I, "  r**  "lu""  ^°"  "  "^^  beseeched.  « I  couldn't  stand 
the  hfe  without  you.  I've  searched,  looked  for  you 
everywhere  You  were  my  only  hope  out  of  where  I 
sank.  But  understand-"  her  voice  was  gathering 
vehemence,  "I  gave  up  hope  long  ago.  You  faUed 
in  your  word  not  to  desert  me,  and  I've  not  come  here 
to  be  your  wife." 

"  ?^r-'f  ."***  "^  '^'^^  "    ^'^'^  ^«»rt  le'^Ped  to  the 
coveted  mklmg. 

"Wait!  "she  succumbed  again,  penitent  with  shame. 
He  saw  the  forced  pride  of  her  charge.  Her  fuU  breast 
snook.  The  oblong  brow  above  her  pale  and  bird-like 
eyes,  under  the  frizzled  yellow  hair,  grew  distorted. 
Urail  was  torn  in  self-reproach,  foreboding,  guflt,  be- 
tween thrusting  her  from  him  and  taking  her  into  his 
*nns.     Then, 

«  C-can't  you  see  —  everything?  »  she  broke  into  un- 
appeasable sobs  of  self-pity  and  exasperation. 

The  poignancy  of  her  abasement  spread  through 
Gail  slowly,  with  a  festering  pain. 

And  yet  as  she  stood  there,  her  face  bowed,  hands  limp 
at  her  sides,  he  could  not  stifle  the  thought  that  she 
seemed  in  some  way  younger,  fresher,  than  before;  in 
that  bloom  from  the  practise  of  vice  that  is  a  paradox 
of  hfe,  even  m  the  mothers  of  men;  her  strength  more 
femmme,  chnging;  less  resigned,  and  sorrowful  as  she 
never  could  have  been.  In  such  an  estimate  of  her  na- 
ture,  so  fortified,  he  could  not  down  a  sense  of  justifica- 
tion for  having  abandoned  her.    He  could  not  speak- 
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r^^lt'^^h  '^Jited/or  her  confession,  he  was  curiously 
revolted  by  her  stout  legs  in  their  red  stockin«   Z 
baggy  „,  bent  knees,  the  rakish  angle  of  th'S  ht 
on  the  bulging  mass  of  her  back  hair     Sh^  .>,n,;M  i. 

z-Tz^  wen .. .  _,  ^r'zj:::'^jz 

"There's  no  good  my  telling  every  move"  she  r*. 
covered  herself  at  last,  blankly,*and  witho^iift^  h^ 

Mter  stuff    C  "T' P  "«'*  *'^"*  "'^  ^^-«  -5e 

foL  of  v!.r7T^''T  "■*"**  «°^«  "P  ^  «^e  world, 
tree  of  you.    I  knew  I  couldn't.     I've  cone  down  » 

^^«WrongI'»  cried  Gail  bitterly.     "I'veTwlysTn 

MafJrAJ.Jr'^^.  T""^  *  "^°*^  ^°  Seattle  with 
aI^/I       f       ?",*  *^^  ''"'»'*  *^«  »*°^e  as  I  thought 
X^hlnff     iK''iJt':r'''    H-^f  h-  ideas  w?r 
Si     iT;        ^ i^""^  ^^  ""'^^  *°  Ji^e  them  out- 

Gai?s1arT''  "^f^  ^T^  ^^'  *^^  ^"^"  -«"^  in 
Gaal  s  ears,  above  the  roar  of  city  multitudes.     And  he 

felt  a  grm,  satisfaction  in  how  Lena's  envy  and  adula! 
tion  of  her  had  crumbled.  ^ 

"Mother  had  married  again  when  I  got  back  to  Sao 
mnento,    contmued  Arlene.     « I  couldn't  stomach  th^ 

L'tl7^.r°"*     She's  got  two  boys  by  him.     Funny! 
«nt  It   with  me  so  wanting?"    She  paused.     «WeU 
without  money  no  woman  stands  a  show  keeping  irood 
down  on  the  Coast."  ^  ^  ®^  ° 

Gail  winced  with  a  carking  hate  of  self  for  the  piti- 
able ^om  that  hi.  wilful  hunger  in  life  had  so  ine^'taWy 
fostered;  yet  also  with  a  faint  scorn  of  her  01^*^^ 
ism. 

"  In  San  Francisco,  before  I  finally  gave  'way,  I  went 
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into  a  French  Restaurant  on  Pacific  Street  one  night. 
Mother'd  been  there,  sight-seeing,  and  used  to  talk 
about  it  as  a  helL  That  was  one  reason  I  went.  Like 
me,  wasn't  it?  **  Her  voice  was  hardening,  with  a  slight 
mockerj.  She  went  on :  "  Madge  was  there  with  Perry 
Bleven.  They  had  met  through  a  friend  of  yours  — 
a  Mr.  Merril  I  think,  though  I  never  saw  him  —  who  was 
in  the  canning  business,  like  her.  That  was  the  first  I 
heard  of  you.  So  I  knew  your  Martha's  boy  must  have 
died  if  you  were  in  Alaska.** 

Gail  held  his  breatli  to  detect  any  hint  of  her  relish 
in  that;  but  her  tone  kept  its  monotony. 

"  Madge  took  me  back  to  Seattle,  but  we  drifted  apart 
after  our  last  row.  Then  I  began  to  read  in  the  news- 
papers about  your  fight  with  the  Lamar  crowd,  and  they 
made  you  out  a  sort  of  hero.  That  set  me  to  thinking 
of  you  a  lot  And  it  was  then  my  worst  c«^e.  Not 
only  in  the  Berlin  and  the  Olympia.  I  wc  o  places 
lower  down  that  I  used  xo  pass  when  I  did  ie  mission 
work  —  that  you  must  have  known.  That  was  part 
why  they  drew  me.  And  father's  bad  memory  in 
Seattle,  instead  of  making  me  hate  such  a  life  there,  got 
me  curious  and  hankering  toward  it.  The  perver- 
sity, I  guess,  you  used  to  blame  me  for.  ...  I  —  I 
can*t  go  on.  .  .  ." 

Gail  groaned  with  self-disgust  and  humility,  even 
though  her  sneers  about  him  to-  Madge,  her  anger  at 
his  thirst  for  paternity,  flashed  through  him  vividly. 
The  wreck  he  had  made,  so  carelessly,  wantonly,  of  her 
who  once  had  his  love!  And  meanwhile  on  Mt.  Lincoln, 
with  John  Hartline  and  Clara,  he  had  fought  for,  and  all 
but  won,  the  transcendent  wisdom  and  glory  of  living. 
That  was  the  tragedy ! 

"  One  da^  I  met  Bleven  on  First  Avenue,'*  she  man- 
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aged  to  contmue.     «  He  was  full  of  you,  through  Mer- 

UP  hTre  ^'fh  v'  ""^  *  ^"'  ^'**  "*  ^»"*«d  me  to  come 
Z  fl/l  V  ^*  "  J""*  ^^**  ^  »"'"  «*e  broke  off. 
^^i^^^^'l^r^^r'''^  '''  ^'  ^^  »--  »een  them 
for  ie  1h  '  i'^'.^'"  ''*^-  ^  ^°"»«»*«J»  but  maiJy 
iLta  for  Thi  'T^  r  •  ^'^  '^'^^^  '^^^^'^^  -^^  over 
me  down,  and  then  I'd  remember  our  years  to«thpr 

.  -m  d  repudiate  me,  when  we  came  to  the  point  And 
you  haveat  thrown  n,e,G«I?"  She  r.faed'^eT  tr«^ 
"■g  «y«.  wiped  them  with  a  grey  bandanna  .'ZTi 
n««r  thought  it  could  be  .o^n.  or  here      smiitl 

^tW  .1!,%     .^  ^^  '•"  'V*""  "■»*  '»  ""n"  on." 
«  .  I,  who  don't  doerre  to  be  forgiven,"  broke  out 

her  ^.r  o£  m,per«,n.Ily  chiUing  feeling  b,  analy.!. 
.«,  A«     r^^'  "  •  J""  "y  "entiment,"  rfie  ion- 

:o.^e,t'::r'""'"^''""^''""»«'^-  ^.x 
.eS^«^h.!::^:u':?rfet«:^'.-.tl'  *r 

from  degradation  — yet  womanised  and  touched  witt 
r™.™-by  the  .tern,  inspiriting  ordeaU  o7  N.^u* 
and  the  wn,ter  tr.iL  Her  grim,  worldly  outlook,  aU 
her  tolerance  won  from  offering,  encouraged  uL  to 

Keven  a.  .he  h«l  been  ruled  by  Madge  Arnold,  warned 

b^h:2  v^;,"  «"*  "■'  ■""'•  ""* — "^^ 

For  a  time,  with  head,  bowed,  neither  .poke. 
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**  Lena,  I  have  made  the  best  of  the  chance  you  gave 
me,"  ventured  GaU  at  length.  "YouVe  got  to  know, 
anyway  I've  been  Hving  here  nearly  two  years  with 
Martha's  sister  —  Clara.  HartUne,  not  Harlow,  was 
their  real  name.  I  think  I've  *  come  back '  in  all  honour 
and  duty,  as  I  swore  I  should." 

Gail  tried  to  speak  casually,  but  his  heart  thumped 
with  a  specious  exhilaration  as  he  confessed,  hiding  in- 
stinctively his  enshrined  love  for  Clara.  Arlene  did  not 
start,  and  when  she  slowly  raised  her  head,  he  saw  not 
the  least  glint  of  jealousy  in  her  eyes. 

«I  suppose  youVe  got  — what  you  wanted?"  she 
asked,  more  carelessly,  quite  unresentful. 
**  No  .  .  .*»  he  uttered,  choking. 

.x^*\)^®°  ^^  **^''  aggressive  curiosity  that  he  had 
withheld  toward  the  pivotal  matter  of  their  meeting, 
which  her  sad  avowals  of  the  past  had  so  obscured, 
mastered  Gail,  and  he  demanded: 

"Aren't  you  divorced  from  me?    For  desertion? " 
She  did  not  answer.     Her  glance  feU,  and  she  stood 
there,  ngid,  repellent. 

**  You  won't  tell  me?    Why  not?" 

**  I  don't  see  what  good  anyone's  knowing  would  do, 
If  you  and  your  Clara  are  so  suited  together.  Espe- 
ciaUy  on  a  trip  like  we're  going  on,  all  of  us.  And  I 
Old  want  to  be  near  you." 

«  Qu^^*  °^^^^  *°  ^""""^  ~"  «^ery thing ! "  blazed  out  Gafl. 

She  understands  about  you  and  Eleven  abeady,  as 
he  does  what  I  am  to  her." 

"Oh,  I  shan't  say  anything  to  hurt  your  Qara," 
evaded  Arlene  wearily.  «I  guess  we've  both  been 
through  tte  fire  with  men.  And  as  for  Perry  Eleven 
—  hell  hkely  laugh  when  I  teU  him  you  and  I've  been 
married,  as  I  suppose  I  must    But  it's  not  in  my  con- 
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trwt  with  him  to  know  more  about  me,  and  he  .han't. 

Gi^  rtifled  an  imprecation.  Had  Lena  only  ap- 
peared  to  control  her  jealouay?  Was  her  perversity^ 
the  morosenes.  that  she  admitted,  keeping  her  oUent? 
A  twinge  of  desolation,  of  repugnance,  seized  Gafl,  as 

accented  by  Madge,  as  now  they  would  be  by  Bleven. 
He  pondered  Trueblood's  words.  Woman!  The  de- 
lectab  e  yearning  and  source  of  all  humankind;  yet  the 
despoilers  of  men's  souls. 

fl^Sl*  ^'w*^  motionless,  deep  in  aching  thoughts, 

flooded  with  vague  fears  for  the  weeks  at  hand,  and 

dim  hopes  of  succouring  her. 

catod*'  *"  "P  *»  the  wilderness,  I  guess,"  he  said 

Arlene  directed  him  a  sullen,  assenting  rod. 
^^Suddenly  a  wUd,  unformulable  !,ope  bu      d  through 

M  "x^®«*"*^  "*y  ^®"^®  ^°^  »*  ^"^  '^  ^ork  ouV*  he 
blurted,  and  in  more  ways  than  any  of  us  can  foresee. 
Perhaps  it's  to  be  the  last  test  of  what  all  our  lives 
mean.    And  that  would  be  right,  after  all." 

Gail  heard  the  scratch  of  new  cloth  as  she  started 
to  walk  up  the  shingle;  felt  the  anomaly  of  her,  even  in 
the  motion  and  sound  of  her  legs  rubbing  together. 

Lena  had  gone. 

Chelthan  was  leading  a  string  of  the  horses  up  from 
the  corr^,  foUowed  by  cowed  dogs  and  the  triumphant 
youth  of  Chigmit.  The  tide  was  dead  low.  Surly 
oathe  came  across  the  flats.  The  Alice^s  boat  was  stuck 
m  the  mud,  piled  high  with  bales  of  hay,  square  boxes, 
large  canvas  sacks.     Stencilled  on  them  in  vivid  black 
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lettew,  Gail  made  out,  "  Bleven  and  Scannon."  Scan- 
non  --  then  he  wa»  the  lean,  red  old  man  with  the  white, 
■hoe-bru»h  hair,  the  fifth  in  the  outfit 

Fadng  what  seemed  to  be  the  final  and  greatest  drama 
Of  lus  hf e,  now  at  the  beginning,  Gail  wondered :    What 
of  that  dominating  force  outside  my  wiU,  which  has  so 
aided  me  before?    But  it  was  only  the  divinity  of 
the  Self!    What  of  that  Nature,  which  had  once  ap- 
peared to  guide  ever  to  the  good,  but  lately  had  failed? 
Was  It  not  the  Self,  likewise,  and  no  more?    This 
was  the  key  and  truth  of  existence,  won  neither  from 
mankind,  the  North,  nor  any  of  its  heroes:  that  the 
creative,  preying  Self  was  supreme  over  Life  and  Na- 
ture, that  he  had  always  served  it,  and  it  alone  — that 
he  was  bound  to  the  omnipotence  of  Self  forever. 

Was  its  imperious  aim  in  him  never  to  be  vindicated? 
Must  he  flounder  unto  the  end,  acting  and  judging 
fruitlessly  between  those  poles  of  sympathy  and  murde*-? 
Again  the  ecstatic  solution  dazed  him. 
He  glanced  up  toward  the  store.  In  front  of  his 
door,  Clara  and  Arlene  were  talking,  and  not  as  if  mis- 
trustful of  one  another. 

Giul  sighed  and  started  toward  them,  casting  a  look 
mto  the  cloudy  sky.  Between  its  woolly  billows,  the 
deep  gaps  of  pale  gold  had  closed.  He  rose  above  the 
darkemng  waste  of  moss  and  water.  He  heard  a  sift- 
ing sound  in  the  dead  leaves  of  the  coarse  weeds  by  the 
board-valk.  "* 

It  had  begun  to  snow. 
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CHAPTER  XVm 

THE  HAPPY  VALLEY 


J«d  GaJ.  ..they  descended  toward  the  timbe"     «  HeM 

bj^ter  learn  hi.  le.«,„  now,  than  when  we're  nel«r  .uJv- 

The  beU  on  the  .orrel  mare  hitched  to  the  first  sled 

zzrjz.^  «'  *«^ «"  -«^  ^^' 

\J1I^  "'^""  "'"'  "^  '""  «••'  ■■«-l»nch,  nor 
i^  «»•«  cr»„.«  on  th.  b«k-tr«l.»  G«l  wa   on. 
^e  half  ration,  hat  done  for  them." 

««  the  lir.t  deaperate  hour,  of  their  .ix  week,  in  the 

S^  ZS\™'^  .^y  ""^  »«h.m.»ed  the  te> 
»M,  huddled  hor.«,,  blinded  by  the  ice.«ud,  beaten 
them.  «th  mckermg  no.e.  do.e  to  the  criut,  to  lean 
T""  *^'  "T""'  "<"«  ^y  tr^cherou.  pj^l 
fan  and  exhau.ted  at  it.  foot,  been  forced  to  ca^  » 

"Trapped  in  thia  yaflej,  eh?"  .aid  the  old  man 
^[ally  a.  he  could,  after  he  had  curbed  the  ^paSw 

qualm  r^rdrng  any  return  that  Gaa.roo«d.    "WW 
wa.  It  Perry  .ay.  to  you  thi.  morning?  •• 

Jurt  a.  alway..  'You're  the  doctor,'  M,d  with 

that  .«n.  grin."    GaU  .poke  with  uncomphdnir.cr,n! 
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**  Nagi  Of  into  taking  hi*  route,  and  then  pnta  it  up 
to  me  when  ire're  ditched.** 

*•  Well,  oughtn't  you  to  know  our  eoune,  from  the 
trip  you  claim  to  have  took  in  here,  when  you  staked 
your  ground?"  Pete  charged.  « Though  that  waa  in 
■ummer,  when  the  country  mutt  V  looked  all  different," 
he  added  aatuagingly. 

Gail  grunted,  at  the  man's  usual,  straddling  loy- 
alty, between  the  nominM  and  jealous  leadership  of 
Bleven  —  to  whom,  as  he  said,  he  was  so  **  obligated  " 
—  and  GmI's  underlying  conlrol  of  the  party. 

For  a  time  their  narrow,  webbed  snow-shoes  crunched 
<m  in  silence;  weary,  aching  legs  staggered  loosejoint- 
«dly,  and  not  wholly  from  the  last  two  days'  struggle, 
as  they  deceived  themselves  to  think.  The  sun  was  but 
the  pale  core  of  a  vague  globe  of  light  Drifting 
ilakes  seemed  to  slide  it  forward  with  them,  and  though 
hardly  after  noon,  it  had  not  topped  the  Tordrillon 
Range,  which  they  had  just  crossed.  With  the  slant, 
wan  gold  of  sunset,  it  now  peered  over  some  serene  and 
rosy  crest,  now  slipped  behind  a  jagged  and  retreat- 
ing spire,  shrouding  them  in  darkness.  Gloomy  spruces 
closed  around.  Scattered,  slim,  like  hosts  of  sentinels, 
the  short  and  evenly  tapering  branches  bore  great  gobs 
of  whiteness,  grotesque  caps,  pendant  sculptures. 
These,  the  deep  softness  underfoot,  the  fine,  aimless  drift 
from  the  open  sky,  muffled  and  at  the  same  time  accented 
the  bells  of  the  six  teams.  It  was  as  if  one  had  cotton 
m  his  ears,  or  moved  forever  through  some  cramped 
and  padded  room,  which  yet  was  the  northern  vast. 

"  A  week  or  so  more  won't  matter  now,  making  it  out 
of  here,"  observed  Scannon  at  length. 

"  It's  the  days  we'll  be  counting  soon.     Eleven  won't 
be  able  to  bluff  me  then,"  asserted  Gail.     «*  Well  have 
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«»r  «  caayon  wlure  I  upwt  once.    But  »  «- 

.«-<l^.^w1tt  V '' "  "■?*  "l"  '■"  '»<'  «  "»7  b.  In." 
■•la  «te  with  hu  .imple  cheer.    "Perrr',  b«.  tL. 

~:.e"r/.rhe^t^  c«ji  ^rz  t^jx 

«4^"~Br.h:n:^;U""r  "■^"•" " «» 

Forward  through  the  powd-rv  haze  thev  «».u  j- 
«»  I^na'.  hrge  active  fi^re  b  her^dZnT^rt" 
She  wa.  at  the  man',  work  of  breaking  trailThatS 
orie^  and  t«t  of  one',  toe.,  to  .urfive  in  t*V„rth• 
meajure  of  hfe,  and  in  di.a.ter  the  basi.  of  iud>m«.» 

X'llJTo^'t  "'^'fr    '^"  .turd/Xri 
pressed  down  the  yielding,  unbroken  blanket    UfU«» 

pounds  at  each  step  of  her  distendedle^"*  eI^^^^^^^^ 

with  leaden  hips,  her  fuU  angular  features  set  !S  I  a 

B^e^'  r  wtri  r  '"f ""^  scronrL?::^ 

Eleven.  He  would  plunge  forward  only  to  initiate  a 
change  of  course  or  in  the  early,  desolate  da^k  of  a 
gruehng  day  begin  to  break  fast  and  feverishly,  in  hit 
conserved  strength,  until  ready  to  collapse.         ^ 

Jm  !i,"°"*^  ^^*'*  ^^^  "  ^'°^^°  "  ™ore  eagerly  and 
swiftly  ban  anyone.  She  had  dropped  out  aftfr  a  s^U 
of  giddiness  in  Nushak  Pass.  RecoVTring,  she  hadTot 
resumed  the  work.  Bleven  had  forbidden  i.  in  the  1"?^ 
flush  of  his  ineviUble  attraction  to  her.     ihJleh^ 
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obeyed  him  turprised,  more  than  fumojed,  OaiL  He 
knew  that  her  stcMtfaftnesa  and  trurt  in  him  itiU  waa 
unewenring.  But  Utelj  the  had  become  telf-conecii- 
trated  and  contained,  silent  and  obliTioua  to  rebuffi  and 
progress  alike. 

Gail  was  astounded ;  the  change  was  portentous.  Her 
buoyant  stability  seemed  to  be  failing,  her  cheer  and 
levity  to  have  Upsed.  He  had  been  prepared  for  Lena's 
rugged  endurance,  but  that  Clara  should  weaken  — she 
who  had  been  so  anxious  to  plunge  haplessly  into  the 
wild,  whose  supple,  steely  strength,  whose  nerve  and 
spirit  m  breasting  any  menace,  was  the  heart  of  all  his 
flagging  hopes! 

He  would  be  haunted  by  her  collapse  in  the  scow  on 
the  Tsana,  her  daze  and  preoccupation  in  the  cave. 

It  was  all  inexplicable. 


Gafl  strode  ahead  to  Arlene,  and  took  his  turn  in  the 
lead.  Under  her  blue  toque,  her  square  face  was  un- 
wontedly  flushed,  her  narrow  eyes  wide-parted. 

"Where  are  we?»»  sh<!  asked. 

**  Happy  Valley,»»  he  answered  laconically,  « I  told 
hun  so,»»  and  heard  the  quick  breath  she  drew. 

Gaa  believed  that  he  had  ordered  his  relations  with 
Lena  nghtly.  He  avoided  arousing  any  morbid  mo- 
roseness  m  her  by  questions  up  r^  their  legal  standing. 
What  mattered  that  upon  the  t  t "  '  It  had  not  seemed 
to  stir  Clara's  curiosity.  In  her  present  state  a  reveU- 
tion  might  be  disastrous.  And  his  one  bond,  with  Ar- 
lene was  the  frank  comradeship  of  the  open,  such  as  i. 
had  had  with  his  partners  on  the  Yukon,  feminine 
though  she  had  become.  And  what  women  but  these 
two  could  have  so  withstood  this  march! 
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^Good  nam.,  eh?  ~« H.ppy/  -  ,he  repeated  grimlv 
The  wrong  p«.  «nd  the  wrong  valley:    Oh    I  u„ 
derstand  about  you  and  Perry.-  ^         '      ""' 

ridi.^.h*L^*"Xl'  "i*?"-     ^-^  '"eyre  both 

«I»m  giving  him  his  chince,"  .aid  Gail.  "tomVht" 
leJ?n^  «>"»hed  on.  p,,„  ^^j^j^^  came  fitful" v  the 
leaden  gurgle  of  the  horses*  cow-bells     T>,*.Jv.  '^      ! 

Ijt  St  th.t  moment  he  did  not  re<rret  Bk.»n'. 
S  HTtrT^'/r*""':  -^^i"*""?.  in  following 
re.»t«ice.      He  h«l  profu«I,,  then  grudgingly,  and 
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In  the  end  only  jocosely,  recognised  Gail's  actiud  leader- 
ship. 

His  humour  around  the  camp  stove  at  night,  chiefly 
at  the  expense  of  others,  much  concerned  the  business 
ventures  of  his  father,  a  Bakersfield  oil-promoter, 
whose  handy  man  in  their  Trisco  brokerage  office  Pete 
was — "Dead-0"  Scannon,  as  he  was  known  in  the 
Sierras.  They  rallied  one  another  upon  their  stock- 
booming  schemes.  Pete  sarcastically  accused  Perry  of 
generosity  toward  investors,  of  being  a  **  socialist " — 
an  affectation  picked  up  at  Leland  Stanford.  Perry 
swore  that  the  blue  powder-marks  that  poc^^ced  Dead-0*s 
red  face  (got  in  a  grizzly  ^unt,  so  he  said)  came  from 
setting  off  fire-works  at  a  i.ot-springs  hotel  to  celebrate 
the  acquittal  of  a  Los  Angeles  grafter  who  had  fled 
there. 

But  now  in  mid-November  these  sessions  were  long 
past.  Remote  and  flavourless,  they  smacked  of  the 
Seward  and  Lamar.  Gail  saw  that  only  his  dependence 
on  Bleven*s  capital,  and  a  lack  of  seriousness  in  the 
pair's  attitude,  had  kept  him  from  disgust.  They  might 
even  have  broken  the  law ;  but  Gail  had  divined  in  Bleven 
a  dormant,  honest  instinct,  attested  in  his  high  but 
hearty  laugh. 

They  had  their  athletics  in  common,  for  Bleven  had 
been  a  hurdler  at  college;  and  besides  Gail's  slant  for 
chemistry  was  his  knowledge  of  geology.  His  fleet 
imagination  had  grasped  its  essential  time-mystery  dur- 
ing wandering  school  days  along  King's  River.  But 
as  with  Snowden,  the  North  denied  any  mention  of  such 
ties.  Alone  together,  Bleven  would  worry  about  his 
health,  complain  of  having  put  on  flesh,  and  of  a  lack 
of  "  fibrene  "  in  the  beans  and  sour-dough  bread.  He 
scoffed  at  the  idealism  of  his  class-mate,  Merril,  but, 
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Y^lt     *t  f "  ^  °"*  **'  *hi8  damned  country.- 

Yet  something  alert  and  human  in  him.  infection.  YnJ 
jrre^nsible,  belied  any  designed  insinc;^:^"*  He  prl 
tested  too  much  a  disrespect  for  woman,  and  any  UZ 

to  pnde  hzmself  on  treasuring  a  void  within  his  h^H^ 
Without  the  magic  of  Trueblood's  birth  in  the  land 
he  gained  Gail's  confidence  less  even  than  Dkk  h^d* 
Gad  hinted  once  of  his  own  ideas  on  the  self  Wh.1 

sneered,     Rot!     Sounds  well,  but  she  never  works  out « 
neverTl  7'"^^""-°  ^igh-brow  whom  GaU  h^, 
never  heard  of.     But  above  aU,  Bleven  would  have  su^ 
den  slufts  from  a  stubborn,  intolerant  conceit,Tfl^. 
2,  enthusiasm  and  hopefulness,  to  depths  oilu-aZ 
sation,  despair  and  foreboding  toward  their  venture 
which  the  stress  of  travel  had  all  inefFably  inlrL^^ 
At  times  Gail  felt  terribly  alone  with  these  chechrk!. 
He  Itched  for  a  companionship  like  Hartline's,  b^  a^d 
based  in  dependence  upon  the  Youngest  Worid      ^d 

GailcoiT"  "'"*"''*  '"  °^^--^  outbLkf- 
Gail  could  smnmon  in  retrospect  a  greater  sympathy  for 
Blackwood,  Sydney,  or  Lamar,  than  for  either  of  Ihese 
two  new-comers.  .  .  . 

sha^L^*^^'?.  "^•.v?*'  ''P™"^'  «"*  *enuou»,  bluish 
down.  The  moon  hung  in  the  zenith,  half  a  silvery 
"ome  great  distance  a  barred  owl  hooted. 

m 

tZI^'a  ''™?    '*"**    ^"*»"    "^'^   G»a    to   Lena. 
Ihey  had  come  to  an  open,  edged  by  a  few  naked,  rusty 
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spruces,  burned  in  some  Indian  fire.     "There's  dry 
wood.     It*s  camp.'* 

The  sleds  jangled  up.  Pete  with  the  axe  set  off  to 
the  timber,  while  Lena  unharnessed  with  Gail,  unloaded 
the  tents,  grub-box,  dunnage,  bedding,  hay  and  oats. 
By  the  time  he  had  trodden  the  snow,  pitched  the  horse 
and  dog  shelter,  apportioned  their  feed,  Lena  had  raised 
the  living  tent,  fitted  the  stove-pipe  and  was  lighting 
a  fire  under  the  frozen  beans  and  bread;  but  neither 
Bleven  nor  Clara  had  appeared.  As  Pete  grunted  out- 
side with  each  blow  of  his  axe  in  the  wood  knotted  like 
-on,  Gail  unfolded  the  table,  set  the  boxes  for  seats, 
spread  the  five  sleeping  bags  on  the  big  tarpaulin.  Not 
until  the  tea  was  ready  did  they  hear  the  creak  of  run- 
ners outside,  low  voices  and  the  whimper  of  dogs. 

"He's  having  the  guts  to  bed  them  himself,"  said 
Lena  of  Perry,  sliding  a  steaming  platter  on  the  table, 
where  Gail  and  I'ete  had  sat  down. 

The  tent  flap  parted.  Through  the  cloud  of  steam 
made  by  the  cold,  bowled  in  the  fluffy,  blue-grey  lead- 
dog,  Klika.  She  was  a  bitch,  and  sniffed  up  wolfishly 
at  the  table.  Swinging  her  great  curled  tail,  she  ca- 
reered about,  slobbering  hands  and  legs,  and  &ially  re- 
treated to  Clara's  bed.  Clara  entered,  her  keen,  potent 
face  pinched  and  blotched  with  purple,  against  the  white 
parka  and  hood  that  she  had  made  of  the  ermine  com- 
forter at  Chigmit.  Without  shedding  them,  and  with 
set  eyes  that  avoided  Gail  in  particular,  she  threw  her- 
self on  her  bunk  with  a  sigh.  Klika  crept  close  and 
licked  her  brow.  She  began  to  whisper  and  croon  to 
the  dog,  as  the  others  ate  on  in  a  silence  that  deepened 
suddenly. 

They  heard  Bleven  whistling  cheerily  outside;  then 
in  some  querulous  complaint  to  himself.     He  slipped 
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through  the  canvas,  in  his  bkck  Iamb  cap,  embroidered 
moccasins,  and  duck-down  coat,  which  all  save  him  a 
festive  air. 

u-'S^^lJ!  ^'^"«^*  *~*  *^«'«"  *»«  announced 
bnskly.  "Thought  we  might  have  traveled  late  with 
this  moon.  Celebrating  how  we're  across  that  damned 
divide.** 

"You  know?**  asked  Lena,  casually,  seeing  Gail's 
face  darken  for  a  more  telling  reply,  «  how  this  is  the 
valley  we've  fought  shy  of  all  along?  ** 

In  the  pause,  Gail  fixed  his  eyes  on  his  plate,  awaiting 
fte  man's  tirade.  But  it  did  not  come.  Bleven  doffed 
his  duck-skms,  perched  himself  on  the  seat  opposite 
Gail,  and  heaped  his  plate  with  beans. 

«  Anyhow,  we're  over  the  range.  And  it's  the  right 
direction  at  last,"  he  declared,  unmoved  in  his  self-confi- 
dent optimism.  «  You  ought  to  thank  me  for  that,  after 
a  H  this  jockeying  with  the  compass  for  the  last  month.** 

He  spoke  at  Gail,  who  cooUy  met  his  gaze  and  helped 
himself  to  milL 

"I  suppose  there's  a  way  of  *  getting  round,'  as 
usual,  said  Lena  at  the  stove,  bitterly  using  his  cus- 
tomary, cock-sure  phrase  for  avoiding  every  difficulty. 
No  one  bothered  to  tell  about  the  Terra-cotta  Range, 
and  the  tributary  that  entered  the  Tsana  far  below  the 
eldorado. 

"Look  here,**  exclaimed  Bleven  suddenly,  as  if  fiDed 
with  a  breathless  revelation.  "I've  been  counting  our 
hay  bales.     We've  only  got  five  left ! " 

Lena  shot  GaU  an  appealing  glance,  and  even  Pete 
drained  his  tm  cup  disgustedly.  Only  five  bales!  As 
if  the  three  of  them  had  not  been  long  living,  dreaming, 
in  dread  of  that  slowly  vanishing  feed.  And  Bleven, 
who  called  himself  their  "head,"  had  just  discovered 
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When    e  get  nd  of  our  horses." 
"That',  it!"  echoed  Eleven.     "What  we  counted 
^     And   use  the  dogs.     Sooner  the  better,   I  say. 

^L''au"'th^'!f -ir*/^*  ^*  *"^*y-     What  have 
we^got  aU  that  dried  sahnon  for?  " 

«  J^*°  «!*  ^°"'  «"»  «adj,"  threw  in  Gail. 

*i^jTu  u  *  *"?  ^''"'  "'^'  Y°»  ^°n't  <^atch  me  let- 
tmg  dumb  beasts  be  shot  in  cold  blood  up  in  this  coun- 
iry  — poor  creatures  that  we  owe  our  lives  to."  His 
Toace  so  tened.  «01d  buck,  and  baldy,  the  two  greys 
and  that  rascally  brown  mare.  They're  as  much  hu- 
man partners  as  any  of  us." 

His  greenish  eyes  gleamed  restlessly.     The  flash  of 
•entunent  was  for  once  sincere. 

«  are^y^u^  "°  ^'^  ""'"  """"''  *^'°^  "  ^*^  "^^^'  ^'y^^' 

«  They  can  rustle  grass  through  the  snow  tiU  sprinir. 

tte  same  as  on  our  western  ranges,"  Eleven  retorted 

You  only  want  to  kill  them  because  it's  the  custom 

of    this    country.     Gods!    Give    the    poor,    suffering 

brutes  their  chance  for  life."  ""wmg 

^^  Dead-0  took  a  brisk,  adjudicating  bite  on  his  tobacco 

Jl v^\^^  °*^*'  "'^^  °^  *^^  ""«^  t^^y  might  rustle 
and  hve,"  reasoned  Gail  with  a  slow  serioLesl  «  Eut 
not  here,  exposed  to  these  Pacific  snows.  They  come 
too  deep.  Horses  'ud  stend  no  chance  getting  through 
tiiem  away  from  wolves  and  wolverine.  That's  why 
there  s  no  game  in  these  valleys,  and  we're  in  so  bad 
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for  cro«.ing  over."    He  paused,  knotting  his  up^lop- 

■wing  and  feeling  ahead.  But  I  suppose  that  to  watch 
then,  drop  clean  from  bullets,  once  and  for  aU  i,  mor. 
harrowing  to  a  man  like  jou!  than  to  W  when  X 

bi  TIS,^°"*^P°°'  *'^"-*-  "*"«*  ^«  helpless  ;  ^h^ 
mg.  stalled  to  tiieir  ears  in  these  drifts,  with  a  Xk 

mocKery,  m  hw  deeper  feehng  and  the  fubess  of  his 
conviction  in  the  law  of  the  trail,  « than  to  see  thdr 
Jn^ggles  and  blood,  hear  their  pitifurcJl:.  Tn  yoTr 

"HeU!"  broke  out  Bleven,  and  hid  a  scarlet  fur*. 
»  his  cup  Gail  cut  furiously  across  the  Jiece  of  b^^^^^^^ 
^  his  plate,  as  Lena  stifled  an  exclamation.  On^ 
Clara,  sipping  her  tea  and  caressing  ti.e  bluish  bitch  in 
•  coraer,  sat  numb  to  Gail's  grewsome  images. 

Prospectors  say  a  man's  hoodooed,  I»ve  heard" 
|-.d  Pete,  rising  to  chuck  a  log  in  the  stove"  to  tura 
horses  loose  here  in  the  winter." 

WJ«»  •^''^^T**  *^**  already,"  muttered  Bleven, 

Msue.        Oh,  have  your  own  way.     Why  not  chuck 
the  hay  away,  and  plunk  them  tomorrow?  »  he  sneered 

tii^r"''T\'^'  -^'* ''  -"  thatVo":jd:?t' 

how  off  from  eating  human  flesh,  if  it  came  to  the  rub." 

body  d  died  naturally.  And  I'd  make  others  with  me 
otV^T*  ^^ '^«/<J  -  dead.  The  first  thing  a  mTn 
Zinge^s"^^'"^"^^--^"^^'"^^^-^-^^*^ 

rh.^l*ir  """"L^i^  t  °*"'°''  ^°°^  °^  l°»*hing.  Pete 
checked  a  wild  laugh.  Gail's  forced  bravado  toward 
80  universal  an  abhorrence  had  lashed  even  Lena  into  a 
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wincing  silence,  and  he  saw  how  he  had  outraged  the 
thin  bond  of  self-control  and  mutual  cheer  that  alone 
walled  them  all  from  tragedy. 

"  Tm  sorry,  but  I  meant  it,"  said  Gail,  cahmng 
himself,  overwhehned  with  shame.  He  searched  their 
faces  for  resentment,  but  seeing  none,  continued, 
"  And  your  still  standing  for  me  gives  me  the  courage 
to  say  what  I've  been  screwing  myself  up  to  all  day." 
He  threw  back  his  head.  "It's  this:  If  we  keep  on,  as 
we  must,  making  our  regular  caches  for  the  return,  then 
we've  got  to  start  in  on  half  rations  tomorrow,  our- 
selves." 

Bleven  started,  glared  at  him,  and  in  the  dead  silence 
once  more  dipped  three  spoonfuls  from  the  sugar  sack 
for  his  tea. 

**  That's  why,  for  one  thing,"  went  on  Gail,  pointing 
to  him,  but  sure  of  his  support  in  the  sugar  question 
from  the  three  others.  "  Bleven,  you're  what  they  call 
a  *  sugar-hog'  on  the  trail.  It's  natural  enough  here, 
though  like  a  disease  with  some,  I  know.  But  our 
sugar's  more  than  half  gone.  And  we're  leaving  all  the 
rest  of  it  here,  I'm  telling  you." 

"Not  on  your  life!"  he  cried,  leaping  to  his  feet 
with  smooth  cheeks  paling,  hardened  eyes  darting  un- 
certainly from  one  to  another.  "  I  won't  be  cheated 
out  of  my  nourishment.  We  don't  get  enough  calories 
from  the  grub  now,  and  I'm  almost  a  skeleton.  You 
think  I'm  going  to  eat  only  what  you  give  out?  " 

Pete  shrank  from  him,  and  Clara  shuddered.  Their 
gaze,  veering  dependently  to  Gail,  thrilled  him  with  a 
quiet  confidence. 

"  You  can  eat  or  not,  but  it  will  be  no  more  than 
what  I  give  you,"  Gail  said,  leaning  forward  and  steadily 
eyeing  Perry.     «  And  anyone  seen  with  what's  not  in 
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hi.  ration  -  get.  thi. ! "    He  re.ted  a  hand  on  the  au- 

tomatic  revolver  in  hi.  belt 

^^Damn  you!"  .houted  Eleven,  fiercely,  grinding  hi. 

He  .tood  tiiere,  .Uring,  rigid  and  braced,  in  the 
hunud  atmo-phere  of  the  tent,  with  it.  odour  of  boiled 
bean,  and  the  Siwa.h-like  .meU  of  unwashed  clothing 
-the  .hock  of  black  hair  mu..ed  over  hi.  high,  clean 
forehead-hj.  thu,.  short  lips  drawn  tight,  Ve  din,- 
pie.  .car..  Then  gradually  he  began  to  tremble,  and 
the  large  vein  in  hi.  forehead  .weUed  and  throbbed  a. 
though  it  would  bur.t. 

And  it  wa.  Clara  who  broke  the  piteou.  .tillne..,  by 
dropping  her  cup  with  a  cktter;  but  Pete  wa.  the  fir.t 
to  .peak. 

«  That',  enough  of  him  for  me,**  he  breathed  out, 
relaxing,  no  matter  what  I  owe  him.  Thain,  Pm  with 
you  from  now  on,"  he  took  the  final  leap  from  hi.  tot- 
tenng  allegiance.  « A  m,%n  that'll  throw  away  hi. 
horses*  grub,  want  them  tortured  —  and  then  kick  about 
hiB  rtomach.'* 

«Dead-0!»  beseeched  Eleven  in  trepidation. 
He',  only  not  himself,"  said  Gail.     « We're  not 
either,  all  of  us." 

"Eoys,  it',  only  that  Pm  afraid -for  your  sake. 
—  of  myself,*  Eleven  declared  huskily,  with  a  breakinij 
voice,  and  sank  into  his  seat  with  bowed  head. 

The  silence  seemed  to  have  stretched  into  an  eternity 
before  the  two  women  gathered  their  senses.  Lena's 
lip  began  to  curl,  over  the  steaming  kettle  of  dog-rice 
tl.at  she  was  cooking.  But  Clara  appeared  to  be  most 
aroused  by  this  climax.  She  threw  Klika  from  her  lap, 
took  off  her  wet  socks,  and  plunging  an  arm  into  her 
dunnage  bag,  drew  out  a  dry  pair  and  put  th-m  on 
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Then,  (hrewdlj  eyeing  Perry  askance,  she  picked  up 
the  first  pair  and  threw  them  over  the  rope  on  which 
garments  were  drying  that  Pete  had  stretched  above  the 
•tove.  She  stepped  into  her  moccasins,  took  the  rice- 
pot  from  the  stove,  and  disappeared  with  it  through 
the  tent  flap,  followed  by  her  bitch,  to  feed  the 
dogs. 

Gail  stared  after  her.  Was  this  an  awakening  from 
her  long  daze,  a  dawning  of  her  resilient  resource,  under 
the  shocks  of  the  scene? 

But  the  others  appeared  oblivious  of  her  move,  as 
they  had  always  been  of  her  uncanny  demoralisation. 

Pete  filled  the  dish-pan  with  clean  snow  from  under 
the  tent  wall,  and  placed  it  on  the  stove.  Arlene  col- 
lected the  dishes,  and  when  the  water  was  hot  began  to 
wash  and  wipe  them.  Clara  stole  in  as  she  finished. 
Pete  sought  his  sleeping-bag,  taking  off  only  his  moc- 
casins; the  women  did  likewise,  but  also  shaking  down 
tbair  hair.  Eleven  had  not  lifted  his  head  from  the 
iahle;  and  only  when  Gail  doused  the  lantern  and  turned 
in,  did  he  get  up  and  follow  softly  to  bed. 

It  was  growing  cokler.  The  rising  wind,  pouring  in 
from  all  sides  upon  them,  like  a  river  released  from  far 
away,  bent  and  tore  the  surrounding  spruces.  Now 
and  then  snow  tossed  from  them  sifted  like  steel  dust 
on  the  canvas  roof;  and  Gail,  lying  sleepless,  watched 
an  icicle  slowly  eat  down  from  the  stove-hole,  parallel 
with  the  pipe  and  the  box  of  fermenting  sour  dough 
that  hung  close  to  it  for  warmth. 

Suddenly  a  low  whistle  rose  from  Clara's  sleeping- 
bag.  "Here  Klika,  Oka,  Klika,"  she  caUed  in  a 
sleepy,  wailing  voice,  "give  the  mothers  a  sliver  of 
salmon.  .  .  .'* 

Gail  started,  muttering  her  name.     And  an  answer 
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^n  blind.    TonighV.  .hcmn  me  a  lot,  tCk  hearn^ 
teU  jou.     Only  keep  the  faith,  believe  in  me  a.  I  have 

.elf  ^fl  You'U  wake  him.«  whispered  Gail.  be.ide  him- 
^fw.th  mingled  joy  and  apprehension.  «He».  aftTr 
leadTn1ht'o~.r-    ^^  --^<^'t  be?    And  you're 

BaJI^'I  ^'™/?^^   ^'■^"^  *°  »***  *  »*»  of  him. 

Zn  f  K  *  t  ^*  ^'^^*-  That  can't  harm  u..  ivTth^ 
vS^r^L  'V*"°**^-  Only  bear  with  me.-  Her 
voice  died  drowsily.     «  More  than  ever  I  love  yon  now." 

For  the  ;nstant  Clara  was  herself  again,  a.  in  their 
first  months  at  Chigmit.  ... 

.fpS*"  ''"Y^  ^"  '^*^^  breathing  chime  in  with  the 

harbLTar^' '-"  ^'^  ^•'*-*-  -- «'  -^0- 

He  sank  back.    His  cup  was  full  tonight! 

IT 

h.S^"^^T^^«^^  **"*  **'  ""^*^^"«  «^0"<J»  alternately 
bathed  and  darkened  the  tent  walls,  with  pulsing  shift, 
as  of  bright  hope  and  black  despair.  Prom  the  horse 
tent  he  heard  the  revolving  munch  of  jaws,  whine,  of 
the  dream-weary  wolf-dogs. 

„..«?*  ^f  lay  wakeful,  triumphant,  fuD  at  last  on  hi. 
mettle,  through  Clara's  avowal,  and  this  mastery  of 
Uleven.     He  had  re-won  his  grasp  upon  the  life  of  the 
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waderneit.  Though  they  were  on  the  wrong  couwe  — 
five  hving  atoms  gulfed  in  a  life-mocking  vatt  — they 
would  make  the  trip,  all  of  them. 

Hii  mind  ran  backward.    The  goad  of  travel  had 
effacwl  aU  show  of  affection  between  any  of  them, 
cooled  even  their  hot  dreams  of  gold.    A  helpful  solici- 
tude at  performing  camp  tasks  in  common  had  followed 
the  exuberance  of  starting  from  Chigmit.     This  subsid- 
ing, there  had  come  to  the  fore  r.peUent  traits,  small 
perversities,  which  each  had  controUed  after  an  explo- 
sion or  two  — toward  one  for  shirking,  another  for 
wasting  milk  or  bacon-rind;  until  thej  had  traveled  re- 
pressed and  self-dependent,  awed  by  the  grimness  of 
their  quest,  the  best  and  worst  in  all  hidden,  well  in 
hand.     What  feUowship  grew  sprang  from  such  cover, 
and  so  far  had  revealed  itself  only  individuaUy,  fur- 
tively, in  a  quiet  tolerance,  in  dumb  respect  and  admira- 
tion for  small  self-denials. 

But  the  future.    Did  not  their  several  passions  still 
lie  latent,  smouldering  the  more  vigorously  for  this  con- 
ceahnent  — whether  sordid  and  bodfly,  for  riches,  or 
his  own  creative  lust?    Would  they  not  be  intensified, 
gather  power  like  a  dammed  torrent,  in  the  grind  of 
the  trail;  to  be  unleashed  by  its  ever^galling  of  ego 
upon  ego,  so  that  fists  might  answer  a  trivial  word,  the 
honest  lie,  the  strong  cave  in,  the  brave  be  cowards? 
Yes !    But  as  often  then  whoever  nagged  would  forbear, 
the  selfish  immolate  themselves.     AH  thirsts,  the  petty 
and  transcendent  alike,  would  draw  into  the  same  focus. 
To  judge  each  justly  was  the  task  — the  charge  of  his 
manhood   and  proof  of  leadership  —  in   curbing  any 
quarrel,  whether  it  involved  his  own  perpetuity  and  a 
woman's  honour,  or  only  the  madness  of  fatigue  and 
hunger.    And  though  he  himself  might  rave,  beset  by 
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«U«r  crid.  (d..th  iJ,,,.  l„M  „  u„  J,    y 

In  hi.  h«rf,,  but  tonight  hi.  larger  f.ift  W  in  th. 

N^rl"^.,-  ^"""^^  ^"'*  "<»  ■•»  •n.nip^t.nt 
blj»r'K*??"/  "".'"  *'  «°«^  She  h«i  b.fflrf  him 
Wore,  but  h«i  not  .h.  then  been  but  making  hi.7„*i" 

mtut    V!»n_  _v        ™°'  '^"*<'  •»  M  Mlflth  when  you 
muat.  kindly  when  you  can?    Thu.  he  had  been  by 

«dtni  lif bv  ^J-"?  7'""  "'"'y  •"  «"••  *^ 

J      «y  to  We,  by  which  aO  men  must  gain  their  me^ 

^Z'i'  T  T.  t'  •■'  ■»'«^*^  "^ » t^^ 

wwlom  of  chanty  and  hardne..!) 

G^.  thought,  ran  on.  How  the  reali«e,  of  living 
cheated  hope,  and  fear.  Jikel  But  Nature  and  thf 
™..cle.r«l  the  brain,  gave  wing,  to  ..pi^X^ough 

«M«.  trLrlTC"-  ™'^''"«  *•"••     How  the 
»«ent.e..  trail  confuted  uaue.  which  before  rtartinir 

W  ..emed  mu.t  be  vital,  and  thru.t  forward  the  Z 

-n«  had  obscured  in  G«I  hi,  aim  to  «ge„er"e  ArW 
M.«whJe  that  problem  had  .olved  itsdf.  though  t^ 
I«nd  ,  potency.  Lena  wa.  the  ideal  trail-mate  iZ,.^ 
«d  restrained,  lowing  „«,e  „f  her  tke    qS 

perhap..  Not  once  had  she  been  abject  or  paSn 
1  ,":  f"^  '•^  "'  intolerances.  compIaMug  " 
d«c<«tented.  And  though  in  the  pas!  she  had^fver 
been  pl«ible  to  G^  and  h.  fdt  that  he  h«I  ^rf 


!» 
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now  the  force  to  nik  her,  be  heuUted  to  do  to.  For 
long  the  thought,  de«d  though  it  wm  tonight,  hud 
haunted  him,  urouMd  by  CUra'i  Tag«ries:  Himsdl 
and  Arlene  together  in  the  end,  where  thej  had  started 
two  jean  ago,  wrecked  by  existence. 

Never!  That  could  not  be  the  North's  S(.]i:*ion,  Iht 
reward  of  the  Youngest  World,  their  ▼erdict,  i.x  hkc 
wisdom  that  inscrutable  Nature  had  given  I.im,  for  so 
doggedly  clinging  to  his  dreams.  .  .  .  Poor  L.nu! 
Whatever  her  regeneration,  she  nurtumd  no  ':parli  oi 
unending  life;  she  really  was  at  war  with  Natn.  -,  r^lo.j 
ends  — as  the  final  whiter  of  life  and  deat  i,  iSo'^r 
"  right  *»  and  "  wrong  »•—  so  distant  and  brootluig.  yet 
were  ever  logical  and  just 

Life  as  Nature  proclaimed  it  — naked  anJ  iade- 
structible  —  was  the  all  in  all  Gail  yearned  for.  That 
was  his  greater,  final  goal,  summed  by  aU  his  thirsts  and 
Clara's;  by  Love,  whether  veiled  in  her  indomitable  pas- 
sion, or  the  flower  of  his  creative  instinct.  It  was  Life, 
the  magic  of  the  spheres.  .  .  . 

He  lay  cahn  and  wakeful,  into  the  icy  glow  of  dawn. 
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Thw  did  not  km  their  horses  the  next  day     After  * 

«ml  lo  ♦K     th«  /led',  Bleven,  subdued  and  Laggard, 
came  to  them  and  sat  on  the  folded  tents.  *^    ' 

«  R„fS  "f      *5f°  "'-^^  y°"'  ^^^  "«on»/*  he  said 
But  how  long  d'jou  think  these  bales'U  last?" 
Condescension  coloured  hi.  submissiveness.  and  a  note 
of  ^truculence  hi.  hint  about  the  animals. 

m  ve  hit  the  stream  in  thi.  valley,  where  ifs  auiet 

iftat  ought  to  be  m  a  week  or  less.  Likely  the  ice'U 
to  '^rX'T  '^"^  ^^  ^*»  "^^^^  ^"*  time  :  th 

Dead-0  spat  confirmingly,  and  it  was  decided  to  shoot 
the  cayuses  when  the  outfit  could  travel  through  th* 
Terra-cottas  on  the  tributary.  ^ 

"So  riding  behind  the  dogs,  now-"  began  Lena 
with  an  invoking  look  at  Gail.  *  * 

flJn!^?-"''"  *"'  S**'  °"  ^^"'  ^^^^•"  »Poke  up  Pete, 
femg  his  eyes  on  Clara.     Relapsed  again  into  her  daze 

sky  stld  bv  r'"  L'  "^'  ,r^  ^°*"  *^^  P*^«  ^°^«t 
Sky,  stilled  by  the  sudden  cold  and  yet  ungilded  by  the 

Bleven  swung  his  back  upon  them;  rose,  and  walking 
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to  the  drift  in  which  they  had  stuck  their  gnowshoes 
upiight,  fuddled  with  his  thongs.  Gail  and  Scannon, 
to  make  the  cache  for  the  return,  lopped  the  Umbs  from 
a  spruce;  hung  beans,  flour,  bacon,  the  rest  of  the  sugar 
in  its  top.  Then,  twisting  on  their  webbed  shoes,  they 
resumed  the  march  in  the  order  of  the  day  before. 
InstanUy  each  breathed  a  white  rime  upon  the  fur  col- 
lar of  his  parka.  The  horses,  ever  wrapped  in  moist 
clouds,  became  caparisoned  with  glistening  needles. 

They  struck  down  among  a  horde  of  symmetrical, 
steep  terraces,  and  reached  the  river  that  afternoon, 
under  heavens  all  dark  azure  upon  the  horizon,  but  a 
dusky  pink  above.  It  was  a  raging  glacial  torrent, 
and  ten  days  passed  before  the  chaotic  rim-ice  locked 
across  the  steaming  vein  of  water,  or  smothered  its  im- 
mense, ice-hummocked  boulders. 


In  that  time,  struggling  up  and  down  sheer  scarps, 
through  the  snow-choked  wiUows  of  slues,  half  rations 
and  the  blighting  cold  incessantly  thinned  the  armour 
of  their  will  and  self-restraint.  The  cords  of  each  face 
stood  out,  distorted,  under  its  bronze  snow-bum  which 
the  frost  no  longer  crimsoned,  but  now  blotched  with 
pallid  spots,  as  if  the  skin  were  peeling.  The  irrita- 
tion at  trivialities  of  person  and  habit,  that  the  fight 
across  the  Tordrillons  had  eclipsed,  reharassed  them 
acutely.  Halting  to  chew  their  frozen  bread  and  beans 
at  noon,  tottering  stiff-legged  and  aching  to  pitch  camp 
at  night,  they  succumbed  to  dejected,  spiritless  silences. 

After  Eleven's  bursts  of  speed  ahead,  when  he  feU 
back  quickly  tuckered  (in  the  way  of  athletes  not  daz- 
zled by  competition),  Pete  would  taunt  him  for  lack  of 
nerve,  and  break  the  loyalty  of  partnership  by  telling 
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Gaa  how  Porry  had  "  welched  •'  on  hike.  !„  »),,  e- 
De«l-0-,  gorging  u.  _;„  with  °  ob«'r  tuZZ 
ZtC  W.  teeth  .„  edge,  it  worri^Vfflg' 

proving  to  Gail  how  the  trail  at  itrbitlrL       T 
paradox  of  life.  bitterest  makes  a 

Likewise,  Eleven  seemed  insensitive  to  m;««. 

strapped  outside  the  htS  f  »  ,'^Y  '^^  ^^^  °'^^^' 
the  train  to  shifl  ht  M  tt''u  ^""^^^  ^"^  ^°"W  halt 
In  the  tent  wthh^!^?  ^""^^  '^^  '°'  *^«  '^d  toque. 

extra  weigh  was  ?  drll^  ?''^  ""  ^'^^^  ^^'^t  «"-h 
spelling  disaster  tI  *  Ti,*^'!f  P^*'^"'  "^^^^^  ^« 
team^  »,r  ?j  T^°"«^  ^"  desolate  hours  with  the 
teams,  he   would  plot  means  of  «Iosimr'»  ihl  V 

But  Gail  best  controlled  himsolf  .'»  ♦!,•  i 
which  .a  centred  u^n  the'^hfLS  tl*,STZ«' 
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skirted  clocest  to  the  brealdaf  point.  For  a  week 
after  the  sugar  had  been  cached,  he  made  a  show  of 
refusing  to  drink  any  tea.  Gail  stocked  the  grub-box 
for  the  day  after  breakfast  every  morning,  and  had  de- 
tailed Lena,  as  cook,  to  divide  the  bread  and  bacon,  fill 
the  rups  at  meals.  With  all  staring  avidly  at  her,  a 
protesting  murmur  seldom  failed  to  escape  Dead-0, 
or  even  the  mute-eyed  Clara.  Gail  read  in  their  set 
and  glittering  pupils  the  lurking  suspicion  that  Arlene 
ate  on  the  sly,  which  indeed  her  manner  of  aloofness 
then  confirmed.  Bleven  scanned  her  venomously,  his 
thin  lips  twitching,  as  if  he  were  counting  the  beans  on 
each  plate.  Gail  would  shudder  with  inklings  of  the 
bestial  thoughts  that  rise  under  the  thrall  of  hunger, 
which  he  felt  were  surging  through  the  poor  man*s 
brain.  Bleven  seemed  ever  battling  for  the  elusive  best 
in  him,  at  the  verge  of  some  inhuman,  flaring  charge. 
And  yet  he  made  none  as  the  unstable  days  succeeded. 
Gail  counted  them,  one  by  one,  as  steadying  his  own 
dominance,  and  came  to  think  that  he  saw  through  his 
own  disordered  thoughts  the  glimmering  light  of  an 
achievement  in  governing  men  so  desperate. 


The  Terra-cctta  Peaks  had  long  nicked  the  horison, 
a  diadem  of  ochre  pinnacles,  all  but  clear  of  snow, 
against  the  diaphanous  blue  of  the  rigid  winter  iky. 

Not  having  the  dogs  hitched,  Clara  traveled  less  with 
Bleven,  who  continued  now  petulant,  now  blatant. 
And  he  seemed  soon  to  evince  a  cunning  toward  her. 
He  made  a  mystery  of  their  association,  pretended  to  a 
hidden  intimacy,  and  was  openly  solicitous  about  her 
health  and  dress.  Yet  she  responded  to  him  no  more 
than  formerly.     Thus  Gail  divined  that  Bleven,  hav- 
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i«  Tn'Z  ^"^Vu   '"'''  ^''  ™*»*^^  «'  the  outfit, 
was  m  his  roundabout,  insidious  w nv    bv  vpn^-Aii 

t««.c  and  ndent  be,«,d  «,y  ,urmi«,  .hatlerin,  S! 

on  the  .led  drawn  bj  the  grey  gelding  ceased  It  iTh 
c«n.e  t.  a  .top  in  a  dense  tWcket  of  aldi?  GaU  1^ 
through  them     W  voice,  caught  hi.  ear.     W^ 

^"'"■""^rs  ^V""' ""'  ««■•"""«"• 

tweenTlSj  '  '  .  *f  "''°''  P'-^^  »  «•«  ««>>»,  be- 
tween thoK.  reprced  .Uence.  imposed  hj  the  wear  of 
P««onahbe.  and  work-.-day  d.m,\iae  irtU 
connnonph^  „„,  p„,^  ,^  ^  «  ^h.n 

^^S'tte'^ectrt  T  -^^  "'°  '™^  "  ""-"^ 
Sh.™  .„rr  °'  '^'""'  """^'''y-  »'•  hallucination. 
^  since  .uch  tme.  alone  cast  a  searching  vision  into 
W^  Gail  sharpened  his  ears,  guiltles.Iv. 

tioff  "*'    """*'''    *'   ^''•'»    ""wering   que.- 

se  .  got  so  conscience  hi  anything." 

th.  !!^  '^"f  T  "'""^  ''J'  "■=  '""  ««».  cappina 

..  ??  ?   "f  f  f  "•  """"»«  ««  Tordrillon  pass. 
It  doe.n>t.     I  don't  give  a  hoot,  and  don't  want  a 
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eonscience,  or  to  care  fop  anyone.'*    Yet  in  Bleren't 
bravado  there  lurked  a  faltering. 

"  Well,  before  we  quit  I'm  going  to  make  you  care," 
the  woman  retorted  strongly,  "  and  about  me,  Perry, 
as  I  have  for  you  — but  only  since  this  hike  began. 
Then  I'U  make  a  dean  breast,  but  meanwhile  I'm  mum 
to  everyone.  D'you  think  I'd  give  myself  away  while 
you're  making  this  play  to  his  Clara?  I  like  you  more 
than  it's  ever  been  in  my  nature  to  favour  anyone  be- 
fore," she  flashed,  resentfully,  and  Gail  winced  at  this 
echo  of  her  old  self.  «  Oh,  I  could  teU  you  things  — 
and  about  this  Clara." 

Gail  bristled  with  a  hot  bewilderment  So  the  two 
women  shared  confidences.  Often  seeing  them  together, 
he  had  long  suspected  that.  But  the  sled,  jangling  on 
again,  drowned  the  dialogue,  so  that  Gail,  briskly  creep- 
ing up  invisible  behind  the  load,  only  heard  Eleven  say, 

"  I  know  I'm  not  the  ace  for  the  trail  that  I  pretend 
to  be.    But  Thain's  the  last  man  I'd  admit  it  to." 

"  It's  no  more  use  your  hiding  that  from  him  than  to 
think  you've  got  a  show  with  Qara.  She  and  Gail  — 
that  pair! "  Lena  sighed  with  a  direct,  astounding  ad- 
miration. "They're  folks  to  look  up  to.  Bucking 
this  winter  trail  has  taught  me  a  lot  of  respect  for 
things  I  used  to  scoff  at,  and  they  set  the  pace.  I  wish 
you'd  only  see  things  with  their  eyes,  too." 

"  That's  the  line  of  talk  his  Clara  gives  me,"  cyn- 
ically put  in  Bleven,  shamelessly,  "every  time  I  tell 
her  how  she's  hipped  me." 

Gail's  heart  had  at  once  leaped  and  blackened;  the 
first  at  this  proof  of  his  beloved's  effort  to  redeem  the 
man,  the  second  in  that  Clara  was  alert  with  others 
while  ever  glum  and  obsessed  toward  himself.  He 
curbed  the  mad  impulse  to  confront  and  accuse  Bleven. 
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,-nJ*.T"l*»*^»r  "\*"  '*"'  ■**'*^  y°»  "d  ™e  drift- 
ing apart,"  Bleven  charged,  conUnuing.  «  was  the  slant 
you  had  for  Thain  at  first." 

"That's  all  over.     O-a  was  something  to  me  once 

It  was  half  m  sentmient,  half  in  a  jealousy  of  Clara  I 
found  I  cou^d  hide.     The,,  used  to  be  something  s/or- 

Brt'lTolrv'^l,"  ?,'T?*'*  "'  "^  callous  l^atui.. 

^llw      ^^    r  ^*'^*  "  «^^^°  ™«  °«^  «y«  toward 
everjthmg,  hke  I  want  you  to  have." 

Ever  and  again,  this  earnest  of  the  upUfting  maiesty 
in  the  Youngest  World!  majesty 

"It's  changed  Gail,  'too,"  she  went  on.     « I  never 
used  to  give  him  credit  for  his  wild  ideas.     But  there's 

Sh."  J'"''^/  ^'"^^'  *™*^'  ^"  «°™«  of  them." 
She    paus^    suddenly.     "Clara's    the    finest    woman 

iol  r  "'^*  ^^'  ^'^^  ^"  ^°"^*^  »"d  troubles, 
worse  tiian  any  man  could  suspect.  I've  promised-: 
1  d  most  give  my  hfe  —  to  help  her." 

trntriV^"?"'*  *"*^  *^.*  «"'*''  ^^  misdoubts,  for  all  the 
trust  and  reticence  which  Clara  had  urged  on  that 
fin.  mght  in  the  valley,  flooded  Gail's  bosom.  For  a 
while  neither  voice  ahead  sounded.  Above  the  tinnv 
monotony  of  the  horsebells,  he  heard  the  metal  ringT 
the  stock  of  BWs  30-30  rifle  clink  now  and  then 

Let  me  tell  you  why  I  used  to  be  so  hateful,"  spoke 
up  Lena  soon.  "And  it  was  Ckra  showed  me  how 
wrong  I  was  from  the  very  bottom." 

ni^f^f  *r^*i  f  '**  "^'"P^^y  ^^  ^'^  leaned  to  one 
side  of  the  sled  to  see  them.  Lena  was  muttering  into 
Bleven's  ean  Why?  They  were  unaware  of  GaU'. 
presence.  Once  Bleven  started  back  impatiently  on 
his  always  out-bent  knees.  He  turned  his  side-face 
and  Gail  withdrew  disdainfully  at  sight  of  the  man'J 
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^  lip.  and  low-set  dimple,  .et  tight  with  a  .ardonic 
gnn.    Finally  — 

.  "^f'Jjj^^"''*"  «*P^  '^°''^    **I'  I  thouAt  you 
weren't  kidding  me!  "  ^ 

1,  J.?"*  i^*"  T  ^  '**''*  ^"*^"'*'  "h^  exclaimed,  un- 
heeding,    even  though  the  body  is  unfit." 

^But  Bleven  had  broken  into  a  resounding,  raucou. 

Jll  *!"/**?!  '**•  « °  ^''^ghing  matter  about  me,»»  ahe 
cned,  stridently.     "Take  that  ...  and  that.  .  .  .» 

CaJ  heard  the  unpact  of  a  mittened  fist.  A  dash  of 
•now  powder  spurted  above  the  sled  load,  and  he  saw 
Ble.en  runnmg  forward  from  her,  as  if  he  were  just 
regammg  his  feet  •* 

Lena  had  struck  at  him. 

tJ^l^  *7*u^*^  ?^i^^  *^**  boundary  between  the 
teviaJ  and  the  vjUI,  the  bestial  and  the  ideal,  laughter 
and  tragedy.  Always  a  hair  divided  triumph  fron 
oMtvjon.     To   k^p   one's  head,   only   to  keep   oie" 

^.f^^f.^  tolerance,  that  as  their  leader  he  had 
not  curbed  them,  GaU  started  ahead  after  Bleven.    He 

r."^  V  *^  ^T^  ^^P*^  «^  ^--''^  »^'«t  might 
be  contrition  for  her  barrenness;  and  he  hated  Bleven 

for  his  slur.     At  length  Gail  found  him  with  the  lead 

team.    Fagged  from  the  dash  at  breaking  trail,  Bleven 

was  leamng  panting  on  his  rifle,  and  at  si^t  of  Gail 

protested  m  a  strained,  guilty  tone, 

thrl'S^fV'"!? ^*^'^  .°"*'  ^°  ^°"^  Y°»  *'y  h««king 
through  these  hummocks  yourself.** 

A  pitiful  look  on  his  drawn,  ever  rather  contemptu- 

■Lena  was  right,  too.  .  .  .'» 
"Look  here,  Bleven.     You  got  to  quit  talking  to 
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but  b^^  "rr  '^p^« "«« w -?o ""  "'"• 

^Miy.       You  don't  uaderitand  tout  woman     BfcT 
got  too  nice  a  .treak  for  you  "       ■'°"  "'""*"•    She'i 

counf.yT'pe'^  ai^t'?'^  1«  c«,  hang  ..  i.  ,y. 
look  up  to,"  he  mumM^*^^.u  .u"™  '  ''™«  •«"«  to 

q»it«i  eve.  thi.  blufteS.,  ™i'  .^"^  *'  '^■"'  «" 

with'^H;:?»*^™sr;^::i's°^''«^.-cou..ct 

ing  of  love,  if  ,o„  ev„  felt  ft  »  ^''  "^  "°"'- 

^I-a^inthee„d.iaBleven.n»d..man.     That  wa. 

"S:/^^^^  "-rtr  tS«r;t: 

Gail  strove  to  nuan^u  u*  i  ''^'     ^"t 

confe,  J  h.UreTh^w"'*"'  ''^r"™*  that  her 

p.ctto1e,Sl"  ™  '"""'*^  *"•*  "■'Ft  «-" 

"I  warned  you."    GaU  gritted  hi.  teeth,  dapping 
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the  holster  at  his  waist.     "Don't  you  sneer  me  into 
winging  you.** 

"HeU!    Can't  I  shoot,  too?**    And  Eleven  rattled 
the  ring  on  his  rifle  butt. 

TTjeir  gaze  met,  but  the  threat  was  as  shallow  as  the 
flre  in  Perry*s  greenish  eyes.  His  vanity  of  leadership 
broken  in  their  first  clash,  the  fight  in  him  was  defensive 
purely.  Yet  always  the  gruelling  ordeal  of  the  trail, 
the  stress  of  controlling  these  maundering  partners, 
made  Gail  less  sure  of  himself,  and  thinned  the  wall  be- 
tween the  evanescent  and  the  profound,  made  the  equi- 
librium of  life  ever  less  stable  in  the  heightened  and 
deluding  surge  of  his  introspections. 

"  You  don't  mean  that.  Perry,"  (thus  for  the  first 
time,  instinctively)  averred  GaiL  "If  you  don't  like 
how  I'm  running  this  outfit,  you  can  back-trail  any  day 
you're  a-mind  to." 

**0-ho!  You  talk  of  quitting,  eh?"  cut  in  Eleven, 
satirically.  «  You,  no  one  else,  has  squealed.  A  man 
that  hollers  so  on  a  trip  like  this  accuses  himself  of  any- 
thing. He'd  be  the  one  that's  been  pilfering  from  the 
grub-box  nights." 

At  hist,  the  expected  charges  of  treachery.  The 
prime  thought  shook  Gail  that,  since  he  was  certain  that 
Eleven  would  be  the  first  to  « lay  down  "  and  steal  at  a 
crisis,  the  man  was  deceivingly  preparing  his  role  for 
that,  hlufBng  to  cover  his  tracks  to  the  food. 

"We  haven't  missed  any  grub,"  said  Gail,  with  a 
strange  solemnity. 
The  other  gave  a  hollow  laugh.    **  No,  you  haven't." 
^ "  You  meant  me,  then,"  cried  Gail,  breathless,  whip- 
ping his  hand  again  to  the  automatic.     "  Eat  that  lie ! " 
But  Eleven's  wild  stare  wilted.     And  Gail  had  ex- 
pected him  to  fly  off  the  handle  I 
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And  a,  d«fl  ^tt^S".         """  «**  •"'  •'  *^ 

neels.  Always  the  two  were  toffether  Sh*  K-^  •  i  j 
tte  outfit  f„.  Wund.  .I.vi.hI,rSn/Mlr^ 
foraging  dog,  who  Kerned  to  move  heavilv  I^/l-l 

.^f;?5;i-CSLro, ^-o4f^ 

which  dM  had  pleaded  .ilence.     But  the  wish  ZC!S 
-rtk  .  «n«  of  «„.  tie  between  her™d  tt?":f" 
^eir  UMwervuig  aUegi.„ce  mingled  in  him  LtZ 
and  hopefuhe,..     And  whenever  GaU  wa,  with  Cl^- 

ml  r  !?';;:•'''  '■"«"  <•"<""■'»  ™p<»™a  ilw : 

5?ri^Lsrr„Xd^h^^^^^^ 

nor  compJaimng  in  her  miraculous  stamina.  ^^ 

No!     Clara's  loyalty  had  been  but  steeled      Bath 

mdurated  for  its  beneficent  ends. 
"  Sot  a  whwig-Ieatherf  »  suddenly  Pete's  bass  voice 

T'dotr  *'  •■""■'"'''  "^  "Heaven  hdp  TiJ 
the  dog-traces  u  u  rotten  as  our  harnesses."  A„d 
Gad  turned  bad:  to  help  him  lash  a  torn  girth,  a,  tt. 
other  team,  tinkled  onward.     "The  iogg^T^. 
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kutlied  uiictioo,  '»"'»<>".  fc.  ««d  with  . 

chawed  into."  ^  ''^*"    ^'^^  •to'^ed  wa»n»t 

«Srh'!!^^!'"?^"    Gail  frowned. 
The  hell,  no!    It's  him  I  susnect      Ti.-    •    • 
teM  you  I  ain't  anj  longer  watchT^;i,        '  "  J***  *° 
to -particular  rf,e  th^f„.I  ?  *^*  '^'"^^  ^  «»ed 

"Arlene?"  "*«"  "*  *^"t  -pitting." 

G^'JeUw    '*•     ^*  *h«*- other.." 

Oar.  in  her  unhin«d  ^l  -i,     »   "  '""'  P'«  '"»■ 
yonder.    Th.«Tf^^'' ''"''' P'«««<M«4  "t.,1 

th-t  bitch.  G«l     SM  be  thf*/??*^    ^"''='' 
A.  I»  pointed,  hi.  v..!Slj.^'  *f J  <"  -yet." 

tie  brown  ...re'.  .ore  Sr»  L^"  ^^"^  '"  *««' 
Throueh  th.  »l>.-.-  '    "°  ""  8"™. 

Oar.,  with  the  bl«  ^w  P"*  «.'°™^<f-  B'even. 

c<»ld  not  «.tr«-n  wJSTf^         *""•    °"«^'  ^e 

""ta  he  heard  BferoiThiiT  •'"'""«  "P  ""  *em. 

uieren  .  high  voice,  «^ui„r  with  feel- 
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torl^r^^*^^^*^'    ^*»  Cknm'tai  blind  cnuy 

h.tlST**']***  ^^^^'^  ^*"  ^"  ••"»  ^«  ^I'O"*^*  that 
he  wught  her  .dventurou.  laugh.    But  cert«Jy : 

Cw!"^*     ^*'",^"*''  *^'  """*•  y»"'<J  *»•*•  »«?'  came 
ful,  excruciatmg  pause  pressed  his  burning  vitals  into 

anr!!f  ^*  '''".  ***""*  ^"**>'  The  tottering  bal- 
ance  of  existence!  ...Hi.  proof  of  manhood,  of  mas- 
tery  over  the  Self,  now. 

rwf**'  -^S^i**"*?*  love-youVe  given  that  to  Lena." 
Ckracnedfiercelj.  "You  beast!  ...  Look -look! 
TTjat  cloud  --  she  stopped  dead  in  her  tracks,  her 
voice  breaking  with  the  bewUdennent  he  knew.  "Like 
•  whale',  fin.    It».  hung  there -just  so-for  days. 

.huddenng,  drenched  with  sweat.     The  bitch  began  to 
^imper.     Bleven  veered  onward,  aside,  into  the  dark 

Gaa  caught  her  in  his  arms.  She  yielded,  speechless. 
atiU  pointing  mto  the  white  spaces  on  highT  And 
yonder,  over  alders  opening  into  wider  reaches,  be- 
tween velvety  unreal  hiUs,  they  beheld  the  filmy  layers 
of  a  flat,  iridescent  nimbus,  shaped  like  the  dorsal  of 

aome  gigantic  ocean  mammal A  cloud!    In  the 

moment  all  his  hot  thirsts  and  loathing,  equally  with 
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the  paltry  routine  of  camp  and  mushing,  drew  into  th( 
remoteness  of  that  faint  and  icy  mist.  And  so  also 
to  the  throbbing  of  Clara's  heart,  vanished  this  cankei 
of  his  jealousy  toward  the  intriguing  Eleven.  Thus  al 
emotion,  deUrious,  petty,  soul-pervading,  might  los< 
contrast  and  perspective.  .  .  .  Must  this  keep  on,  un- 
til  defeat,  or  victory  through  his  beloved? 

They  were  emerging  into  new  regions.  Birches  cov- 
ered  the  strange  hiUs,  in  a  red-brown  fuzz,  and  their 
fretted  branches  caught  the  southern  glow  in  tiny,  sil- 
ver-yellow veins.  Soon  GaU  missed  the  elusive,  drum- 
mmg  undertone  of  the  river  through  its  broken  ice. 
Across  the  luminous  snow,  folding  away  into  clear  dis- 
tances, in  a  sort  of  dead  incandescence  like  a  floor  of 
pale  metal  cooling,  he  discerned  the  reaches  of  the  river, 
frozen  solid  straight  to  the  ruddy  spires  of  the  Terra- 
cottas. 

Tomorrow,  to  travel  with  the  dogs!  The  thick  gulp- 
ing of  the  beUs  began  to  clang  out  the  horses'  knell. 

IT 

A  shrill  whistle  from  Dead-0;  then,  "My  Gawd, 
bring  cartridges  enough! '»  shouted  with  a  drawling  ef- 
fort at  casualness,  shivered  the  limp  tent  walls,  to  sig^ 
nal  that  the  beasts  were  ready  in  their  last  corral. 

Pete  had  volunteered  to  build  it,  during  a  funereal 
breakfast.  Lena  had  offered  to  assist  him  but  he 
roughly  repudiated  any  help.  Gail  had  purposely 
stayed  in  the  tent,  apprehending  an  eruption  from 
Perry.  They  heard  the  crunch  of  the  old  man's  snow- 
shoes,  as  he  wound  a  rope  around  the  three  trees  picked 
close  by  for  the  slaughter;  but  Eleven,  deep  in  his  dun- 
nage bag,  pretended  an  unconcern,  while  Clara  sat  on 


un- 
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her  bedding,  staring  vacantly  at  the  douvh-box  over  the 
itove. 

It  was  eight  o'clock  as  they  issued  outside,  and  one 
star  stiU  swam  over  the  tinsel  sickle  of  the  moon.  First 
Gail,  then  Eleven,  Clara,  Lena,  they  ranged  themselves 

Behind,   slept   the   dusky  expanse  of  the  river;  be- 
fore, over  the  dead  and  greenish  snow,  the  timber  thick- 
ened against  a  bossed  cliff  of  porphyry.     The  three 
spruces  of  the  corral  made  a  triangle,  its  base,  hardly 
ten  yards  long,  fronting  them  and  not  thirty  away. 
The  horses  stood  with  their  heads  at  this  barrier  of  a 
half-dozen  rope  strands  — the  sorrel,  buckskin,  baldy, 
the  two  greys  and  the  mischievous  brown  mare,  who 
alone,  with  neck  arched  and  trembling,  spasmodicaDy 
rmgmg  her  beU,  betrayed  any  foreboding  of  doom, 
btarved  and  with  sunken  withers,  their  bones  stood  out 
sharp  and  gaunt;  the  ever-humid  rime  steamed  on  the 
shaggy  unkempt  coats.     It  had  penciUed  the  horizontal 
ovals  of  their  eyes  with  thick  crusts  of  whiteness,  which 
gave  them  the  fantastic  look  of  wearing  carnival  masks. 
OccasionaUy  m  the  tense  wait  a  head  dipped  to  the 
snow,  dehcately  rooted  a  snaky  track  on  its  surface, 
hckmg  up  a  last,  useless  drink. 

«  Dead-0 !  Cut  off  their  bells,**  suddenly  came  Elev- 
en s  cracked  voice,  "or  I  shan't  stand  it  whe^  they 
break  against  the  sides." 

Pete  had  appeared  with  an  arm  uplifted  from  behind 
the  left-hand  tree,  his  bristling  white  hair  haUess,  a 
sh^pish  stare  on  his  pocked  face,  now  Uke  parchment 
under  its  bluish  pits.  Still  panting  from  excitement 
and  the  work,  he  drew  his  knife  in  acquiescence.  Lena 
ttrode  forward  to  aid  him,  but  after  three  paces  sank 
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back  wnted  against  the  tent.     Clara  caught  her  breath 
as  each  bell  plopped  underfoot. 

GaU  raised  Eleven's  rifle,  as  Dead-0  joined  them. 
He  fired  first  at  the  sorrel,  aiming  between  the  ejes.  In- 
stantly the  air  was  choked  with  flying  snow,  and  it  was 
a  moment  before  he  saw  that  the  creature  had  fallen 
clean.  The  others,  kicking  in  a  mad  stampede,  charged 
against  the  ropes  with  the  blind  and  frenzied  terror  of 
horses  in  the  presence  of  their  dead.  The  dogs  broke 
into  instinctive  wails  and  yelps  in  their  tent,  but  above 
all  throbbed  the  piteous  whinnies  of  the  brown  mare. 

Gail  shot  again  —  at  the  bald-face.  He  also  fell; 
and  once  more  the  sickening  turmoil,  the  white  haze. 
Out  of  it  swam  scarlet  patches.  The  remaining  four 
stumbled  over  and  trod  upon  the  bodies,  callous  and 
reckless  in  their  vain,  all-blotting  fight  for  life.  Now 
and  then  sounded  the  sharp  thud  of  hoofs  striking  a 
buried  bell.  But  most  unseating  to  Gail's  mind  was 
Lena,  whom  he  would  have  taken  oath  would  face  the 
execution  without  wincing.  She  was  weeping  bitterly; 
and  Bleven,  whom  he  had  expected  to  collapse,  had  his 
green  eyes  bulging,  his  lower  jaw  protruded,  and  was 
breathing  out  and  upward  through  a  round  aper- 
ture in  his  lips,  as  if  seized  by  some  fierce,  sadistic 
thirst. 

The  dark  grey,  dappled  mare  surrendered  next.  She 
cowered  in  the  right-hand  comer.  Gail  felt  that  but 
for  the  clownish  rings  about  her  eyes  he  would  have 
flinched  at  their  heart-rending,  abject  appeal.  His 
arm  quivered  as  he  levelled  the  gun.  ...  He  had  only 
shot  through  her  neck.  With  her  brother  gelding,  she 
charged  against  a  rear  side  of  the  corraL  It  sagged 
with  a  ripping  noise,  but  the  desperate  animals  were 
innocent  of  making  a  concerted  breach.     Gail  laid  her 
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low  in  the  angle  by  the  rear  tree,  and  drew  a  bead  upon 
her  grey  mate  —  but  ineffectually. 

Clara  had  lun^d  forward  with  a  shriek,  seized  the 
rifle  from  his  hands,  and  fired  at  the  gelding.  He  feU. 
Gail  had  found  himself  trying  to  wrest  the  weapon  from 
her,  shoutmg  to  Pete  for  help.  Then,  lurching  into  the 
tent,  she  yielded  it  to  him;  and  starting  about  as  he 
recovered  himself,  Gafl  saw  Dead-O  leaLg  toZrl 
sick  on  the  snow.  *      '"-"i, 

ing  wildly  toward  the  rock  waU.  She  was  stalled  as 
safely  as  in  a  summer  mud-hole,  so  Gail  picked  off  old 
buck,  crouching  to  jump  and  foUow.     Then  — 

"  G«*  h«' !     Git  her !  »  yelled  Bleven,  striking  to  grab 
the  gun  from  him.     But  Gail  dodged,  and  fir«l  at  the 

n^^'l  *?  '"*  ^''  ^'^  "^  "^^'"P^y'  «^«  »  final, 
querubus  mterrogation.  All  was  over,  in  seven  shot, 
irom  the  magazine. 

The  silence  that  tore  Gail's  bosom  was  broken  only 
by  Petes  retching,  and  the  relentless  ululation  of  the 
hidden  dogs  Acrid  smoke  filled  his  nostrils,  the  reports 
'^.f  »t"^ned  on  his  ears;  the  forest,  the  prone  corpses 
with  their  straight,  stiff  legs  swam  in  his  sight.  Lena 
had  bound  a  red  bandanna  across  her  eyes,  and  was 
poping  for  the  tent  door  like  one  blind.  Bat  Bleven 
stood  beside  hmi,  rigid,  staring  with  mouth  pen,  spell- 
bound and  unsatiated.  *^ 

fill^ ^'"i't  ^^^^ n"'^'^  *^"  ''"**^-     The  deep  blue  sky. 
fiUed  with  long  coils  and  cues  of  immobile,  felty  clouds 

thflTti^  S^^^^  ^^^  "P°°  ^^'^  ^S^''     Suddenly 
the  chff  behind  the  ragged  ropes,  over  the  mute  chaos 

of  trampled  whiteness,  the  frost-stayed  springs  of  blood. 

began  to  glow.     The  immature  light  slanted  among  the 
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spruce-  in  shattered  rays  like  silver  quills  of  ice.  Tl 
rocks  there  shone  as  with  some  soft,  inner  light  such  i 
grows  magically  in  a  fairy  pantomime  when  a  scei 
dawns  behind  some  filmy  veil. 

Gail  caught  a  keen,  stifling,  horsey  smell.  It  nausi 
ated  him.  He  grasped  that  once  after  some  like  tra| 
edy  —  so  long  ago  he  could  not  remember  where  c 
when  —  he  had  wanted  to  eat  horse  flesh.  He  recalle 
his  outburst  to  Bleven  about  dead  humans;  thei 
numbed  by  the  leveling  incouRequence  of  all  zests  lately 
weak  or  consuming,  once  their  source  was  dimmed,  hi 
thoughts  poured  into  blankness,  and  he  shouted  to  brea 
camp. 

V 

The  slaughter  detached  the  past  like  some  clean 
cutting  sword;  and  with  it,  Gail's  faith  in  the  inspirii 
ing  North,  as  stirred  by  Lena's  reclamation,  her  uplifi 
ing  of  Bleven  and  his  gleams  of  an  honest  guilelessness 
Apathy  and  a  renewed  senfie  of  failure  cast  Guil  into  th 
vain  resource  of  exalting  the  Self  again.  Yet  he  knei 
that  a  new  vigour  and  optimism  might  as  haplessl; 
seize  them  all  again.  For  on  the  smooth  river,  the  fi 
and  willing  dogs  flattered  each  with  the  assurance  o 
covering  big  distances. 

Bleven,  always  subdued  now,  showed  a  plaintive  not 
in  his  moroseness.  Cowed  at  her  rebuff',  he  avoide< 
Clara ;  and  she,  although  separated  all  day  from  Klika 
who  led  the  six  dogs  of  the  larger  sled,  seemed  to  be  nt 
more  unbalanced.  But  Bleven's  insinuation  and  Pete'i 
charge  about  grub-stealing  ceaselessly  haunted  Gail 
Still,  watch  the  food  sacks  as  he  did,  and  constantlj 
check  up  their  contents,  he  found  no  trace  of  theft. 

At  first  all  hands  competed  to  drive  the  dogs.  Thei 
Perry  or  Pete  (a  silent  tolerance  of  Bleven  had  sue 
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ceeded  Scannon'.  open  fealty  to  Gail),  were  generaUy 

irnni    Jt'  '  U^J'"*.  '*"^^"»"'  ''^''^  "»<^J^»  bounded 

through  the  shaky  ice-field,  in  a  .lithering  thunder 
The  sled  ground  aero.,  bare  gravel  bars,  bumped  over 
rough   nm-,ce,   breaking  through  into   dry   caverns. 

and  Dead  o""T  T""''^  ^^'^^*  ^^^*  J"""^'" 
Sfes      hf;  V''Jr^'°'  ^"^^"«  *^^  plough-like  ban- 
and  «M  ^^-        l!^    hummocks    and    steep    sidebanks; 
and  at  loading  after  upsets,  the  dogs  tried  to  slip  their 
CO  ars,  and  sat  whimpering  as  they  chewed  the  snow- 
balls packed  ,n  their  feet.    Gail  ahead  with  Clara  beat 
down  any  high  floe  edges  with  the  axe;  Lena  would  lift 
he  forerunners  over  these,  as  the  restive,  wolfish  crea- 
tures snapped  half  m  play  at  her  hands,  and  she  echoed. 
Come  on  puppy,  puppy ! »    At  night  in  the  tent,  they 
braced  smuous  bodies,  scratching  their  paws  furiously 
on  some  rock  with  growls  of  reUef,  to  thaw  them  out. 
And  whoever  meted  each  his  one  dried  salmon,  poured 
out  the  steaming  heaps  of  rice,  stood  alert  to  quell  their 
ravenous  raids  on  one  another's  grub,  the  wrinkling  of 
upper  hps  from  great  eye-teeth,  as  they  flashed  in  swift, 
nesh-teanng,  yowling  fights. 

Yet  the  virus  of  fatigue  never  ceased  to  undermine 
their  masters'  bodies;  the  struggle  of  wiU  against  the 
pangs  of  hunger  to  demoralise,  while  seeming  insidiously 
to  drug,  their  minds.  After  a  numbing  day,  Bleven 
would  swear  that  they  had  come  twenty  miles:  a  vivid 
joy  seize  all.  But  Gail,  bursting  from  the  tent,  would 
call  that  the  peak  where  they  were  camped  was  the 
same  one  visible  close  to  their  last  halt  — and  return 
m  a  dumb  ferment.  They  had  lost  sense  of  time  and 
distance. 
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By  tunw  dulled  and  over-acute,  GaU  sought  a  refu 

in  external  form  and  colour.     That  sensitiveness 

them,  first  awakened  on  Mt  Lincoln,  re-possessed  hi 

He  found  himself  more  than  ever  deluded  that  he  wai 

tangible  part  of  the  wild  extravagance  of  winter  hu( 

Ever  motionless  in  one  quarter  of  the  sky,  lay  the  sai 

pale  clouds,  brick-red  or  orange,  like  silky  fuzz  spi 

against  depths  of  emerald  which  darkened  as  one  gaz 

there.     The  day  stretched  momentless  between  the  i 

stant  that  the  sun  peered  over  the  peaks  at  eleven  in  t 

morning,  and  vanished  into  the  same  wall  behind  at  tw 

It  never  shone  upon  rock  or  tree;  but  overlaid  the 

sterk  and  pearly  surfaces  with  a  rosiness  itself  a  pi, 

ment;  then  with  blazing  gold,  in  transparent,  sheetii 

armour,  which  accented  detail  and  shadow  as  with 

volatUe,  refracting  liquid,  into  light  so  cold  as  to  1 

fiery.     The  orb  loomed,  a  huge  vermilion  lamp  set  < 

some  hill,  before  a  shield  of  lacquered  brass.     Down  i 

the  river  gloom,  open  water  across  the  tongues  of  ben< 

showed   in   misty   spires   of  greenish   and  Jemon-co 

oured  threads;  and  as  the  air-hole  came  nearer,  thei 

were  dyed  crimson  and  azure,  like  the  fusing  salts  c 

some  strange  metal,  beneath  black  and  silken  rapius  thi 

eddied  fiercely  but  in  silence.     Anon  in  the  twilight  c 

three  o'clock,  the  world  turned  ashen.     Yet  streaks  t 

radiance,  in  phantom  delicate  cymars,  lingered  to  drap 

the  upper  spruces.    The  clouds  wore  into  thinner  shred 

The  snow,  like  some  translucent  feld-spar,  exhaled 

dead  and  pallid  scarlet  into  the  darkling  vault  of  star 

A  deeper,  more  searching  exasperation  replaced  Gail' 

pique  at  Eleven's  idiosyncrasies.    Gail  resented  that  thi 

type  of  the  West's  aimless,  selfish  plunderer  should  rea] 

the  wealth  from  his  cldorado.     Gail  credited  him  with  i 

baleful  cupidity,  foresaw  the  empire  of  the  North  owne< 
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ical  the  WM  T'  T  ™P'y  ""  *■■'  ■*«l»y.  iron- 

jcu  the  truth!    In  any  rtory,  Pete  would  have  Sven  . 
Klief  in  comedy  and  their  hunier  visit  th«n  wirt  j 

tte'^r'-  "**'""  -»■'"«  orToi""  Chi"':? 

he«?    m?""1;    *''"   """W   "'™''=    Why  :S  I 

.™rid:uML./iw'.^tt:^  ^■'"™'"-  '-«■^• 

«>f  not  of  them?    Nlttt  I^ke  W™h  d' •""■ 
re-made  him,  had  he  not  enterrf  tW,  ™.li"    •        ""« 

/.r  le,.  worthy  than  thev?     St^U    .?  \  J*",°™"^' 
vival  l.«  h.j      «    I     .  .y  "'  "  '»<'•'  day's  sui^ 

Above,  folded  the  Terra-cottas      Onl^  ti,      x  •       . 

Seirs4te^rdi:!-i:^-r™'^  "^^^^^ 

bends ;  7  ."Z'^„  ^^itn'^Ttf fl.'"""'  """^ 
It  throbbed  and  mutterfd  kuX  »ndt  tZ^^y"^' 
and  by  the  first  wect  in  Docil^f^  ^^  "o-^;f„r- 
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One  night  they  were  driven  thus  to  camp  carlj.  a 
day  they  had  continually  circled  the  traps  of  overfloi 
as  the  water,  so  deadly  in  that  cold,  was  caught  on  1 
surface  by  settling  areas,  and  spread  across  its  tl 
snow  like  seme  dark  and  furtive  cloud. 

After  supper,  they  lay  quiet  in  their  bags,  breathi 
fitfully,  too  weary  to  sleep.  E  \ch  had  turned  in  in  1 
day  moccasins,  the  women  without  undoing  their  ha 
The  bean-pot  hissed  on  the  dull  cherry  cube  of  t 
stove.  They  covered  their  noses  with  bedding,  to  c 
elude  the  tantalising  fumes.  From  her  post  closest  t 
stove,  Lena  now  and  then  dipped  a  cup  into  the  wat« 
bucket,  and  sitting  upright,  poured  it  upon  the  beai 
stilled  their  bubbling. 

Waking  suddenly,  Gail  grasped  that  he  had  doze 
The  others  had  fallen  off  to  sleep,  without  extinguis 
ing  the  lantern.  Hours  must  have  passed,  for  the  ( 
was  out  and  the  wick  burning.  On  reaching  to  turn 
down,  Gail  realised  that  he  had  been  aroused  by  a  mo\ 
ment  of  the  tent  wall,  although  the  night  was  windles 
He  rose  and  saw  that  the  fire  was  dead.  He  cast  I 
eyes  over  the  mounds  of  the  sleeping-bags,  each  with 
cap  of  frost  about  its  aperture.  The  moon  was  ft 
again,  and  the  tent  sides  gleamed  as  if  under  a  staj 
spotlight. 

The  kettle  of  beans  was  gone  from  the  stove.  Gail 
breath  left  him.  And  a  sleeping-bag  in  the  middle  i 
the  tent  was  flat  and  empty.  Confused  by  the  glai 
he  leaped  to  the  assumption  that  it  was  Eleven's. 

Bleven!  —  who  had  as  good  as  accused  him.  1 
throw  dust  in  his  eyes  —  hide  the  villainy  fated  for  oi 
like  him!  Gail  felt  the  hair  stiffen  along  his  temple 
and  ground  his  jaws  in  anger.  He  thrilled  mu 
derously   to  the  man's   trick.     Bleven  had   taken   tl 
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grub  outside  for  •  midnight  orgy.    One  could  not 

could  get  a  square  meal,  and  in  the  norning  avoid  sus- 
picion of  how  man  J  had  disappeared. 

his  bed.     In  the  open,  he  was  blinded  for  an  instant  hy 
^e  splendour  of  the  night.     The  forest  was  drenched 

12  f  !?"^""»  *^«  -*"P  <^^  -ley  was  so  black  it 
smothered  the  stars,  which  pierced  it  slowly  in  sap- 
phire  splashes.  Along  the  rufled  cliffs  va^.e  mi,?I 
weHed  sable  and  a  velvety  green.  And  not  Sitil  GaH 
had  been  staring  a  while  at  the  other  tent  did  he  see 
the  disc  of  a  candle  in  its  faint  yellow  stain  upon  the 
canvrs.  He  stole  forward,  inwardly  swearirg^t  the 
•teely,  membranous  sound  of  his  moccasins  on  the  crisn 
snow.  ^ 

his  gallopmg  heart  stood  still,  first  with  astonishment, 

finally  in  a  wild  perplexity. 

He  beheld  — not  Eleven  — but  Arlene' 

He  descried  the  furry  ring  of  dogs,  heads  up,  ears  for- 

ward,  somnolent-eyed,  as  if  just  aroused.     Lena  was 

kneehng  m  their  centre.    Her  back  to  Gail,  she  held  the 

The  candle,  melted  to  a  stone  close  by,  showed  the  cords 
of  her  gaunt  hand  that  grasped  the  big  spoon.  It  was 
ladehng  the  half-cooked  beans  out  onV  snow.  The 
blue  bitch  Klika  was  softly  wolfing  them  with  an  avid 
hunger  her  large  body  trembling.  But  with  the  food 
under  their  very  noses,  the  other  half-starved  beasts 
did  not  whimper  m  jealousy  or  emulation.     Thev  onlv 

fZtT  ?^f\V  ^{  ^^'^  ^y  ^ome  dumb,  brutish 

solidarity  inherent  m  the  heritage  of  their  wild  breed. 

bail  crouched  aghast  and  powerless.    Although  he 
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h*d  been  readj  to  kiU  wantonlj,  hii  Angers  eased  fn 
the  tngger  of  the  revolver.    It  stung  him  for  an 
stant  that  Arlene,  hearing  his  approach,  had  start 
*•  a  bluff  to  feed  the  animal;  but  the  woman's  intei 
ness,  the  dogs»  restraint,  their  attitude  as  if  at  soi 
expected,  customary  performance,  all  denied  that.     I 
■he,  after  all,  had  given  Klika  the  chunk  of  bacon  miss 
by  Dead-0.     And  then,  with  his  ever  haunting  sense 
Clara's  affection  for  the  dog,  Gail  recollected  out 
the  haze  of  the  past  weeks,  that  Lena  had  hinted 
sharing  some  secret  with  Clara.     Lena  had  promised 
help  her.     But  why  thus?     And  there  was  Dead-C 
warning  about  Klika. 

Was  it  a  charity  of  some  sort  that  Arlene  was  shoi 
»ng?  A  charity  that  of  itself  menaced  their  surviva 
And  yet  this  idea  began  to  smother  his  wrath.  In  the 
present  desperation,  the  loss  of  a  few  beans  cou] 
hardly  matter. 

GaU  dropped  the  flap.  He  stole  back  to  the  tent,  ini 
his  bag,  and  slept  until  morning  without  hearing  Leu 
return. 

The  granite-ware  kettle  was  back  on  the  stove.  N 
one  remarked  the  loss  of  any  beans,  or  lifted  accusin 
glances  from  them.  At  worst,  she  was  not  guilty  of  th 
trails  blackest  infamy:  Lena  had  not  stolen  for  hei 
self,  but  to  fortify  the  chief  dog  of  the  team  upo 
which  deliverance  rested.  Gail  was  even  about  to  dit 
miss  his  discovery  as  an  illusion  of  exhaustion  or 
dream,  when  at  breakfast  both  the  women  refused  to  ea 
their  share  out  of  the  pot. 

They  harnessed,  took  the  trail,  and  the  furious  dav 
on  which  the  river  again  and  again  flooded,  obliterate, 
these  worries,  and  once  Gail  found  himself  laughing  < 
httle  wildly  at  them.     Pete  was  caught  in  an  overflow 
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that  Boaked  hii  moccasint.     Carele*.  «f  ♦!..  j 

man  j:j       *     .     '"^"^***  '«««»  nibbed  on  snow:  vet  th» 
««  .t  b11"T  "•"'•  f*^'  "■  •»  •''»»W  '••"dot 

whining   aiJt'ti^Trtl.'rVf^'''  T" 
robbed  hi.  W-bitta  „«e  of  fcli^   MalJ^Z 

.cquie«int  '"*"'  """'  *'«''•  """"'■ft 

night,  Dead-0  poS  to  L  •""  f'""'''  "'  """P  "« 
.now  '.hat  ZZll^rr;^^'  '^J  ^f  '*" 
larger  than  thow  of  a  wolf  or  iL,  racks  "rere 

bear',,  ,et  not  unlike  aZ  ^'  """""  """  » 

de^7w  "T'k  ?'  """•'■"»'"  «<^'''™«'  Gaih     In- 
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"  Moving  on  our  back-trail,*'  said  Pete.  «  Scentinj 
old  buck's  and  baldy's  carcasses.  We  ought  to  string 
up  our  grub  tonight." 

But  they  took  no  such  precaution;  and  Gail,  dispell- 
ing a  fretful  sleep  toward  morning,  heard  a  hesitant 
crunching,  scratching  sound  outside  the  tent.  The  wall 
next  to  Clara's  body  began  to  belly  inward.  He 
caught  a  half  sniff,  half  sneeze. 

"  It's  them  —  our  friends,"  whispered  Pete,  as  if  he 
had  been  awake,  listening.  Their  appalled  glances  met. 
"  Don't  wake  the  girls." 

Bleven  lurched  upright  in  his  marmot-skin  bag. 
"Oh,  whistle  to  them.  Here,  doggy,  doggy,"  he 
broke  into  a  high  sing-song,  but  stared  at  the  ice-hung 
stove-hole,  inertly. 

"  Gimme  his  gun,"  breathed  Dead-0. 

Gail  had  grasped  the  automatic,  but  too  late.  Be- 
fore Pete  could  draw  the  rifle  on  the  bulging  canvas, 
a  squirming  mass  hurled  against  the  wall.  It  ripped 
and  parted,  as  if  an  avalanche  from  the  mountain  had 
struck  the  tent,  a  force  impalpable  and  yet  resist- 
less ;  an  out-coiling  of  gigantic  metallic  springs  —  warm, 
animal,  acrid.  Twin  black  heads,  wolfish  and  catlike, 
twirled  at  the  centre. 

The  revolver  was  knocked  from  Gail's  hand,  and  for 
an  instant  he  felt  that  he  was  fighting,  fists  bare,  the 
blinding  night  and  withering  cold.  Not  a  voice,  not  a 
cry;  and  then  the  lightning  assault  of  sinewy,  taut 
limbs.  He  smelt  fetid  breath,  the  sour  odor  of  fur. 
A  flash  of  yellow-white  teeth  shot  through  the  turmoil; 
of  crooked  and  tearing  claws,  burning,  blood-shot  eyes. 
He  heard  outraged  snarls  and  a  venomous,  throaty  gur- 
gling. Pete,  who  had  so  collapsed  at  the  horse-killing, 
was   wielding  the   rifle-stock;   the   once  blood-thirsty 
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Bleven  defended  himself,  whining  hystericaUy,  using  the 

r^L  *?»,  Ir  *^'  ^"*^-^«  "  *  ^^^^^'  Lena 
dashed  with  the  «e.  GaU  saw  Clara  fall  upon  and 
seize  the  automatic.  ^ 

Its  report  rang  out,  but  onlj  lashed  the  fury  of  the 
^^^.'^'^.^V'^f^ge.cej.this  ragetodigfing;; 
into  their  quivenng  flesh,  to  tear  and  blunt  and  kill  the 
pulpy  cords  of  nerve  and  muscle.     He  was  aware  of 
shmy  hps,  the  excessive  heat  within  upright  groins.     He 

h™Jrf  'Tf -P""^'  delirious -of  so  superlative  a 
brutality,  that  any  processes  of  mind  had  been  ripped 

He  was  fighting  for  the  Self —omnipotent! 

A  dark,  hairy  paw  tore  across  his  forehead.  He  felt 
a  fleshy  ripping,  but  no  pain.  Then  the  rifle-butt  in 
Pete  s  hands  chugged  and  bludgeoned  between  him  and 

He  awoke  and  staggered  upright,  a,  a  tide  of  yelps 
dosed  around  them.  Other,  friendly,  wooUy  forms 
wngg^ed  between  their  legs.  The  dogs  had  broken  from 
tteir  tent  and  joined  the  battle.  A  writhing  mound  of 
bodies  whipped  up  the  howling  tumult,  bowled  against 

riL  A  ?7l  T  *  ^""^  ^P^'*^  °^  embers -ter- 
nfied,  defeated  howls -and  the  two  fiends  bolted, 
•cutthng  off  into  the  up-river  darkness,  the  dogs 
•tampeding  after.  * 

"iVJ^.^'i^  J*"*  **"*  «"*"  cha'^   of  tobacco." 
cackkd  Pete,  "I'd  V  croaked  that  customer  for  ye" 

worsSp  "  ^^""^^  ^^^  ^'  '^''  swimming  with 

They  glared,  panting  and  speechless,  upon  the  chaos 

strewn  under  the  shredded,  sagging  tent:  torn  dunnage 

and   taipauhns,  grub,  dishes,   ashes,   gore,   and   flat- 
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tened  stove-pipe.  Lena  with  an  oath  hurled  down  the 
axe.  aara,  her  hair  streaming,  her  white  jersey  split 
up  the  back  and  splashed  with  crimson,  broke  into  a 
falsetto  laughter.  Bleven  had  sunk  on  his  moaning 
face.  Pete  collapsed  with  a  gasp  beside  him,  his  left 
cheek  and  neck  bleeding.  Gail  felt  a  tepid  trickling 
down  his  forehead,  and  touched  the  soggy  gash  there. 

Dizzily,  he  and  Lena  stamped  out  the  coals  un- 
quenched  by  the  snow,  gathered  the  food  from  the 
wreck,  propped  up  the  tent.  Wan  day  was  looming. 
Far  away  sounded  the  elated  cries  of  the  dogs,  at  last 
returning.  Close  by  a  faint  wail  responded,  from  the 
only  one  which  had  not  entered  the  fray. 

«Klika!»'  cried  Clara,  shouldering  toward  her 
through  the  tattered  tent  flap. 

As  Lena  lighted  the  stove,  GaU  peered  out  at  the 
homing  animals  bounding  back  in  triumph,  taUs  cir- 
cling, tongues  hanging  sideways.  Blood  smeared  them 
aU;  tufU  of  their  rumpled  fur  had  been  torn  out. 
Some  limped  on  three  legs,  and  the  white  Prince  held 
up  a  drooping  paw. 

"Bless  the  dumb  creatures!"  breathed  Pete,  hear- 
rng  them.     «  We'd  V  been  corpses  but  for  them." 

Bleven  stumbled,  sniveUing,  to  his  feet.  GaU  turned 
back  mto  the  tent. 

"Two  side  o'  bacon  gone,"  said  Pete.  "And  half 
that  sack  o'  flour —  the  next  to  our  last.  Be'n  all 
ground  into  the  snow.     The  tent's  no  use  now,  either." 

vn 

GaU  was  traveling  alone  behind  the  team,  over  a 
frozen  slue  back  from  the  river.  Bleven  was  driv- 
ing, Lena  and  Clara  breaking  trail  ahead.  The  blood 
kept   pouring,   freezing,   so   that  Gail   knocked   scar- 
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let  du.h  from  the  wound  along  his  solp.    He  bound 

w«  cSf^*  •««».•»  the  life-..pping  darknew  that 
was  Closing  m  upon  his  brain. 

G.?.Z^fr,w  t^  "°^^  "  « ■='"»?  »f  -alow.. 

^„ J^T     »*"  *■"'  ""^  *'VP'e  the  .led  out  of  a 
ehuek-hole.     But  at  a  caU  from  Eleven,  the  wome^ 

K>  front  of  Gad,  .purred  on  to  jrm  them.  * 

totti-rr"'^*^"/' *^*"  •  ^«»a-  wedt«,d 

tottenng,  he  rtarted  to  plunge  aco.,  the  intervenine 
tl^"::^  '"/'  yard.-when  Cara.  ™Zf 
W.nT-1^%''^"''.'"*'^  '"'■"•     Her  counteince  waf 

tStr  ™"'  "'f"  '"''  """•«•  "  ••«  •'""■ted, 

waving  her  arms  m  warning: 

«  Keep  away,  Gail !    I  -  your  Clara  -  say  this  ain't 
for  you  to  see  yet"  *"»»uii 

bribed  alarm.  But  immediately  this  fear  subsided, 
either  by  an  instinct  of  obedience  to  his  beloved,  or  in 
a  flood  of  fatigue  at  this  rare  chance  to  rest.     Pe  ° 

b3-  k'T  T"«^  '°''  ^'  J°^'  *h«y  had  seen  him 
Weeding  bacUy;  he  would  aid  them  when  summoned. 

v^ji  J  r  ,  "^"'"^  *^«*  watching  the  quartette 
huddled,  hushed,  by  the  animals,  who  sat  brac^  tensely 

had  detected  Lena.  AU  fed  an  immense  rising  column 
of  vapour,  and  presently  he  could  only  think!  «  The 
cold  -  the  cold.  How  the  tiniest  atom  of  life  spouts  a 
pyser  of  steam.     Surely  it's  never  been  so  cold."     Yet 

iirside'h;:  ntLt  ^  '^^"* '"'-'''''  °^  *^  -^''  ^-» 

After  a  while  he  heard  Clara  speaking  quietly,  as  if 
fully  aroused  in  all  her  lost  sanity.     She  was^ving 
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orders  in  her  old  vibrant,  compelling  tones.  It  was  the 
Clara  of  months  gone.  And  then  the  foreboding 
silence,  which  had  grown  somehow  expectant,  delectable, 
was  shattered  by  a  howl.  It  began  in  pain,  but  died 
away  in  relief  and  jubilation. 

Klika»s  voice.  Gail's  heart  stood  still.  The  other 
dogs  took  up  the  sound  in  a  weird,  exultant,  deafening 
chant. 

Arlene  was  on  her  feet  again.  Gail  arose,  staggered 
forward  a-flame. 

"Who's  hurt?"  he  yeUed,  gaping  at  the  clamour. 
"What's  up?" 

He  saw  the  stirring  bodies  of  the  team,  their  switch- 
ing, brushy  tails  and  clean  teeth. 

'\Klika!»  shouted  Lena.  "She's  had  a  litter  of 
pups  here ! " 

Gail  reeled,  but  caught  his  balance. 

He  beheld  Clara  rise,  lift  four  furry  objects,  one  by 
one,  into  her  soft  white  parka,  holding  it  out  like  an 
apron.  She  pressed  onward  and  vanished  among  the 
bright-stemmed  willows.  Gail  thought  that  he  heard 
her  laughing,  shouting  with  joy.  .  .  . 

From  her  direction,  seemed  to  spread  a  light,  dissolv- 
ing the  clouds  from  his  mind.  But  instantly  a  heavy 
shadow  darkened  it,  like  a  fog.  He  thrust  down  his 
legs,  running,  but  a  power  like  the  invisible  wind  of 
dreams  buffeted  him  from  reaching  his  partners.  The 
white  world  danced  dark,  cadaverous,  unreal  as  to  a 
sleep-walker. 

At  last  he  had  breasted  that  gusty  gap,  and  was 
standing  with  Lena,  Eleven,  and  Pete,  among  the  dogs. 
The  beasts  were  quiet  now,  their  sad  and  mournful,  trust- 
ing eyes  fixed  on  a  red  stain  in  the  trampled  snow. 
Klika  stood  braced  and  quivering,  whimpering  in  glad 
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httle  explosion,  although  her  tail  drooped.  A.  Lena 
held  her  from  dashing  after  Clara,  the  dog  s'obbered 
at  her  knee..  The  two  men  leveled  a  drawn.  pitwS 
glance  at  Gafl  began  hitching  „p  the  .leHnd  gS 
imagined  that  he  helped  them  to  hame..  Ihe  happy 

They  were  off  again,  going  swiftly.     Klika  pulled 

^ii^lt^ty":''''^'''''  ^  '''  ''^'  "^^^  ^^'  ^^^ 

nn^l^r^  w^  "^  ^'"^  ^''^^^S*  but  at  first  could 
not  make  out  their  words.     They  enunciated  between 

TnTsi-B^frr  ^^°"'  -'  '''^ '--  -'^  ^^^ 

.hP^^'^'^A  "'^^l  "°^^^'  ""^  *'"  '"'"^'^  *«>  understand - 
has  J'L^^'^Tf  ^-  "P°-  young  critters  that 
has  got  to  die.    My  heart  more  »n  hurts  for  Klika." 

^  Got  as  much  right  as  we  to  live,"  rasped  Bleven. 
.'TiZ?'^r  ^--    ^y  <«0  Clara  beat  it  on 

«  Wants  to  fondle  them  alone,"  cut  in  Lena.  «  You 
—  you  men  can't  understand.  But  if  they  do  die.  I 
won't  answer  for  her.     Watch  out." 

Pe Jry  ~^"'"  ^"^"^^^  "P°°  G'»^'»  «"«•     Then,  from 

inll^t\'  *"  '"•    .^°"  "'^  ^™  ^«^'  «^o««  solver- 
"AkingX^."''"'""'   ''^"''°°'   ""^   "^   ^^^-• 

pl^'«  J"'^'^"^^  •*"*  ^'^*»"'  '«'  "»'"  -tuttered 

w:«vthitZ^:;;ry^^^^^^^  ^^^ 

mi«l^  T^i''^  '''^''^^'  ^"  *  ''*""^*°»  gratitude,  to  thi. 
mirage  of  a  long-yeamed-for  brotherhood.    With  death 
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In  a  solemn  hush,  they  emerged  upon  the  river, 
middle  was  streaked  by  a  thread  of  sodden  snow,  \ 
mingled  overflow  of  days.  Steep,  jet-like  vails  thn 
outward,  a  mouth  of  darkness.  Clara  came  into  vi< 
£till  running,  with  arms  outstretched  over  the  burden 
her  parka.  The  ice  bent  to  the  ri|^t,  around  a  smoc 
clifl',  into  which  the  steaming  vein  of  seepage  ri 
There  open  water  fed  an  airy  fountain  of  mists,  tow( 
ing  in  elusive  curves.  Clara  skirted  it,  swinging  to  i 
right ;  but  the  dogs,  Bleven  being  unable  to  keep  abrej 
of  them,  and  goaded  by  the  excited  Klika,  held  a  straig 
course. 

They  plunged  into  the  swirling  air-hole,  to  an  age 
ised  chorus  from  human  throats. 

Gail  found  himself  with  Perry  at  the  sled.  It  hui 
balanced,  slanting  over  the  current,  one  runner  caug 
in  a  ruff  of  ice.  They  saw  the  foam  churned  up  by  t 
helpless,  bedraggled  brutes,  a-struggle  in  sputterii 
yowls,  ever  more  feebly.  Off  slid  the  top  of  the  loc 
load.  The  sled  toppled,  started  after.  Bleven  lung 
and  held  it;  then  Pete  and  Lena,  violently  pantin 
The  rotten  traces  pa  ted.     Sled  and  grub  were  safe. 

Clara,  ever  clinging  to  the  whelps,  was  dashing  ahe« 
along  the  edge  of  ice,  calling  Klika's  name.  She  w 
following  the  freed  mass  of  dogs,  so  rampantly  ali 
a  moment  back,  now  inert,  dancing  down  the  vaporoi 
mill-race. 

"  That  bitch,**  maundered  Lena,  at  the  brink.     "  Yc 
suppose  she  knew  her  pups  must  die  when  we  do? 
think  she  drowned  herself  a-purpose.     I*ve  heard  aboi 
animals  doing  that." 

Then  a  tide  like  night,  strangely  scintillant,  yet  pa 
liative,  descended  through  Gail's  head. 

He  fell  limp  and  leaden  to  the  ice. 
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of  ZV  ""  ""^«  *■»«'  ""d"  •  I"o» 

"The  traa  decides.     All's  over  now"  k.  .  -.j  . 
enunciate,  applied  at  his  resig^I  L'^'i  v^,,^"^  *» 
—  right.  .  .  .  Right! »»  °"* 

The  Self!     What  else  existed?     An^  «.  -j-       * 

unjust.     Obhteration  was  the  one  immortalness  — ff  7 
ure  the  ever-inefFable  bondage  of  the  spheres  "^' 

Thus  the  last  die  seemed  cast.  There  swe^t  thron.l. 
t^^:7T^'  ^f  ^''*  loCnTuneS^ 
vengeance      o        ^^^  '*°'^  ^^  "^"^'^^  «»^ 
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l^ory  of  the   North,   of  thii  predestinate   Younaei 
World!  ...  * 

"  Clara !  **  he  cried  in  anguish.    «  Clara!  ** 

Beside  him,  he  had  caught  sight  of  her  ermine,  roUe 
into  a  gleaming  baD.     It  fflled  him  with  shame  and 
self-abomination.    He  reviled  himself.    Had  he  foi 
gotten,  in  his  delirium,  facing  the  Apocalypse,  her- 
the  supernal  lodestar? 

A  warmth  penetrated  him  from  the  parka.  I 
stirred.  He  thought  that  he  heard  a  gentle  whininff  ii 
there  The  little  whelps!  He  gathered  the  bundl 
into  his  embrace. 

Then  twin,  tawny  eyes  floated  above  him  — Clara»i 
—  deep  and  distant  as  the  remote  scarf  of  stars.  He: 
oval  features  were  livid,  tremulous.  She  was  raisini 
Jus  body.  * 

"Drink.  You»ve  lost  blood,"  her  voice  throbbec 
bravely.     "  Keep  the  stiff  lip,  Gail." 

He  heard,  without  understanding;  but  he  put  hii 
mouth  to  the  cup  of  hot  flrur  and  water  that  she  hel(i 
to  u 

«Klika»s  pups,"  he  articulated,  raving.  "And  nol 
dead  yet" 

She  appeared  to  laugh,  but  he  hardly  heard. 

« I  suppose  they  must  die,  Gail,"  she  said  in  a  grave 
tone.  "But  I  won't  — we  shan't  .  .  .  We've  won  — 
the  future.  .  .  ." 

He  neither  heard  nor  understood  her  note  of  triumph. 
Yet  she  saw  his  steady  breathing,  and  compressing  her 
twitching  bloodless  lips,  smiUngly  went  on: 

"  I  got  Klika  and  myself  mixed.  That's  in  the  mad- 
ness keeps  a  woman  guessing  till  she's  sure.  And  I 
never  was  sure,  till  her  things  came  this  afternoon. 
That  broke  the  speU  of  my  delusions.     Klika  —  I  saw 
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r  —  rtt  „    .•       ,  .""  '°  """"•  <"  Mure  —  vou  and 

now.^"!  ""'  "'  '""'  «"■'•  •  •  •  rak«  -"-like  n.. 
hpr  T  I,.  J  XL  ®  *°  *"*  divmeness.     I  told 

glorify^  r^^r^:*  "'  *■•'■'  '■«'  -'  -ft  »  "«"t, 

"Hel-lo!- What? "he  moaned. 

The  wopM  .im  lay  f.,  beneath  hin,  inchoate,  .by.- 
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m^  Yet,  slowly  regaining  it,  he  felt  a  lust  for  Hft- 
Life  the  fecund  and  indestructible. 

His  arm  groped  forward,  seizing  Clara's  hand. 

"Can't  — can't  you  understand  her?"  tremuloush 
whispered  Perry,  the  once  craven  Bleven. 

''Reckon  I'd  better  reuse  his  scalp  amin?"  said 
Dead-0,  gently.  *^     " 

«?.r''^""^'"  *"  "«***'"  ®»»^  •^*'«^'  distinctly. 

Gail,  I'm  going  to  dig  down,"  chuckled  Clara,  « if 

death  doesn't  catch  us  before  he  comes.     Down  for 

moss  to  pack  him  in,  and  carry  him  on  my  back  — all- 

same-Siwash." 

She  leaned  and  kissed  h*^  upon  his  high,  gaunt 
cheek-bones,  his  crinkling  lips.  He  beheld  Perry's  eyes 
wet  and  sparkUng,  an  arm  drawn  about  Arlene,  who 
hid  her  head.  And  then  the  three  were  gazing  on  him 
with  that  brave  tenderness  which  had  been  his  on  the 
peak  with  Bob,  in  the  cave  with  Clara. 

At  last  the  verity,  slowly  permeating  his  lapsed  senses, 
had  pierced  him.  He  folded  Clara  to  his  body,  felt  her 
fuU  tissues  tighten,  maternally,  against  his  bosom. 

**  Just  God ! "  cried  Gail  into  the  night. 
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•taggeml  forward  m  an  atony  of  speech,  and  thouVhT 

turpd  d,™.  of  ,(r.ce,»«,t,  which  loomed  Mmol.   „ 
rf  ««  through  .  concrf  fc„,._.„d  vet^o  mo« 

For  the  «r.t  day  thereafter,  they  had  plumed  ahead 

tted.  Oara  .tole  out  alone  in  the  night  and  buried 
tt«r  mere  „cre.oent  ti„ue.  Mon.ing'^  it^S  .  f.^*:^ 
p.r^.e ;  through  the  .p«rtre  of  hi.  elftion.  G.a  .1^ 
at  oblmon  beckoning  them  aero,,  the  w.,te,      ntH. 

ng-tf ^tf\"1"r  •"  *"'  ^^  ^"^'-J™™- 
Z',»  I  .  :'  ""P'  **"'■■  "i^"'  ""«.  'he  ever 
"d  anon  broke  into  memorie,,  distorted  yet  irenchwt 
of  their  early  day.  together  -  on  the  sZari^^Xl: 
hn^  Unaware  of  it  her,elf,  the  old  candour  and  ral 
ery  tanpered  her  accent..  And  ju,t  a,  Bleven  now 
•tuck  clo,e  to  Lena,  ,„  CU™  .eldom  left  G«l.  whJ.  "tin 

477 


478      THE   YOUNOEST  WORLD 

weak  from  his  coUapie  and  the  wound,  remained  dumb. 
Clara  replaced  him  in  the  tireless,  goading  initiative  of 
camp  work.  Pete  dragged  himself  on  desperately,  with 
senseless  limbs,  far  in  the  rear. 

Except  at  instants  of  an  illusive  and  uncannj  keen- 
ness, Gail  even  began   to  doubt  the  accuracy  of  hit 
understanding  on  that  triumphant  night.     His  clarity 
of  mind  was  dulled,  even  in  the  raw  certainty  of  having 
won  his  personal  eternity  only  that  aU  must  be  blotted 
out.     And  his  partners  were  less  acute.     Eleven  com- 
plained no  more  of  his  frozen  nose,  although  he  often 
voiced,  with  a  moan  of  self-pity,  some  delusion  of  see- 
ing snow-shoe  tracks,  which  yet  aroused  in  the  five  no 
•ense  of  solidarity.     Dead-0  no  longer  hankered  for 
a  quid,  and  accepting  the  mastery  of  fate,  sealed  his  lips 
from  anticipating  evil.     Arlene  with  her  scurvy  left  half 
her  smaU  ration  uneaten,  forced  it  upon  Perry.     Gail 
had  once  seen  Clara  holding  the  white  parha  before  her. 
••  if  under  the  haUucination  that  she  still  was  carry- 
ing  the   pups.     And   his   own   feverish   introspections 
evinced  no  fret  toward  creeds  of  living.  Nature,  or  i\- 
8hroud-hke  glamour  of  the  Youngest  World.     It  only 
clung  perversely  in  his  mind  that  his  damning  defect, 
ushering  him  to  death,  was  that  he  had  never  hated  any 
man;  that  however  militant  or  superhuman  had  been 
his  strivings,  they  held  no  rancour,  scorn,  or  destruc- 
tiveness  toward  the  unfit  and  the  weak. 

Already  the  Self  was  lifeless. 
.  Thus  Gail  lived  a  waking  dream,  unreal  and  yet  not 
incoherent.  It  engrossed  him,  painlessly.  Believing 
that  the  dead  man  must  be  dead  eternally,  he  was  in- 
different to  the  details  of  its  ending.  His  love  of  life 
was  summed,  his  supineness  stirred,  by  no  more  than  a 
vacant  dread  of  that  inevitable  moment  —  as  a  Change, 
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words,  which  the  fourth  obliterates.    You  for«t  .nd 

WI  -SUrv^lr  •"  ""'H:^''^  flat-belliSTUu' 
JiimseJi-- starvation.  .  .  .  They    had    left-    no    «m 

•bout  .ix  pound,  alike  of  flour  and  do^L  Each 
morning  they  drank  a  gruel  of  the  flr.?M  h  tho^  J? 

.ht;.?tZht  fe'*'"*^  V  ^'  '™  *»»«'"" 
wi^^M  K  *  .  f  *^  •  ^"P  *»'  "*•  »  the  bean-pot. 
with  old  bacon  rind..    Their  parka*  were  in  r.«  «« 

dergarment.  disintegrating;  the  fur  THa..  .Xch^i 

.i^Th^'7i""J'"^  •"'  *'*  gunny..a;king  ;^c1 
triil^^th?™  P  "7  ""'*'•""•  *"^^«»  '"«^«  that 
at  r.^  ?  I  ^^"f.'**^*'  -""k"  wd  mummy-Sn,  wa. 
at  once  a  leprou.  white  and  a  hectic  garnet  huein  th^ 

'^".470  ~t  b'  -^  ^«^  -''^  -krand"  !h 
111  l!^n^  /i.^  ^■*^"™*     ^*  •^^^^t'^  mercifully  .wol- 

^^ifij^'  '^i  through  thV;^^'-,.-^!^: 

«wf,om  W  c.nk.«d  g«„,..    Olive  line.  Ipre J^ 
BlCTM  .  MI e  acrou  hi,  checki.    Matter  from  th,  S^ 

ct^r  t^"  ■""-•'»'•  Uxy  "'«.  nor  the  ^re^tion 
mo  some  high  place  of  diapelew  twisted  hill.  .1,™,^ 
•carp,:  a  ch««le„n  tod,  ince«antly  dUturMT 
".rag.  and  .  leaden  fog,  a  region  „f  ^„St«t^if 
«ft,no™ent.  of  sending  dawf.,  inteminaWr  nn«U 

of  ^d  l.ra«  which  Jway.  had  ju.t  ceased  resounding 

upon  the  vagrant  ridge,  a.  a  sheeting  of  vermil^^  fo^ 
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tm  suddenly   on  the  low  crotch  of  a  summit,  a  glean 
like  a  live  coal  burst  into  a  flaming  torch  -  the  sun ! 

n 
It  was  probably  near  Christmas.  Neither  canvor 
nor  mer  wer.  m  sight.  Gail  had  an  impression  that 
he  had  argued  with  Bleven  over  back-trailing;  of  having 
come  out  upon  the  Tsana  from  some  giddv  height 
whach  Clara  had  shrunk  from  descending.*"  bLu lad 

^ZlrZ     I     ""\    ^*"  ^°"^"^^  ^h^*h«r  he  had 
struck  hun  there;  then  remembered  that  the  man  often 

hV      i  ?l  '^'^'^^''  ^^'^^^g  trail,  but  always  mum- 
bhng  that  he  was  finding  human  traces. 

He  had  been  doing  that  all  today.     Gail  was  pulling 
through  his  head,  articulated  by  dazed  voices: 

Let  me  feel  maggots  crawling  through  the  sod. 
Or  else— Let  me  be  God  I  «    ""s  «». 

Once  Clara  had  echoed  Perry  wJth  a  mumble  that  shft 
smelt  wood-smoke.  It  was  noon;  but  the  sun,  a  globe 
of  smothered  orange,  had  not  burned  through  the  haze 
which  yearned  up  the  slopes  in  veils  of  a  filmy  turquoise. 

All  at  once  Arlene,  who  had  refused  to  eat  on  break- 
ing camp,  collapsed  forward  a  second  time. 

"I'm  — played  out,  too,"  groaned  Bleven,  tottering 
beside  her.  "And  thirsty,  parched  .  .  .  this  fevef 
from  my  nose        .  petrified,  not  a  jeUy  now -eh, 

frTol  *  V  I  '  ^^r"  *'»°'°"°'^»  unless  we  see  more 
tracks  Cook  up  all  our  grub  for  a  square  feed. 
Hadn  t  you  sooner  end  it  in  the  tent  -  on  a  full  stom- 
ach  ,  .  .  what  say?  " 

Unwavering,  monotonously  —  without  reverence,  or 
fear,  or  bravery -he  welcomed  the  good  fellow.  Death. 
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.  .  .  Friend,  too,  of  Gair«  whirling  brain Pete 

staggered  up,  ,n  time  to  grin  sheepishly  at  his  meek 
assent. 

«he  ended  m  a  bitter,  dry  cacophany. 

At  a  distance,  Clara  was  leaning  on  Blevta's  rifle, 
as  she  gazed  searchingly  about.  Gail  hallooed  to  her 
to  return  to  the  sled  and  help  make  camp.  But. 
whe.her  she  had  heard  Eleven's  surrender,  or  the  ob- 
serration  was  involuntary,  she  called  as  she  ap- 
proached —  '^ 
"  Any  wood's  too  far." 

« Ain't  that  unkind?"  whined  Perry.  "But  what's 
to  hinder  us  chopping  up  the  sled.  Won't  need  her  any 
more.    Bum  the  tent,  too.'* 

Pete  gaped  in  protest,  but  only  opened  his  mouth 
soundlessly,  hke  a  suffocating  fish. 
Gaa  and  Clara  unrolled  the  tattered  canvas,  propped 

ITk  '^?"T'''°'''  ^"'"^'^  *^^  *^"*-P°^^  «-«J«nt  be- 
^,7]*  ^^^***^?"  «P'^«*^  th«»r  s'-eping^bags,  and  in- 
stwitly  crawled  into  them,  without  touching  the  stove 
and  sled,  which  they  had  left  outside. 

f„S!!J  ^".:i^  "»d«'  the  fl^P  to  get  them.  As  he  re- 
turned, with  the  axe  also,  a  faint  stuttering  from  Pete 
and  Arlene  showed  them  already  asleep.  But  the  sight 
that  riveted  him  was  Clara. 

Grasped  in  both  her  hands  was  the  big  spoon  from 
the  empty  bean-pot.  She  had  torn  up  the  rotten  tar- 
pauhn,  and  was  digging  down  wildly,  avidly  heaving 
her  shoulders,  muttering,  through  the  floor  of  snow. 

crazy  —  the  squirrels  at  her,  too,"  croaked  Bleven. 
breaking  mto  a  withered  chuckle,  which  Gail  found 
himself  unpotently  joining. 
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woman. 


"Moss,    moss,"   whispered   the   breathless 
"  To  stow  and  carry  your  little  shaver  in.  .  .  . 

The  twilight  seethed  black  before  Gail's  eyes.  He 
tried  to  formulate  the  ghostly  self-accusation  of  how 
far  more  ruthless  and  persistent  was  the  furtive,  humble 
instinct  of  creation  in  woman,  than  its  once-heightened 
counterpart  in  him,  a  man.  But  his  mad  groping  only 
melted  into  the  resigned  syllables : 

"Let's  sleep  — like  the  other;.  .  .  .  Fi:  .  the 
morning." 

And  next  he  and  Clara,  side  by  side,  were  shoulder- 
ing down  into  their  sheep-skin  bags. 

The  cloth  walls  loomed  out  phosphorescent  in  the 
moonless  night.  They  tinged  with  silver,  into  a  fret- 
ted web;  edges  of  the  rents  burned  in  gold —  at  last 
a  pallor.  No  one  arose  or  spoke.  Bleven  tossed, 
crackUng  with  the  fever  of  his  blood-poisoning.  Oc- 
casionally a  groan  broke  Arlene's  muteness.  Once  Pete 
had  sobbed.  .  .  .  Anon  it  was  night  again.  Anon  the 
tent  was  a  house  iridescent. 

Clara  had  swung  bolt  upright. 

„  ".^*  ^^^  °^^^  *^®  '®^*  ^®  needed,"  she  sighed  drearily. 
"  Didn't  I  see  birches  in  a  draw  beyond  here?  ...  A 
woman  may  think  she  wants  to  die,  but  life  —  the  life  in 
her  —  is  too  strong." 

She  withdrew  from  her  bag,  picked  up  the  axe.  Gail 
followed  her,  silent,  in  a  vague  access  of  awe  at  her  un- 
quenchable ache  to  survive.  Motherhood,  by  its  very 
genius,  could  not  concede  succumbing.  The  divinity 
of  sex !  .  .  .  Hardly  an  atom  of  frost  burred  over  the 
three  remaining  bags,  usually  so  white  and  crusted. 
But  outside,  in  the  fusing  blare  of  noon,  the  day  was 
warmer. 

Then  Clara  and  Gail  were  alternately  hurling  the  axe 
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into  a  great  spreading,  gnarled  and  disintegrating 
birch-tree,  from  whose  trunk  drooped  immense  scroUs 
of  palish  bark.  They  were  soon  packing  punky  arm- 
fuls  of  wood  toward  camp,  Clara  in  the  lead.  Gail's 
eyes,  roving  northward,  of  a  sudden  descried  far  across 
the  shunmering  plain  a  scarlet  speck.  It  lurched  to 
and  fro,  close  to  the  snow.  His  anger  was  pricked,  to 
be  thus  deluded  at  the  threshold  of  dissolution.  With 
a  feeble  oath,  G  I  drew  an  arm  across  his  eyes  to  shut 
out  the  object,  and  so  dropped  the  wood.  Unhearing, 
Clara  trudged  on  with  her  burden  for  the  tent 

He  stared  at  the  sticks  scattered  on  the  snow  — snow 
that  was  cut  m  a  wide  groove,  vanishing  to  right  and 
left  straight  across  his  track,  filled  with  the  oval,  crUled 
impress  of  webbed  shoes.  He  dropped  prone  upon 
ttem.  He  had  crossed  here,  blind!  A  well-worn  trail. 
Prophetic  had  been  Perry's  aberration!  Yet  what  did 
It  avail,  without  human  beings,  now  that  they  could  only 
wait  for  death?  "^ 

A  delicate,  muffled  tinkling  echoed  in  Gail's  ears, 
helplessly  set  his  heart  a-thundering.  He  scrambled 
to  his  feet.  The  scarlet  speck  was  close  to  -  real,  aHve 
—  but  It  had  not  grown  into  a  man.  Beyond  it  ap- 
peared a  grey,  waddling  mass,  a  foreshortened  string 
of  dogs  hitched  to  a  sled,  tails  waving  to  and  fro  as 
they  swung  toward  him.  From  over  by  his  tent  came 
a  sound  of  chopping,  and  he  beheld  a  coU  of  smoke. 

But  It  was  the  little  figure,  standing  alone  before  him. 
who  was  ordering  the  dogs  to  halt.  That  voice,  so 
peremptory   yet    childish  -  where    had   he   heard   it? 

The  dulled  blood  boiled  out  into  his  vitals,  for  sight 
had  returned  to  Gail's  eyes.  The  boy  there,  clad  in 
btdtickmg  with  a  fox  hood,  looked  up  at  him  from 
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clear,  quizzical  ejes,  over  the  flap  of  fur  across  his 
snub  nose. 

It  was  Sydney's  Arthur. 

"Thain  — you!"  .  .  .  Gafl  was  pressing  a  small, 
fragile  and  ruddy  face  against  his  bosom,  as  it  queried, 
h^^l*^^^  «°*  °»  malemutes?    Father's  hiking  right 

He  saw  two  other  figures,  of  a  man  and  a  woman, 
heard  them  call  with  a  fearsome  wonder,  running  toward 
the  boy.     But  Gail  only   found  himself  enunciating, 

Caribou  meat.    I  smell  it  on  your  face,  son." 

"f  fr*  J^®  *^°*  ^"^  yesterday,"  piped  the  child, 
manfuUy.  "More'n  we  could  freight.  Catched  them 
on  our  crick  back  o'  the  big  camp." 

Then  the  man  was  facing  Gail. 

"By  the  jawbone  of  Samson!"  exclaimed  the  fel- 
low. 

A  chord  far  back  in  Gail's  memory  began  to  vibrate. 
He  knew  that  rough,  kindly  voice. 

"Something— 'Out  of  the  strong,'"  GaU's  lips 
moved.  "I'm  soft,  I  guess.  But  neither  that  nor  the 
hardness  has  killed  me  yet."  Again  his  eyes  danced, 
sightless.  ,      * 

"No,  partner,"  said  the  familiar  sti-anger  with  a 
quick  solemnity  « I  was  aU  wrong  that  winter,  about 
you  and  myself,  over  women  in  particular.  It  was 
one  /  needed,  and  have  got." 

At  first  unmindful  of  the  woman  standing  rigid  there, 

f'fri  ^f^f\*  "P°°  J^«  «™«>ing  vision,  as  a  moist 
tide  flooded  It,  the  feUow's  milk-white  teeth,  his  sharp 
amber  mses.  ^ 

"/°".?!.°***'  ^''"'^  "^  *«*"»'"  ^«>ke  out  Gan,  vacu- 
ously "No,  no!"  The  lash  of  indebtedness,  always 
so  abhorrent  to  him,  flicked  his  anger  t       apathy  the 
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•mouldering  self  flamed,  prodding  «U  his  sentet.     «M«n 
can  t  give,  or  take  away,  the  right  to  life.*» 

A  hearty  laughter  checked  Gail  Yet  instantly  he 
rasped  —  ^ 

"Dick ! '^  His  stare  consumed  the  gay  youth's  green 
plaid  mackmaw,  his  round  wool  cap  with  a  knob  on  top. 
"Dick  Trueblood!"  ^ 

"Gail,  yo«  look  as  though  you»d  crawled  out  of  a 
coffin,  he  cheered.  « Any  Siwash  seeing  you,  'ud 
8ti?">pede  or  shoot  you  for  a  ihamaiC*  devil." 

«^r*fj^^*?  "*  *^*  °*^®""  *^«'"^  Gaa,  blankly. 
"We'd  laid  down  to  die.     Said  so  — flat.** 

Ever  the  remote  excruciation  is  that  in  the  shadow  of 
extinction  nothing  matters.     But  Dick  winced. 

Faint —  Gail's  joy  was  but  a  phantom;  so  sapped, 
even  the  elemental  faculties  of  manhood,  that  he  could 
not  yet  respond  to  the  splendour  of  deliverance.     Only, 
Life  was  a  flux,  a  mighty  rhythm.     Naught  was  fixed. 
Existence  was  but  the  mutability  of  atoms.  .  . 
"  Others  ?  "    —  Dick's  old,  imperative  tone. 
"Look  by  that  fire,"  pointed  GaH.     "Mine  there, 
hke  your  woman  here.     The  same  fate  for  us  in  this 
country,  I  guess." 

"Our  land,  won  through  them."  Dick  coloured,  but 
with  a  shy  chuckle.  "And  she's  weakened  me  jest 
enough  with  her  shears.    Eh,  Mrs  Delilah  Trueblood?  " 

At  last  Gail  followed  Dick's  glance  toward  the  silent, 
dumbfounded  woman.  Her  head  had  drooped  into  her 
hands,  and  she  was  gently  quivering.  But  now  Gail 
could  see  clearly  — the  grey  squirrel  pelts  he  remem- 
bered made  into  a  parV.a,  the  white  toque.  And  soon 
she  resolutely  raised  her  face:  the  abrupt  bang  over  the 
round,  appealing  countenance,  no  longer  shrewd  or 
d  all-like,    but    transfigured,    strongly    tender.     Those 
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blue  eyes,  their  flintiness  forever  dissolved,  fflled  as  sh. 
turnwl  away,  a  hand  at  the  lump  in  her  throat.  . 

Gail  seen  me  at  mj  best  and  worst,"  she  cried.  « ] 
never  told  you,  Dick.  It  was  him,  more  than  Borden', 
marrying  on  the  outside,  saved  me."  She  stopped  witl 
a  choke.     «  Gail  and  Arthur  one  night.  .       »» 

Gail  flushed,  with  thoughts  of  Chickaman,  of  the 
bath-house,  «  Jawer  "  and  the  yellow  shades,  the  horse- 
Jjnip;  of  his  temptation,  compassion,  and  disdain. 
Was  it  more  to  create  than  save? 

"  ^^*  .*he  If  id  told  me,  Sydney,"  muttered  Dick,  star- 
ing straight  before  him,  striving  to  be  harsh  and  care- 
less. And  I  says  to  him,"  he  turned  to  Arthur, 
who  was  pickmg  up  the  wood,  chucking  it  on  the  sled, 
v^.  XV  •  r"""  ™°*h«''«  an  undiscovered  country  for  me. 
like  the  Tsana,  the  only  one  left  for  a  man  raised  up 
here   and  as  a  rustler,  the  spittin»  ringer  for  her  son? 

rn    TaI?  °'°"*^'  ^'"'^  °"  *^«  *'*»•"    He  faced 
uw  .1-       }7  P"*  °*  °"*^  **^"  »°*i*>n  ^or  the  heart- 
stuff,  though  he  ain't  mine.     And  once  you  bluffed  me 
m  that.     Only  show  us  a  sky-pilot ! " 

"It  was  Dick's  charity,"  uttered  Sydney.     « Or  I'd 


*a'  been  dead." 


Gail  blazed  inwardly,  with  some  vast,  gratified,  inor- 
dinate ecstasy,  welling  toward  Dick  Trueblood.  as  a 
counterpart  of  himself. 

m 

Again  the  dogs  ceased  swinging  their  fluffy  tails. 
They  were  at  the  wrecked  tent.  Outside  it,  Clara's  fire 
had  sunk  into  the  snow.  She  was  lifting  the  big  kettle, 
steaming  with  the  last  duff  of  rice,  bacon  rind,  and  the 
raw-hide  of  moccasins.  The  four  caught  sight  of  Gail 
and  the  newcomers,  listlessly  fixed  on  them  for  a  mo- 
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««nt  gl.z«l  ,„d  dmy  e,es;  then,  .quatting  .bout  the 
f<»d  l«g.„  to  ..t,  .Wly,  tremulou.?,.  obi ifiou.  „f  ft,* 
dram,   and  .gha.t  rfa«.  fixed  upon   their  skeleton 
abommable  feature,.    GaU  ate  aI.o  ' 

.polen'    T^.  T"  k"""  '""'""''"'•     "ot  a  word  wa. 
WM  S-';     ^^''"'y  «"?«*  "d  averted  her 

Artiar.  tender  hp.  twitched,  a.  if  he  were  bravinj; 

«ad'dfril~b!^'  °"  '""^  ''"■'''  ^"'•'*  "■«™"™J  Clara, 
•uddenly    becoming    ravenous.     But    Lena,    who    had 

^X^Zl  tt^'S^. ""  ■""'-  ^^-^'^ "'""«' '» 

«Bu?l*''  "°  "?.r'*  ''"  '"•"y-"  »"<»  Trueblood. 
»|h,*  ."Td'^^tatest'"  ""  "'"'  *"  «-'  "'«  •-P  *- 

IetS.;:"lTl'  "  ?"'  "-'""f'^'  *"  P'"-  'heir 
ttwargy     An  empty  grin  creased  the  powder  nits  of 

P^t...  cheeks.     Then  following  Clara,  L  .1  h  ^bL™ 
with  bare  fingers.     Once  Perry  paused,  drew  the  back 

t-i^hf fi'd'  iTelo  *nd  tth  *•  ^"  •"""'"•  '"»'P°^  " 

i.l™p?*r'     You'U  josh  once  too  often.     How  far 

"Right  across  the  river,"  answered  Dick.     "  You're 

l::^  r  ^fhe^^iTrcoC""^ "-'  "■'"■'"''"' 

p..rfg^::-v:,;,Tt:e^-:;-^^^ 
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"  Who»i  the  woman?  **  he  pointed  to  Sjdney,  who  ha 
risen  from  Arlene. 

**A  female  Jason,  that's  led  me  into  gold,"  ai 
•wered  Trueblood,  inscrutably  as  ever,  tonguein-cheel 
"Not  fleeced  me  yet,  either." 

"Hey?"  Perry  gaped,  throatfly;  and  with  a  wil 
glance  at  Gail,  flung  out  his  arms  toward  Lena.  Th 
vein  down  the  middle  of  his  forehead,  which  had  bee: 
protruding  like  a  charred  root,  began  to  crimcon  an( 
pulsate. 

"  Hear  him,  Gail,"  burst  out  Clara.  « I  can't  speak 
Lena's  confessed,  about  your  desertion  of  her,  what  she'i 
done." 

"The  night-mare's  over  —  emptiness  filled,"  Blevei 
wandered  again,  fiercely,  in  the  stress  of  so  unwontet 
emotion.  And  he,  who  a  day  back  had  wept  in  self 
pity,  went  on,  "And  it  wasn't  no  martyrdom.  Th« 
trail  did  it,  and  you,  Gail  Thain." 

Solemnly  Gail  bowed  his  head ;  for  he  knew. 

"The  prodigal's  struck  pay-streak,  hey?"  divine<i 
Dick. 

"She's  mine  —  mine!"  cried  Perry.  "Lena'i 
free  from  him,  divorced  from  Thain." 

Dazed  and  trembling,  Arlene  looked  from  one  to  an- 
other; then  slowly  staggered  to  her  feet.  Standing 
there,  immutable,  her  moist,  bird-Uke  eyes  concentrated 
upon  Gail. 

"  And  it  was  a  fight,"  she  uttered  sta-kly,  «  for  a 
woman  like  me  .  .  .  against  the  both  of  you  .  .  .  to 
admit  it." 

Sydney  with  a  troubled  gasp  shielded  the  puzzled 
Arthur. 

"Arlene!"  cried  Gail,  overcome  by  her  direct,  com- 
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hi'  hte  d«,p„>.    '  >"«"»•««.  partner  Uku,  ,„d  ig 

r^^  te"S.T  !?*  1^  -"  w  WttT  rid...  ^ 

Wond..  too."       ^  °""^«  °^0''  Ji"!*.    "Th. 

•»dl»tt.rI«rto"L     'Jt^    ^;  F'^-y' 
proa,  to  .„ch  .  TOoto"        ^  '  """•»"  ■"»'  <»"- 

^rs^T  '^:;st  S"'^"  -  -  "- 

mad  over  a  wireleM  in  fc;.  «T^  .    "*"  "^  *"  •»"■««- 
Hartline."  » !«  A-t  that  gay.  your  towmite  to 

"J-Anl-eidaimedcaar,.    "Glory!" 

Ble  en  how  hi.  Wf.ft^  C  '^''■>'  "'"^"'  '" 
traa  to  Cook  Inlet  thai  «!,■  '*^  °"  «»  »>•'■>■ 

which  had  terriwt  lliji     j^*i  "  "  "»'"«'  ""nd 
"  He  w..  WtL*  fo^!f  ""^  f  ;*"'*«'  Sydney. 

G.a  «ui  Clara  walled-Uhind.  ^^  .  ^,^^ 
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•parkling,  rainbow  world.  Forward -«w«y  from  Ihii 
last  and  crucial  itruggle,  won  within  iti  hideoui 
■hadows,  into  Life,  forever  at  the  beginning! 

..  /^/  T  *^*  "f"*  ®'  °"'  ^'^  ^^"^^^  'he  uttewd  ■oftlv. 
Of  Love,  the  Future,  and  Victory.  .  .    » 

But  her  words  were  strong  and  cheerful,  clear  and 
indomitable  in  their  old  vibrance.  Her  conquering  cer- 
tainty  wa.  like  strong  spirit  in  Gail's  veins,  to  hi.  now 
lucid  mind.     But  ah,  how  feeble  before  her  will  had 

rw     f  *'!,•*  i*^''"V    She,  again  the   all-enduring 
Clara   of   ordeals    and   dreams,   the   beloved,   eternal 

«l  World  "  °*  ^°'  **^  perpetuity  of  his  Young- 

His  lost  fire  and  pride  of  being  awoke  and  raged. 
His  thoughts  whirled  on,  transfigured,  final  toward  Ex- 
istence;  in  a  reckless  tide  of  power,  a  surge  of  mastery. 
Now  for  the  f?rst  time,  through  the  clear  glass  of  CW. 
maternity  m  triumph,  he  grasped  the  splendid,  fevered 
verities  of  her  apocalypse;  and  his  soul  shrank,  humbled. 
Not  vain  had  been  the  ache  of  all  his  long,  valiant  yearn- 

iefh  afdIiooT '  '^"""^'  '^^   *'^   -"^'^-"^  ^^'  ^- 
So  intoxicated,  Gail  felt  the  fate  of  his  barren,  brood- 
ing realm  stir  within  his  loins;  beheld  himself,  creative, 
^namic ;  with  Dick  Tnieblood,  and  the  hosts  of  John 
Hartline  s  aspirations,  in  a  dire  conflict  against  Lamar 
and  Jus  despoiling  masters,  the  covetous  unfit  of  Seattle 
and  Hocherda.     They  opposed  Nature;  that  was  the 
war;  theirs,  not  Her's,  was  the  anarchy.     Her»s  was 
the  Great  WiU  of  Existence -beyond  the  Self -to 
populate    to  obliterate  the  corrupting  and  the  sterile. 
The  righteous  and  strong  must  win,  and  they  were  such 
who  did      He  saw  the  North  teeming  with  cities,  men 
and  children  sprung  from  its  chosen  youth;  a  white. 
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treuure  locW  b.n..th  Ui.«  m.gic.1,  ,„t  .L« 

p.«,   h.  p,«„«^on  .f  thi.  y«..g..i  World. 

rt  .Hog,th,,  ,»mty,    w«  t.  .triv.  for  the  8,uX 

Sir   '^*  •'««»«  "«•"  •'  W..  to  th.  .pp.„„, 
cancdh»g    h.ple„ne„    .f    N.tu«_th.    iih^    „f 

'7"^'^'    Not  wholly.    For  thi.  Gr..t  Wffl^..  i 

^^.pru.r^d'^iXrLriotr^:^,':^^^^ 

which  tempers  with  Love -alike  of  man.  of  elrth    of 

but  ffis  wK:  •  • ;  *?  '  "  "°*  ^"^^  Snowden'8  message, 

yet  s^-d   «  ?  ''   *v  '  ™°°'^  '^""«^"  ^"«»  the  tempi 
jet  said,     Love  thine  enemies.*'  ^ 

It  was  God.     Immortality  ^i,  guerdon 

Strength  filled  them.  It  was  as  though  neither  had 
ever  starved  and  suffered  Micts  W.„  *  neitfter  had 
region  in  the  West.  lLl£eU^^^^^^ 
-^  of  vapour,  and  the,  wlJLfbesTth^;\rdtf 
T^ey  emerged  upon  a  plrl.au  of  buck-brush,  whose  dlJ: 
-ate  branches,  freighted  with  glittering  spikes,  s;,':!! 
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"You  .nd  I.  0.3.  .  .  .  Stayfag  bj  our  dre«»,_' 

^r.-,.id  ..d  th.  y«„.g«t  WoSl  g4  j:; 

For  boon  u  the,  tli>«ded  tbtM  corri  jungle,,  thdi 
•l-dow.  .j,p««i  to  drt«h  fraa  tt.  mo4.g  mSta  to 
«eq,  bd»d  it.  vdU,  tto  «.t  ™i  ^'Z^ 
«d  T««,t  d.«rt.  0/  Al«k..    Th.,  t«K,p«I  „- 

U.M.  .pint.   G«l  iiMginrf  that  h.  di«»ni«J  Jon«/ 

^  «.  un  .ml  doim».ti„g  Sg^  in  worn  cordio,^ 
Th^'*^      «^'*  ""  W  them,  .nd  .t  J^ 

G«l  fdt  «  on.  who  h«I  been  drowning,  but  now 
eould  br...t  the  ™,f.c  .f  „  undiscovered  U"  ^ 

on  the  rtr.wb.rr,  field.;  but  n.ith«  wh.re  their  .pok" 
We  p.r Jlei.  ground  hin,  f„rw.rd  to  .  «r.t  poir.i^ 

teil«Ie.   of  gl.ci.r.:  but  ..   .  w.nderer.   m.rohini 
.UnuUIy  upon  the  common  trail  of  Life.        "'"™"'« 
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